
LCOAL FEATURE

MY DEAR OLD DAD, he has
more neckties than he knows
what to do with. Every Father’s

Day, we adoring offspring wring our hands,
prowl the shops and eventually present him
with a few more spotted, solid or striped
silken items for his overstuffed closet.

This year it occurred to me that if he
wants anything to be overstuffed, he’d

probably prefer it to be his stomach. Like
many men what he really loves is meat,
but until now it didn’t seem quite
appropriate to wrap up a rib-eye and
present it to him on that June day
especially set aside for honouring the
men who made our lives possible.

Thanks to the Parson’s Nose, the bright
and cheerful butchers perched on a corner

of Fulham Road, I’ve discovered a better gift
for meat-loving men (and women). Butcher
Jason Turner is now offering hands-on
classes in sausage making, knife sharpening
and butchery skills. The one-to-one sessions
take place behind the scenes in the shop
itself. And the best bit? You get to take home
everything you cut, trim, dress, and make.
Truly, this is the gift that keeps on giving.
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On my reconnaissance mission Turner
greets me from across a sawdust-strewn
floor and helps me into an authentic white
smock/green apron combo. Our first order
of business is entering the ice-cold
refrigerator to retrieve two free-range
chickens. It’s filled to the brim with meaty
pleasures ranging from loins to chops to
steaks, not to mention more sausages than
my eyes have ever beheld at once. It’s a
barbecue enthusiast’s dream. 

Birds in hand, Turner assigns me a
boning knife. “A lot of people struggle with
actually cutting chicken properly. This is
the easiest way and safest way to do it,” he
says. “I’m going to show you how to cut
oyster-cut thighs.” We locate the oysters –
“the best part of a chicken” – and he shows
me how to use my blade like a pro. “Now all
you do is pull it and the whole thing comes
off.” I wail that mine looks terrible, but
Turner assures me, “That’s actually better
than some butchers I’ve seen!”

We repeat the process in reverse. It’s as
complicated as ballroom dancing, and the
proximity to sharp objects calls for close
concentration. “Ninety percent of the time
you’re not cutting meat, you’re cutting bone
– that’s why you always see butchers
standing in their shop sharpening their
knives constantly. They say if you cut meat
it costs you money, so you always cut bone.”
Under Turner’s tutelage, off come the wings
and the legs. 

Halfway into the exercise, Turner’s
chicken and mine look like different
species, but I persevere and he maintains his
good-natured patience. “Now the best part
is taking the breasts off. See that white line
there? What you want to do is put your
knife right through there. That’s it.” Turner
advises me and my frostbitten fingers in
navigating around joints and across gristle
in order to separate the carcass from the
meat. The deed done, we check my
handiwork. “You’re just a fraction out – but
it’s not bad!” 

I wonder aloud how Turner ’s first bird
butchery attempt compares to mine. “It

looked like a gunshot wound! It takes on
average about seven years to train a butcher
to a good standard. You see a lot of people
come into butchery who’ve done it for a
year who think they’re really good at it, but
they’re wrong. You never stop learning,” 
he observes while whisking my knife
rapidly over his sharpening steel. “I never
say I’m a master butcher because there’s
no such thing.” 

We return to the fridge and I can’t resist
the fat Toulouse sausages. Turner shows me
how to split the skins of two links, shape the
meat into a roll down the centre of the
chicken and wrap this inside the inner filets.
We roll everything up into a parcel and then
proceed to tie it up with string. This final
step is a lot more complicated than it
sounds and frankly requires a few more
fingers than I seem to possess. The result?
Some fairly wonky knots in the case of my
bird, though Turner ’s comes out looking
positively shipshape. 

Next we make tulip wings, and marinade
our drumsticks and thighs in spicy
breadcrumbs. The carcass goes into another
bag for making stock. “That’s the basics of
the chicken. If you go to the butchers or
supermarket and buy two chicken breasts
you only get one meal. Here you’ve got
three meals from a whole chicken, which
will cost you about £12. It’s quite easy to
do,” he affirms.

“The next one I’m going to show you is
rack of lamb.” Suddenly out comes a saw
and things take a turn to the serious. “We
always French trim them to make them
look pretty and edible and easy to cut.”
After removing the blade bones, I have a go
with the device I normally associate with
trimming hedges. Whether it’s due to the
angle or the pressure or just my general lack
of strength, the saw doesn’t move. “A lot of
people aren’t used to using a hand saw,”
Turner grins, but at long last I slice through. 

“Now you just want to level all your

bones up,” he says, whacking the uneven
ribs on his rack with one clean stroke of a
cleaver. When my turn comes, the knife is
heavy, my aim is atrocious and ten minutes
pass before I achieve what Turner had
managed in one well-placed thwack. Let’s
just say I would have made the world’s
worst executioner; people like me are the
reason the guillotine was invented. “You
can do it,” he laughs, and eventually I do.

It’s been a brilliant afternoon – a bag full
of future meals gives me a sense not only of
accomplishment but also anticipation.
Plus, we’re onto a winning ticket with the
dad’s day gift idea. As presents go, a session
with Jason Turner is practical, fun,
educational and delicious; truth be told,
there really aren’t very many neckties that
can compete with that. ●

Parson’s Nose, 753 Fulham Road

Fulham SW6 5UU; 020 7736 4492

SW For an exclusive Parson’s Nose recipe, visit our website
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