
We’re entering a new era of eating; one of relaxed cuisine where  
the giant sausage roll deserves as much respect as the squirrel.  
Alice Tozer discovers more to the mindset of James Hughes Davies, 
the adult in charge at Little Jack Horner’s pastry stalls 
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At Parsons Green Farmers’ Market, 
luminous yellow and bloody red rainbow 
chard sit in King’s School playground 

opposite popular playmate beetroot soup. In the 
corner, Little Jack Horner’s (anything-but-steak-
and-kidney) pies and twenty-first century sausage 
rolls appear quietly confident. There are no 
squirrel pies today because this furry pest is all 
sold out. James Hughes Davies tells me these grey 
squirrels are Norfolk-born and bred (all food at 
the sixteen London Farmers’ Markets has to be 
sourced within 100 miles from the M25). The 
garden pet of many, they might seem a little close 
to home to eat. But that’s just a psychological 
hurdle one must clearly overcome.    

Formerly a local news journalist in the 
Shetland Islands (‘I’m romantic like that’), 
James sought a new career in his mid-20s; one 
in which he could ‘turn the engine off at the end 
of the day.’ He retrained as a chef based on his 
love of eating hearty grub. He had been no child 
prodigy in the kitchen (confessing, ‘my cheese 
on toast at university was a running joke’) but 
his so-called ‘gluttony’ gave him the focus to 
learn the art and, after a few cheffing jobs, he 
decided aged thirty that ‘it was now or never’ 
to go it alone. That was just two years ago. 
‘Starting a business isn’t as hard as people think. 
You’ve got to be resourceful. I thought, where 
are there kitchens sitting full of equipment not 
being used? Pubs. And that’s how I started. If I 
can do it anyone can.’ 

Slabs of sausage roll on the LJH trestle table 
may seem a sideline to the pies (Little Jack 
Horner ‘sat in the corner, eating a Christmas 
pie,’ and all) but they have, in fact, become its 
future. ‘I’d been selling the pies and someone 
said “no one does good sausage rolls.” It’s true; 
sausage rolls are generally such a depressing 
experience. They’re floppy and fall apart in 
your hands. I made them big and changed the 
ratio of filling to pastry. People went bonkers.’ 
The choice is Black Pudding and Apple; Pork 
and Sage; or Chicken and Mushroom. Their 
herbaceous zing smacks. The warm pastry is 

biscuity and offers a mere border to a generous 
meat quantity. At £2.50 they’re a snatch; a meal.

‘People from abroad are flummoxed by the 
sausage roll. The Aussies are all over them as 
they have a similar pastry history.’ Little Jack 
Horner’s played to the sound of the sausage roll 
tune at this year’s Wilderness Festival and was a 
sell-out with all 3,000 hunks of roll finding their 
respective tummies. They must be the perfect 
pep-me-up food for the tipsy. ‘We always ask to 
be placed near the beer tent,’ James smiles. 

In time, the grand plan is to open a British 
comfort-food canteen which would be ‘fun, 
egalitarian and respond to our heritage.’ It’s not 
the first time James shows an affinity to the past. 
Beyond resurrecting war-time squirrel in the 
kitchen, there’s also the fact that his pies come in 
Victorian soap-dish style blue-and-white enamel 
tins sealed with the Little Jack Horner chubby-
child logo. If you return the tin (you probably 
wouldn’t want to, as they make handy key trays 
too) you get a little money back. His bestselling 
pie is based on an English classic: pheasant, 
butternut squash, sage, bacon and walnut. 

James thinks Fulham definitely benefits from 
the Farmers’ Market culture. ‘People come to 
Fulham in transience. The market [a year old] 
has recreated a little of that community they 
crave at large.’ James has lived twenty years in 
the area and now resides at Sands End. ‘The 
other stallholders are my heroes,’ he says.  
‘Working hard, earning little money, supplying 
excellent produce.’ Are the markets a pricey 
way of doing your weekly shop? ‘I don’t think 
so. But anyway, I think people should cut down 
on their bottle of wine of an evening and spend 
the rest of the money on top-quality ingredients 
instead of eating Tesco sausage rolls.’

When James isn’t doing a wedding buffet or 
a music festival, he’s to be found at a farmers’ 
market at Pimlico, Balham, Parliament Hill, 
near Westfield Centre or Parsons Green. 
Hammersmith is next up. His trusty little helper 
is Tomasz, the apron-clad Pole who stands by 
his side and assists him in the making of some 
200 pies and 700 sausage rolls per week. James 
is in the process of constructing a Victorian 
façade for his stall and wants ‘to nail the festival 
scene’. Not far from the current reality, he says 
he wants to create a ‘travelling sausage-roll 
circus.’ Step aside Mr Whippy, for savoury is the 
new sweet. 


