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After some time away, I’m ready to put this “thing,” this undefined blog, out
again. I haven’t wanted to be enormously self referential, but I kind of
realized after a while that self reference is the whole idea. Today is a great
day, even if I don’t know it yet. I’m coming back from several days away. Not
a vacation, mind you, because the faulty wiring in my Calvinist upbringing
tells me that vacations aren’t acceptable*. My purpose, in fact, is to honor
God by making money and laboring in patient service. This wasn’t a
vacation, anyway. No, just a few days away from…the outside world. No
work, internet, news media, foodie television. Good conversations, good

food, the new season of college football, the Tigers tightening up for the pennant race.

The time away couldn’t have come at a better moment. The daily work of wielding the spatula had
started to show, and cracks in my unflappable demeanor had started to show. Most days I can go
through the work of being Dr. Burger with cheerful aplomb and the minimum amount of charming
smirk. There came a point in the last few weeks where my gears ground a little bit. Many of the
people I work with are feeling the same. We’re understaffed and in a hiring freeze. Unable to take
regular time off, because the job won’t allow it. Sometimes we forget that we’re making chicken
strips, not changing the world or saving lives. So, a few consecutive days off felt like the best gift I’d
ever been given. Perspective was gained, the reasons I started cooking were elucidated. Why did I
start cooking, anyway?

My cooking life began as a teenager, the child of blind parents. I needed to cook to live, so I did. In
college I managed the campus foodservice on weekends for a few bucks and sort of liked the job
better than the things I was studying. I went to class faithfully, but I was spending too much time
studying things like “how to make gravy for 50 or more.” The seduction toward the dark side had
begun. After college, I went the safe route and got a great job. In time, I threw away the “great” job
and got a set of knives. Taking an unintended vow of poverty, I went to culinary school. After a
number of years in restaurants and catering, I took the safe route again, and went into healthcare
cooking. Actual insurance and steady wages. Not good wages, just steady wages. There it is. The
spatula entered the wilderness of non-restaurant cooking and I am fully immersed in the purgatory
life of one who isn’t doing what he trained to do. So…I am going to re-affirm the life I’ve chosen and
the blog. We’ll see what I come up with. Onward and (darn right) upward.

*Yes, I know I misrepresented Calvinism with a few key strokes. Truth be told, my Reformed  friends
seem to take fabulous vacations.
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