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Baron Grimace

In the dark old days when Barons were brutes and castles were draughty, there was a particularly dark and dismal castle. It belonged to Baron Grimace.
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Everyone feared and hated Baron Grimace. His favourite sport was “pasting the peasant”. At harvest time, he would ride down the valley road to the village of Wartly and bang on the door of a poor family’s cottage. “Give me three parts of your corn and vegetables!” he would cry.
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If a poor father refused, because he had seven hungry mouths to feed, the Baron would shout, “Idleness! Eight people should be able to grow plenty of food! Bend over! Lazy peasants must be pasted!” And he would boot him black and blue.
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Or suppose a mother tried to explain that her seeds had not sprouted properly, so she and her family had very little to eat. The Baron would shout, “Stupidity! You should have chosen better seeds. Bend over! Stupid peasants must be pasted!”

It was just as bad for his animals. He bit the dogs. He was horrid to his hawks. He was hard on his horses. And he never mucked out his stables. The smell was dreadful. If a visitor complained the Baron would roar, “If you think that’s bad, smell this!” and he would grab them by the collar and breathe his beastly breath into their face.
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There was no escape for the people he picked on. And Baron Grimace picked on everyone. Except Simmer, his cook.
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In Baron Grimace’s Kitchen
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Baron Grimace’s cook was as disgusting as his master. His name was Simmer but he was more like a boil. He was as fat and greasy as his master was huge and hairy. His fingernails were black and scratchy and he used them constantly to pick the nasty spots that covered his red, raw face.

Some said that everything in the kitchen went into his bubbling cooking pot if it didn’t move fast enough. Woe betide the cat or the rat or the spider or the earwig that crawled across the kitchen flagstones!
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The kitchen maids and the poor little slop boys were always cutting and scalding themselves. Everything they did, they did at a trot. “Quick! Or Simmer will put us in the stew! The Baron will eat us!” cried Nicholas, the servant boy.
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Simmer’s stews were Baron Grimace’s delight. But what the Baron did not know was that it was Nicholas who made everything taste so delicious. He could not bear to touch the meat, but he was a genius with herbs and spices and vegetables. With a dash of parsley and a pinch of rosemary, he could bring out the most beautiful flavours in any dish.
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