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Ducker Disdain
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Ducker Disdain was a nice young man. That is, he was a nice young man unless you might happen to call him a nice young man.

Now you’re wondering why calling Ducker a nice young man would offend him. And you’re wondering why it would rile him up so.

Well, I’m not exactly certain why. But I can relate. I’m mostly a nice old man. But don’t go calling me Mister Stubbart. Sure, technically that’s my name. But I don’t go in much for the Mister part. I would much rather that you just call me Dale.

So as I was saying Ducker was a nice young man. But don’t tell him that I said so.

And my wife’s pretty nice, but don’t go being cruel to any animal or you’ll suffer her wrath. Garden pests such as slugs and caterpillars are an exception to that rule.

If he’s so nice, you’re saying to yourself ‘cause I’m busy writing this story and I ain’t listening to you at the moment; you’re saying to yourself, If he’s so nice, why did he choose such a strange name. It is a name that would make a person, perhaps least of all yourself, think that he was nice.

Well you see, he didn’t choose it. It’s more like it chose him. Though the truth of the matter is, his parents chose it for him. 

Ducker did think about changing his name. He thought about it pretty much every moment from the day he was labeled with it. But by the time he was old enough to change it, and by the time he would have gotten around to changing it, and by the time he would have had the time to get it changed, he was pretty much stuck with it. So he decided that he would keep it, at least for the next odd number of years.
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What’s in a Name?
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You see, Ducker’s ancestors came over on a boat from Greece. Or maybe it was a boat from Crete. Half of his relatives claimed they were originally from Greece. The other half claimed that they were from Crete.

You might think, Greece, Crete, what’s the difference? But if you’re from either place, that’s something which is very important to you.

Ducker’s ancestor’s name was Dorian Dasdanopolous. Dorian and his family spent many months traveling. They were searching for a place to live in this new great melting pot – the one which still had big globs of this and that in it everywhere.

When they settled down, their neighbors couldn’t pronounce their name. So they called them Dis Danes, figuring that they might be from Denmark.

Dorian’s neighbors actually had no idea where the Dasdanopolous were from. And they didn’t speak very good English themselves, seeing as how their parents had come over on a boat during the previous generation. 

But Dorian didn’t know that. He assumed that they spoke perfect English. He also assumed that they knew what they were talking about, even though they were mostly full of beans. 

So he started calling himself Dorian Dis Danes. And soon enough his last name became Disdanes.

Over the generations, the last name went through several spelling variations. Most of these changes were due to the Disdanes having trouble learning English. They weren’t very good at spelling either.

By the time that Ducker’s father Decker came to be born, his last name was Disdain. Ducker’s mother Delore had intended to name him Decker after his father. However, his parent’s English wasn’t very good. And neither was their spelling. So when Delore’s son was born, she named him Ducker Disdain.
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Toe Snapping
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Ducker went through life snapping his toes. I suspect you think that that sounds a bit gross and it might be a bit painful. And you’re also under that impression that that might be just a little bit too much information. Perhaps it’s something which you’d rather not know.

But snapping one’s toes is very similar to snapping one’s fingers, except that it’s performed with one’s toes. So, it’s not really as bad as it might sound at first. 

Lots of young children go around snapping their fingers. Ducker just preferred to use his toes to perform this particular fun activity.

And since Ducker really liked to snap his toes. And since snapping one’s toes is very difficult to do while wearing shoes and/or socks, Ducker had a great disdain for wearing either shoes or socks.

Ducker normally went around barefoot. But since he liked to eat out a lot, and since restaurants required him to not go barefoot in their restaurant, he carried a pair of sandals with him everywhere that he went. He carried one sandal in each of the back pockets of his jeans.

That way, when he arrived at the restaurant, he could readily slip on his sandals. And both he and the restaurant would be happy.

Once Ducker was seated, he would slide to the back of the booth where he could slip his sandals off again. Then he could snap his toes whenever he liked. 

Most of the people who heard his toes snapping wondered just where that strange sound was coming from. Ducker wasn’t very good at snapping his toes, so the sound wasn’t loud. And most people couldn’t hear it over their conversation and whatever music the restaurant was playing. 

However, every once in a while the Restaurant Manager would figure it out. Also, occasionally a prying Bus Boy would tattle on him for being barefoot.

Then he would get kicked out of the restaurant and told that he could never come back if he couldn’t follow the rules and wear shoes like everybody else. None of them got to go barefoot in the restaurant. So why should he?

The first two or three times that Ducker got kicked out of a restaurant, he didn’t really mind. After all, they usually just kicked him out without making him pay for his meal. And besides there were plenty of other restaurants that he could go to.

However, pretty soon the word got out. And Ducker was blacklisted. Being blacklisted meant that he couldn’t go to any of the restaurants in his fairly small village.

So Ducker took a year off from life to enroll himself in Toe Snapping School. Ducker needed to put this talent of his to good use. Actually it wasn’t a talent yet,. It was only a habit. And that is precisely why he needed to go to school. He needed to perfect his habit.

But where did one find such a Toe Snapping School? I am sure that you’re wondering the same thing yourself. Aren’t you?

Well, I don’t have a clue. And neither did Ducker. So off he went in search of one.
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The Search for the Non-Existent School
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Ducker searched the internet for Toe Snapping Schools. But the search engine just asked him, Did you mean Toe Tapping Schools?

No, he didn’t mean Toe Tapping Schools. He had meant what he had entered, which was Toe Snapping Schools.

So, Ducker went to the Library. He asked the Librarian where he might find such information. She gave him a very strange look at first. 

However, when she noticed that he was barefoot, she thought that perhaps he was being serious,. So she directed him to the Research Section.

Ducker looked through all of the books about schools. Well he only read their Tables of Contents. But that was enough to tell him that none of these books knew about any such schools.

Ducker was certain that there must be at least one such school. Certainly he wasn’t the only one with a panache for snapping his toes.

So, Ducker decided to roam the country. Maybe that would be the way for him to find what he was looking for.

Ducker travelled far and wide. He met many interesting people. Going barefoot still got him kicked out of his share of restaurants.

Some people were nice and asked him to show them his talent. But they all seemed to leave disappointed. 

And that just served to convince Ducker more and more that he needed that he must find that school and attend it. He really needed to be able to snap his toes better.

But when he had
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