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(Standard legal stuff, but official.)

© 2025 Phindulo.
All rights reserved. No potatoes were harmed in the making of this book (except maybe a few mashed ones). Any resemblance to actual secret societies, underground organizations, or potato cults—living, extinct, or just very good at hiding—is purely coincidental.
This book may not be copied, reproduced, or distributed in any form without permission from the author, unless you are a rogue member of the Secret Potato Society who specializes in black-market book distribution. In that case, please proceed, but know that we are watching you.

First Edition: 2025
Published by Phindulo Ramavhoya
For licensing, secret handshakes, or underground potato trade negotiations, contact: phinduloramavhoyaza@gmail.com.

Warning: Reading this book may result in uncontrollable laughter, an existential crisis over the meaning of French fries, and the sudden urge to overthrow a fictional government. Proceed with caution.
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History is written by the victors, but what if the victors were simply the ones who controlled the side dishes? Beneath the surface of civilization, behind the curtains of power and influence, beyond the reach of common understanding, lies a secret so absurd that no historian would dare to record it. Empires have risen and fallen, wars have been fought, revolutions have been ignited—all over one thing: potatoes.

It began centuries ago, long before the world understood the true potential of this humble tuber. The first records of the Potato Society date back to an age when kings sat on thrones of deception, and merchants whispered secrets in the shadows of dimly lit taverns. Among them were those who knew the truth—that he who controls the potato, controls the world. These individuals, bound by a love for fried, mashed, and roasted perfection, formed a clandestine order dedicated to preserving and protecting the knowledge of the sacred starch. They called themselves the Secret Potato Society.

For generations, they flourished in secrecy, guiding civilizations toward potato-based enlightenment. It was their influence that brought the first fries to the streets of Belgium, that perfected the art of the golden crisp, that ensured mashed potatoes remained a staple at every grand feast. They were not just custodians of recipes; they were guardians of balance, arbiters of flavor, defenders against the chaos that threatened the sanctity of the world’s most versatile crop.

But peace was never meant to last.

As the Society grew in power, so too did its enemies. The Sweet Potato Syndicate, a radical faction that believed in the superiority of their orange-hued abomination, emerged from the shadows. Their leader, an enigmatic figure known only as The Yam Prophet, sought to rewrite history, to erase the dominance of the true potato, to spread their twisted vision of "healthier alternatives" and "beta-carotene benefits."

The war began subtly. Misinformation campaigns were launched. Nutritionists were bribed. Fast food chains were infiltrated. Propaganda spread through whispers and headlines—claims that fries were unhealthy, that mashed potatoes lacked substance, that baked sweet potatoes were the way forward. It was psychological warfare at its finest.

The conflict escalated when the Tomato Syndicate, longtime rivals of the Potato Society, saw an opportunity to strike. For decades, they had been forced into the role of a mere condiment, forever playing second to the mighty fry. Ketchup, sauce, paste—never the main event, always the sidekick. But now, with the Potato Society distracted, they saw their chance to claim the throne.

It was chaos. Alliances were tested, friendships shattered. Betrayals lurked behind every kitchen door. The McDonald's vs. Burger King Fry War of 1998 was but a symptom of the deeper battle raging beneath the surface. The Hash Brown Rebellion of 2004 nearly split the Society in half. By the time the Great Tater Tot Crisis of 2011 unfolded, the world had unknowingly come within inches of total collapse.

Now, as the dust settles on an era of uneasy truces, a new crisis looms. A secret has been uncovered—one that threatens to destabilize the delicate balance between starch and sauce, fry and ketchup, potato and imposter. The members of the Secret Potato Society must prepare for what lies ahead, for the true war has yet to begin.

This is the story of power, betrayal, and deep-fried destiny. This is the untold truth of the Great Starch Divide.

And this, dear reader, is only the beginning.
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Markus had always suspected that his life was not entirely his own. There were moments—small, inexplicable things—that hinted at something larger at play. The way the fry at the bottom of the bag was always the crispiest. The way mashed potatoes tasted different depending on who prepared them, as if some ancient wisdom had been passed down in secret. The way, no matter what he ordered at a restaurant, he always found himself reaching for the side of fries.

But none of that had prepared him for this moment.

It was an ordinary Tuesday when the envelope arrived, slipped under his door with the kind of precision that suggested someone had done this a thousand times before. No return address. No postage. Just a single word stamped on the front in thick, bold letters: CONFIDENTIAL.

