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On Gods and Demons

 

Deep in the forest, in a place where no mortal government lay claim to, a simple tavern stood. Though to call it a tavern was a disservice to any respectable establishment, for this one lacked many things that would normally be expected if one were to join such an organization. Among other things that it missed – four walls, a fully stocked kitchen and separate cooking areas.

Instead, the roof was propped up by rough wooden sticks, many of which looked half-rotten. Each were lashed to another, the wooden and rush-laden roof angled to see off the persistent rains. Wooden tables, some half-rotten, others propped up on wooden barrels and formed from discarded planks criss-crossed the dry land beneath the roof. Benches, as crudely made offered seats for customers, though this day, only a single pair graced the ill-kept tavern with their presence.

As for the owner himself, he stood beside simmering vats of food where intestines, stomach, kidney and other innards lay, slowly broken down. Trim as a needle, arms the size of most individuals’ thighs, he worked unceasingly on the carcass of a wild demon boar, his mighty cleaver separating muscle and bone with the grace of an imperial dancer. It sought the gaps between bones, skimmed the tops of flesh to separate edible meat from skeletal architecture, all of which were placed in separate, filled bins. 

Bones for brewing to make stock. It would take days, on a slow simmer, the bones themselves losing their very structure. Water from the nearby spring would be added, to give it body and replace what was lost from steam and use.

Intestines, to be cleaned and washed and then cleaned again. Till every ounce of innards were removed before it was set to boiling. Small intestines in one vat, large another. All sliced into equal portions, white and black wild peppers added to the mix, chilis and a healthy dosing of rock salt. Wine and spirit, sloshed into the pot to give it depth, while its body came from the brewing bones.

Stomach, to be cleaned as well before its ends wrapped tight. Small pieces of meat, from the edging between ribs and along the ends of bones slid into one end. Salt, cinnamon and peppers, mountain herbs and a quick and measured sloshing of bone stock, all added. Lava rock, heated in open flame till they were glowing hot added to the mixture, before it was slid into the clay oven beneath the mixture, left to cook and mix together. Juices separating.
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