  SPUD DUD 
Do you like potatoes? I don’t. If you do, you’re a Spud Dud. As a child I loved potatoes, au gratin, French fries, mashed; any way you prepared them, I would eat them. Potato chips were my main staple. I lived and breathed for the chance to eat them again. That is…until I joined the Military.
           In the Army they have a punishment called K.P., Kitchen Patrol. A thing I was unaware of until I committed what the Sarge said was insubordination. What the heck that was, I did not know. All I said was, “Sir, this private can’t do anymore sit-ups or push-ups, I’m sore!” I had been at it for over an hour because I tripped the squad during drill practice causing a minor catastrophe. Sarge personally drilled me with a grueling  set of exercises. I tried to explain it wasn’t my fault, I was born with two left feet.
           I inherited them from my dad’s side of the family. Mom was a great dancer. However, she would always get upset when he’d refuse to dance to their favorite song playing over the radio. Reluctantly dad would eventually give in. After a few bruises to her feet, being slung into the stove, and into the kitchen table in pain, she would shout, “Why don’t you learn to DANCE!” Frustrated, dad would always storm out of the room. He would try and make up by scheduling dance lessons with Arthur Murrays. After a week of kicking the shins and damaging the toes of some poor instructor, he would give up. It’s quite evident I received my father’s club feet.
          The drill sargeant instructed me to report to the kitchen, promptly at 0600. Following orders I arrived on time. I was met by a 6’5” mass of solid flesh with hands the size of baseball mitts. Cookie- his real name is Balsam-I learned while introducing myself by shaking his hand and feeling the strength in his powerful glove. By all rights he should have been in the bush toting a 60 cal. I noticed how strong he was when he picked up a 100lb burlap sack of potatoes with two fingers and placed it next to the chair where I was seated. He proceeded to slide a 50 gallon pot over to me with one foot, while lifting the same sized container filled with oatmeal onto the unlit pilot of a gigantic stove. Cookie had had 100lb sacks and 50 gallon drums lined in an endless procession of torture. I started peeling and quickly my index finger and thumb reddened and blistered. I cut all day, filling pot after pot with scalloped, diced, julienned. Every way you can cut a potato, I did it. 
             When the week was over, I reported back to regular duty. Balsam expressed his regret for my departure, claiming I had been one of the best slicers he’d known. I sympathized with him, but what he didn’t know is the fact that I had grown to hate potatoes! At night, with the help of a few platoon buddies, I sharpened my drill skills to prevent K.P. from ever happening again and even began to dance some. In the end I became a real stepper-the pride of my entire brigade. All I needed was confidence in my ability to do it and the experience of working with Cookie. My mother’s genes for dance were inherent. Now I have a profound fondness for dancing… and a strong dislike for the starchy vegetable and anything associated with it. So, I ask you again, do you like potatoes? If you do, you are a Spud Dud, and I want nothing to do with you.