Markus stared at it for a moment, weighing his options. There were only two possibilities: either he had been selected for jury duty, or this was the beginning of something deeply, profoundly stupid.

He tore it open.

Inside was a single sheet of parchment, aged and slightly greasy to the touch. The handwriting was elaborate, almost unnecessarily dramatic:

"You have been chosen. The starch calls to you.
Meet us at 10 PM. Bring nothing but an open mind.
The future of potatoes depends on you."
Markus read it twice. Then a third time. Then he turned it over, half-expecting to see a coupon for free fries on the back. Nothing.

He considered throwing it away. He considered calling the police. He considered the fact that, only last week, he had made the grave mistake of telling someone—drunkenly, foolishly—that he would die defending the honor of curly fries over waffle fries.

Had... had someone heard him?

By 9:50 PM, against all common sense, Markus found himself walking through the dimly lit alleyway behind the Golden Spud Tavern, following vague instructions that had been scrawled on the bottom of the letter in tiny, greasy script: "Through the side door. Knock twice. Whisper 'crispy'."

"This is a mistake," he muttered under his breath.

And yet, he knocked. Twice.

There was silence. Then, the sound of locks shifting, bolts sliding. The door creaked open just enough for a pair of deeply suspicious eyes to appear.

"...Password?"

Markus exhaled. "Crispy."

The door swung open instantly.

He was pulled inside before he could even react, yanked forward by unseen hands, the door slamming shut behind him. The room was dim, filled with flickering candlelight and the distinct aroma of deep-fried oil. Hooded figures sat around an enormous round table, their faces shadowed, their presence oddly imposing.

At the head of the table, a man with an unnecessarily large mustache stood, raising a single golden potato aloft like it was some kind of sacred relic.

"Welcome," he intoned. "To the Secret Potato Society."

Markus blinked.

Of all the ways his Tuesday night could have gone, this was not even in the top fifty.
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Markus was trying very hard to process what was happening, but the sheer absurdity of the moment made it difficult.

The room smelled like a deep fryer had exploded inside a library. Hooded figures sat in solemn silence, their hands resting on the wooden table as if they were about to summon some ancient potato deity. At the head of it all, the mustached man who had greeted him still held the golden potato aloft, waiting for dramatic effect.

"Behold," the man intoned, "the Sacred Spud. A symbol of unity, power, and the crispy destiny that binds us all. You stand on the threshold of knowledge, young starchling. The question remains: are you worthy?"

Markus stared at the potato. It was, without question, just a potato. Possibly spray-painted gold.

"Uh," Markus said, "I'm gonna be honest, this feels like a prank. If Jeff sent me here, tell him it’s not funny."

A collective gasp rippled through the room. One of the hooded figures muttered, "He does not believe in the Spud."

The mustached man sighed, rubbing his temples. "You must be patient with him, my friends. He is... unseasoned."

Markus exhaled slowly. "Look, I appreciate whatever... this is. But can someone tell me what exactly is happening?"

The mustached man set the golden potato down reverently, as though it contained divine secrets. Then he gestured for Markus to sit.

"My name is Grandmaster Russet, and I am the Keeper of the Starch. We are the Secret Potato Society, protectors of the true potato, sworn to uphold its legacy against those who would see it replaced, defiled, or—worst of all—eaten without seasoning."

Markus frowned. "You mean, like... plain boiled potatoes?"

A shudder passed through the room. Someone gagged.

"Yes," Grandmaster Russet whispered. "Barbaric, isn't it?"

Markus was too stunned to respond.

Grandmaster Russet leaned forward. "You were chosen because you are... one of us. Even if you do not yet understand. Your love for fries, your devotion to mashed perfection—it is in your blood. The Society has been watching."

Markus did not like the sound of that. "Define ‘watching.’"

"That is not important," Grandmaster Russet said swiftly. "What is important is that you complete the Induction Ritual, or you will be cast out forever, doomed to wander the earth with no knowledge of the secret truths of starch."

Markus glanced at the door. "...I could also just leave."

A long silence followed. Then Grandmaster Russet chuckled. "Oh, my dear starchling. You could... but now you know too much. If you leave, we would be forced to wipe your memory."

Markus tensed. "You have memory-wiping technology?"

"No," Grandmaster Russet admitted. "But we do have Jeff, and he can be very, very annoying until you forget why you came here in the first place."

A figure in the corner waved enthusiastically.

"Hey, man!" Jeff said.

Markus groaned. He should have known.

"Fine," he said. "What’s the ritual?"

The room collectively exhaled in relief. Grandmaster Russet clapped his hands
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