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Bringweather and the oo

Portal of Giving and Taking Lot
Casteen

By Barth Anderson, illustration by

GAK oo

6 May 2002 It Starts
agan. The

W efound her that sterilewinter night with Ariel by SylviaPlath pay

on the bathroom sink and the first Cowboy JunkiesCD tolling  beginsto
from the stereo. The philodendrons, the ficus, and the Swedish  cough and
ivy in their terra-cotta planters had wilted. The Prophetess herself choke.

lay in her dawfoot tub with Xs carved in her wrigts.
Locked

"Obvioudy, my boy," said the Great Bringwesether after smelling Doors
the bathroom, "thiswas a kidnapping!" by

| was crying so hard that | could only spesk infits. "D-D-Don't ~ Stephanie
-- you think it's more -- likely -- that she committed suicide?'  Burgis

"Suicide, Brune?' Bringwesther spun away from the bloody tub 1 January
and amed hiseagleface a me. "Suicide?' Theydlow tassdl of 2007
his Minnesota Vikings stocking cap bobbed over our heads. "If

you're o certain, wherésthe note, eh? Hmm? Answer that!” Yo ca}n
never let

The Prophetesssfinal letter wasin my hand. I'd founditonthe anyone

lid of her indoor compost heap when | came home. Crying loudly suspect,

now, | handed him the note. hismother
told him,

Merchandise o, | see, Well." Bringweether removed reading glasses from That was
COMMUNITY

(o]

(o]

Forum

Readers
Choice

his London Fog trench coat. "It's her handwriting, a any rate” e firg
He smoothed one handlebar of his outrageous moustacheand | jehe
read asif to an audience. "'l hate the incessant needs of my taught him,
barren body." He stopped and looked a me over thetop of his 44 the
glasses. "Incessant? Isthat aword? It is? Sounds Frenchto me.” | o,

He cleared histhroat wetly and continued reading. " The eating, pefore she
the swesting, the brushing, the bathing, and worst of dl, the l&thim
emitting. All towhat end? Old age.’ Oh, terrible! The Prophetess v gone
stopped seeing the poetry and love of the Great Heap! 'Every  \ith 11t
morning atrip to thetoilet, and it never endsdl day long in the

unyielding variety of emissons-- the paleliquids, thethick Heroic

liquids, the odious solids, the gases-—-" Measures
Bringweather dropped the note on the bathroom floor. by
Matthew

"Sad," | sniffled, wondering if held read what | had read between jyhnqon
thoselines.

18
"Evill" Bringweether declared. He strodeinto thelivingroom,  pesemper

then he stopped by the Prophetess's compost heap and pointed 50
back at the paper on thefloor. "An evil spdl that decrieslifeand

the Cosmic Animus, and we never should havetouched it. This Paleashe
was no accident, just as | suspected. Sorcerous trickery isafoot. was, it

A midwinter strike against the Holy Heap! Brune! Comewith  washard
mal" \With the dcirte of hictrench coat flarina Rrinoweather tonk 10 haiae






