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	How Kitchen Got Her Name

	 

	 

	She sat at an old, rickety table and ate stew from a wooden bowl. She was in a little cottage that belonged to an old farmer and his wife. She was going to spend the night there. Maybe more than one night. She wasn’t sure.

	The farmer had been a gentle-looking man with a lined face and lots of crinkles around his brown eyes. When she told him she wanted to stay there for the night, he told her there wasn’t room, so she beat him with her staff until brains were leaking out of his head. The farmer’s wife’s screams had been noisy and very annoying, so she did the same thing to her. Then she felt hungry, but there wasn’t much food in the cottage, so she cut up their bodies and made stew out of them. It was tasty, but it needed more salt. She had already used up all the salt in the cottage, though.

	She frowned thoughtfully as she chewed on an earlobe. She was remembering the way the farmer’s wife kept screaming “Granther! Granther!” when she was beating him with her staff.

	Granther. It was a funny thing to say. What could it mean?

	She decided that Granther was probably the old man’s name. And Aleida was probably the old woman’s name. The old man had croaked that at the old woman a couple of times before his brains started coming out of his head and he stopped saying things.

	Most people, she observed, had names. It seemed like an odd practice to her. Nothing stayed the same. Everything was always turning into other things. Giving things names was like giving a name to a single arrangement of the gray hairs as they floated about on top of her stew. They wouldn’t stay that way for more than an instant. Why bother with names? It seemed silly. It seemed a denial of Azathoth. Of chaos. Still, it didn’t matter that much. The names were as much a part of the chaos as everything else. They appeared and changed and became other things the same way clouds and thoughts and cities and grosbeaks did.

	She couldn’t help wondering why she didn’t have a name when everyone else did. Maybe she had had a name once but she had lost it or thrown it away or someone stole it or something.

	She decided to give herself a name. Why not? It wasn’t as if she had to keep it.

	She tried to think of a name.

	“Granther,” she said around a mouthful of stringy meat.

	No. She didn’t want to use that name. She didn’t like it very much.

	She thought some more.

	“Frajjamolkivok.”

	No. That was too long. She probably wouldn’t remember it.

	“Chumble.”

	She frowned and shook her head. That wasn’t a very good name either. It reminded her too much of thorny things and bottoms. Coming up with names was a lot harder than she thought it would be.

	“Bloomf.”

	No.

	“Kja#YTgtoaer000we%(rtaw3.”

	Better, but no.

	She sighed. She wasn’t having much luck doing it this way. Maybe she should try to find a name from somewhere other than her brain.

	She looked around in search of an idea. She saw the moon in the sky out the window.

	“Moon,” she said. “Mooooon.”

	No. That word was far too yellow.

	She looked around some more. Her gaze fell on the table.

	“Table,” she said. “Table. Tay-bull.”

	Too uneven.

	She looked around some more. She surveyed the little section of the cottage where she sat, where the table was and the fire and the cabinets with all the knives and whisks and things.

	“Kitchen,” she said.

	She cocked her head.

	“Kitchen…”

	She smiled.

	“That’s pretty.”

	 

	 


 

	Kitchen Unwrites the Words

	 

	 

	As a priestess of Azathoth, Kitchen was blessed with different magics every day. Whenever she awoke in the morning, the spells she knew the day before would be gone from her mind and in their place would be a bunch of new ones. She could never predict what amazing things she would be able to do with each new dawn. And that was only proper, because she had no idea what might happen in the course of the coming day. No one did. Azathoth’s ways were wondrous and unpredictable.

	Today she woke up knowing a spell that would allow her to unwrite words. She was very excited. She had never had this spell before. It was very powerful magic. And very good. She hated words. Words were awful, awful things. They were vain and foolish attempts to define the indefinable and freeze what was ever-changing. And now she knew how to destroy them! Better yet, she would be destroying not only the words themselves but the ideas they would put in people’s heads and all the future things that would happen because of them!

	She leaped out of the straw in the barn where she had been sleeping, eager to begin. She needed to find some words to slay. But where?

	She grabbed her staff and set off down the road, on the lookout for words. For a long time she didn’t find any. She was in a rural area, and most of the people who lived there couldn’t read or write. They just farmed and ate and shat and had babies and things like that.

	Then she saw a large stone building up ahead on the left. Incised above the entrance were the words “Retchley Mammonite Church.”

	Kitchen grinned. Yes! She would erase those words and take away this fell place’s identity. It deserved it. Not only did the church use writing, but it worshipped a deity that wasn’t Azathoth and was therefore stupid and bad and wrong.

	She made sure no one else was around, then went up to the entrance. Keeping her eyes on the hateful words above the doorway, she uttered some mystic noises and moved her arms and hands and fingers about in the way the spell required. The movements left faint trails of teal light as the magic flowed through and out of her. As she spoke the final sound, there was a grinding crack, and the words above the door vanished from the stone. There was nothing there now but a blank rectangle of smooth, gray limestone. It was as if the words had never been there at all. Maybe they hadn’t.

	Kitchen laughed and jumped up and down and clapped her hands in glee at what she had done. She had unwritten the words! She had made them not exist! She felt like a goddess.

	A peasant man and a little boy came trudging down the road. They stopped next to Kitchen. The man blinked at the blank stone above the doorway. His mouth hung open. He looked confused and concerned. The little boy just stood there. He was pale and swayed a little.

	“Is this the church?” the man asked Kitchen.

	“Not anymore,” she told him triumphantly. “Now it’s just stones and wood and glass and furniture and air and stuff.”

	“Oh.” The peasant looked sad. He heaved a heavy sigh. “I had been hoping to find a priest to cure my son.” He motioned at the pale, swoony child. “He fell out of a tree and landed on his head, and now he’s in bad shape. He needs help.”

OEBPS/cover_image.jpg
rﬁe Adventur\esH

of Kitchen,
Priestess of

Zj Azathoth 1&

Paul R. Brown





