The Hunting of the Quorn

The next dish the cooks wish to serve some selected individuals in our midst is based in part on the flesh of a beast new to the lands of Strongoak: a miraculous creature called a Quorn.

The Quorn is famed for being difficult to hunt. It cannot be seen. It leaves no tracks. It makes no sound. It has no scent. It does not even have any taste when eaten. 

Or so, at least, we were told by a party of hunters who came seeking the beast in our apple orchards. They’d tried everything to catch it. They’d pursued it for leagues, feasting gear at the ready. They’d tried that magic with bits of parchment: “writing”, or whatever it’s called. They’d tried befriending it. They’d even tried reducing their own smell to match its own with some stuff they called “soap”. (Which apparently is something rich people use, and Strongoak ought to think about investigating).

So we sat them down to drown their sorrows in our cider, and had a think about this. It seemed to us that the one thing they hadn’t tried was Scaring it. If we put nets round the orchard it was in, and scared it out, that might work. Even if we couldn’t see the beast itself, we ought to be able to see which bit of the net was wriggling.

Now, as those of you who were here last year may remember, Strongoak used to possess a remarkably fine Demonscarer. Young Joseph could scare anything: demons, knights, Prince-Bishops, the lot.  If he didn’t scare them he certainly left a deep impression on them. He didn’t scare Lady Jane, of course, but there are limits.

So we picked up some nets that the hunters had left lying around (in a bag in a locked chest in the hold of the ship they’d beached twenty miles up the road: remarkably careless with their property, some people), and set off for the orchard. We couldn’t see anything in there, but there was a faint rustling noise. So we set up the nets, stood back a  safe distance (about half a mile), and sent in Joseph. 

Now, obviously we couldn’t really see what went on in that orchard. But Joseph kept yelling back to tell us what he was up to, so we could get the general idea. He went in, Scaring for all he was worth. And there, right in the centre, was a Beast. He’d never seen anything like it. It was huge; the size of an elk, at least. It had horns, it had tusks, it had spiky bits. It looked ferocious. Even young Joseph could tell that this couldn’t possibly be a Quorn. But, having been brought up in Strongoak, he knew what conclusion to leap to when faced with something more deadly than he was expecting. “It’s a female!” he called out. “ A Quark!”.

Well, we’d tasted the Quark. Similar flavour to the Quorn. So maybe Joseph was right. The trouble was, his attempts at Scaring it didn’t have quite the right result. He yelled, he screamed, he kicked it on the shins. It turned round, opened its huge hairy mouth, and Breathed at him. It had the most appalling bad breath you’ve ever met. We even felt the effects from where we were hiding outside. That was too much for Joseph. He picked up the biggest wind-fall he could find, and threw it at the beast, just as it was closing its mouth. His aim was perfect. The apple stopped the beast’s mouth, and it stood there, looking rather surprised. 

Joseph looked at the bright red apple. He looked at the beast’s nose. And he realised what he faced. Joseph, the Champion Demon-scarer, turned and ran. He tried to warn us. “Help, help, it’s horrible, it’s a hell-of-a, it’s a horrible….heffalump”. And then the beast Breathed again, but with its mouth still blocked by the apple. And when it tried to blow, it exploded. There was a huge BANG: our ears rang with it. Birds fell from the trees, stunned. Various innocent bystanding pigs were blown out of the orchard and landed several fields away. And when we approached: little bits of flesh and apple everywhere. But no Joseph.

We hunted till darkness came on: but we found

Not  a button, or trace, or a mark

By which we could tell that we stood on the ground

Where Joseph had met with the Quark.

In the midst of the word he was trying to say

In the midst of his trying to flee

He had loudly and noisily vanished away

For the Quark was a Porkenapple, you see.

