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ONE YEAR ON. THE CASE IS STILL FULL.
(AND THE PRESS CREW ARE TO BE PUT ON MERCHANDISE)

T here were one hundred of them, and
they arrived before there was anything
to arrive at.

The Founding Members committed to this
establishment before the doors opened —
before, in point of fact, there was a great deal to
see beyond a building and an intention. Every
place was taken inside seventy-two hours. I
have been asked whether this surprised

anyone. It surprised everyone.

I have thought about it a good deal this year,

because it is the sort of thing easily recorded as
a number and rather harder to record as what it
actually was. It was one hundred people
deciding to be early. Not to wait and see. Not to
read a notice and consider it. To be early,
deliberately, on the word of people most of
them had not yet met.

That is not a transaction. It is a wager, and it
was placed on us.

To the Founding Members, this publication
records its thanks and intends to go on

recording it. To everyone who has come since
— and there have been a great many of you,
from considerably further afield than any of us
anticipated — the same is owed and the same
is offered.

A first year is not survived. It is granted, by the
people who keep choosing to walk through the
door. We are aware of the distinction.

Yours in provenance & pasture,
SIR ANGUS
Senior Beef Correspondent, The Rare Edition

FROM THE BLOCK

THE HOURS BEHIND A CUT: WHAT THE HEAD BUTCHER IS
ACTUALLY DOING

There is a version of this trade that requires a saw, a scale, and very little thought. It is not the version practiced
at the back of this building, and the difference between them is time.

A cut comes to the block whole, and it is read before it is touched. Where the grain runs. Where the fat sits. How
this particular piece differs from the one before it, because they all differ. None of that can be hurried and none
of it can be handed to a machine.

The trimming is the part nobody sees. Deciding what comes off and what stays is a judgment made on the piece
in front of you rather than from a diagram, and it is the difference between a steak that looks handsome in the
case and one that eats well at the table.

Thickness is a decision rather than an accident. Every steak on that tray was cut to the same thickness
deliberately, because a tray of steaks varying by a quarter of an inch will not cook together, and the person who
bought them will be blamed for it at their own table.

The recipes demand the same discipline in another form. A sausage is not written once. It is made, cooked,
tasted, adjusted and made again, and most versions are discarded by the person who thought of them.

Cuts are hand-cut daily. That is a short sentence and the work standing behind it is not.

None of this is visible from the other side of the case, which is rather the point. The labor is meant to disappear
into the result.

FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK

I should like to record something that has become a
feature of this establishment without anybody having
decided it. People linger.

They arrive to collect an order and remain considerably
longer than the errand requires. They sit on the bench.
They occupy the chairs. They stand at the case discussing
a single cut with a thoroughness that would embarrass a
committee. Nobody hurries them, and I have come to
understand that this is not an oversight in the design. It is
the design.

A shop that moves people through efficiently is a shop
those people forget efficiently. Lingering is how a place
stops being an errand and becomes a habit.

A further matter, which I raise with some reluctance. It has been decided — not by me — that Porkchop Pete,
Sir Angus, Henrietta and the present correspondent are to appear rather more prominently on merchandise in
the coming months. I am told this is what people want. I have asked to see the drawings. I have been told I shall
see them when they are ready, which is the answer one gives a child.

Volume I closes here, at twelve numbers. The doors opened in November of 2025, so the year itself completes
next month, and I shall mark it in Volume II.

The Corona is inked. The edition is pressed.

Yours in Smoke & Style,

MR. FOXWORTH, ESQ.
Editor-in-Chief, The Rare Edition
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