
LIFE EXPLAINED POST 

“Once, during Prohibi-

tion, I was forced to live 

on nothing but food and 

water for days.” 

-W.C. Fields 

You can eat our dust Chef Ramsey, with a side of smashed potatoes. 

THE TRANSFORMATION OF FOOD 

Or it is Amazing What You Can Learn in a Kitchen. 

If I were to describe my skills as a chef, it would be somewhere between rank ama-

teur and sub novice. I can open cans, and boxes. Sandwiches, burgers, burritos, all 

fall to my culinary skills. But, cooking that’s a little different. A real meal, in stages 

with things mixed together, and finished along a schedule is the stuff of fantasy. A 

man can dream, though.  

Our company was kind enough to take the entire crew and spouses to the Sea-

soned Farmhouse for dinner. It is a treasure hidden along the congested parade of 

High Street, in a building that was surely built as a single family home and, accord-

ing to Bil, used to be a dentist’s office, (if you pay close attention you can still sense 

the dental inspired anguish and terror) is a cooking school.  

Not a traditional school, with grades, and failing, and punishments, and roving bands 

of blood thirsty teachers and administrators hell bent on revenge waiting in ambush 

like regular school, but a hands on dinner preparation, with gentle guidance, and 

patient instruction. And a dinner at the end. 

Starting with champagne and small talk we eased into the food preparation. First 

there was the safety step of donning an apron. Putting on an apron, I found out, is a 

two person task. Tying a bow behind your back is impossible. After several minutes 

of thrashing and pointless reaching resulting in cramped shoulders, frustration and a 

still untied apron string, I enlisted John who is adept at knot tying, and always willing 

to lend a hand. Thank you, John. 

FROM THE LIFE EXPLAINED GROUP  2016 

 

The first part of class was an introduction 

to the courses, soup, dinner, and dessert. 

Which is standard dinner fare, nothing 

new so far. I was comfortable, this class 

would be a breeze. Unless we had to re-

member what he said, I was praying we 

weren’t going to have a final exam. 

Our instructor had these large vegetables, 

and delicious looking apples, and onions 

piled in a decorative heap on a plate, sur-

rounded by knives, peelers, and cutting 

boards. Peeling the large vegetable was 

the first step. 

 

Continued on page 2 



Learning with knives Continued from page 1. 

Chopping is an art, like painting, sculpture, wood carving, it requires precision, 

timing, attention to detail, a steady hand and a careful eye. All admirable qualities 

I hope to have, someday. So I grabbed a peeler, and jumped into the fray. 

I don’t remember what the vegetable was, it was large, kind of round and had the 

same general consistency as a coconut. Armed with a flimsy little peeler I went 

about the difficult, thankless task of taking the husk off the monster. 

Scraping, scratching, clawing, swearing under my breath, sweat forming on my 

brow, I think I might have lost a finger, but am too afraid to count, and the piece of 

marble in front of me was unchanged. I might as well have been trying to peel a 

rock with my fingernails. In my head a voice was screaming “this is impossible, I 

have been slaving away at this thing for hours. What kind of recipe is this, Star 

Wars?” 

Looking over, John had his all peeled, and shaped into a perfect circle. Nobody 

likes a showoff. “I guess you got the good peeler.” I said. 

Somebody patted me on the shoulder and said, “that’s good enough, I guess.”  

Bil took over the chopping and we had fun watching. The pieces were cut into the 

appropriate size, poured into the pot, and transformed through some sort of kitch-

en alchemy into a delicious soup. 

All around the kitchen island my coworkers were working industriously, laughing, 

talking, and concentrating on the act of dinner preparation. It was Norman Rock-

well making an unexpected appearance on High Street. It was the power of food, 

the most basic of needs, the transformative power of cooking, and eating together 

and it made me realize what a remarkable group of people had gathered in this 

small place, and at work.  

 

Groucho Marx was quoted as saying “I don’t care to belong to any club that would 

have me as a member.” Sometimes, though, a person needs to see the benefits 

of being in a group working toward a common goal. If that is fixing dinner, or sup-

plying the world with designer inspired things that can’t really be described in a 

single sentence, you might be amazed at what can happen. And it is amazing 

what you can see if you open your eyes.  

Weather 
 

Today’s forecast calls for cloudy, cold, 

bleak, miserable conditions. With a cold, 

terrible ill wind that blows no good.  

Precipitation ranging from stinging, biting, 

freezing rain to driving, suffocating bliz-

zard conditions. Doom, agony, and tem-

peratures approaching absolute zero. 

A perfect day for chili. Life is good. 

Old Man Winter buys a car. 

Scenes From a Kitchen 

Today in History 

In 1957 Wham O produced the first 

Frisbees. 

As if that weren’t enough, 

Georgetown University was estab-

lished. 

The 24th amendment (prohibiting 

polling taxes) to the constitution 

was ratified. 

National Soup Swap day, so        

exchange some soup with a neigh-

bor. But, choose the neighbor care-

fully. 

 


