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      Driving down Main Street in Manchester, Vermont with snow piled high along the sides of the road like a desert of white, the neon electric speed limit sign up ahead read 32. It flashed “NAUGHTY” in bright yellow letters below as I neared it. I guess I was two miles over, but the police didn’t care. It was Manchester. Home of butt-cold winters and the Battenkill River, where fly fishing legends like Charles Orvis were made.

      My stomach was rumbling, probably due to the two Churchill cigars and Long State ales I had consumed the night before, so I started looking for a good breakfast joint to erase the pain.

      Then I saw it: Dina’s Bakery, a small blue hut with a blanket of snow on the roof and a handwritten cardboard sign that read OPEN in the window.

      I turned right into the entrance and parked.

      Walking out into the 18-degree Green Mountain morning, my breath was blowing vapor clouds in the wind. I tangled with my Covid mask for a time, got it on crooked, and walked towards the door. The mask fogged up my glasses so badly, I could barely see the door handle.

      When I entered, there were only four tables. A lady and her daughter sat sipping hot tea and chatting to my right. The other three tables were empty.

      To my left was a glass case full of pastries. The first items in the case were some big, ugly-looking biscuits to the top left, the handwritten tag reading “Cheddar Biscuits.” They looked disgusting: ugly, white, and dry as a bone.

      Biscuits were off-limits for me, anyway.

      Being a chunky child from Mobile, Alabama, my first major weight gain occurred around the age of 11, when my mother started serving me Pillsbury Doughboy Grand biscuits slathered in butter. I took my share of them: three or four every morning to be exact, and within a week, I had already started fattening up. It didn’t take long before I was large and in charge and had a nice set of man boobs to go with the blubbery belly.

      Needless to say, ever since losing that inevitable weight, I avoided biscuits like the plague. In fact, there was nothing more outrageous to me than feasting on a big country biscuit. In my mind, it was a sin of the lowest rank.

      I shunned the thought of the cheddar biscuit, which had already sent a shiver down my spine, and then glanced up at the chalkboard hanging over the cash register.

      I was scanning for the good stuff: eggs, cheese, and sausage. Instead, I was met with acai bowls and avocado smashed toast. All good foods, but for me, on this cold-ass day in the mountains of Vermont, I needed something that was going to warm my bones up. There’s a reason people drink warm brandy by a fire on a cold night in Vermont and another reason that people drink margaritas on the beach in Miami. It was the same reason I needed some bacon and cheese: for fuel. Let’s face it, people, acai bowls, as delicious as they may be and as equally healthy, don’t warm you up on a sub-zero day like this.

      Then I saw it: an egg, cheese, and sausage cheddar biscuit.

      It was the only game in town, so I stepped up, and despite the ugly biscuit, placed my order. I got a double espresso to go with it: more yang for my yin.

      I sat down at the table and waited.

      First, my espresso was delivered in a beautiful purple mug with crema so thick on top you would swear the gods made it. I let it sit and pulled out my phone to check my messages. A gay couple walked in dressed in wooly bear sweaters. They looked like twins: both had gray hair, glasses, and similar builds and heights.

      I looked back at my phone. And that’s when it arrived.

      The waitress appeared over my right shoulder like some magician, dropping it in front of me, and disappearing before I could even make eye contact to thank her.

      The biscuit looked like some boulder from a forgotten land. It was so large and hideous, but I knew there was something sexy hiding underneath all that wheat filth: some eggs and cheese to make it all alright.

      I quickly removed the first biscuit half and set it aside, revealing the sexiest looking egg on top of a perfectly cooked round sausage patty with mozzarella cheese melted all over both.

      I picked it up and the journey began.

      An explosion of flavor burst into my mouth. A world beyond worlds.

      Oh, sweet goodness come home to me, I thought as I chewed. Then, it hit me like a bolt of lightning. The biscuit.

      There it was in my mouth: the taste of a million moments.

      First, I was transported to a field of white snow where a man with logging boots on, from over a hundred years ago, stood by a maple tree, harvesting this very same variety of maple syrup that was in my biscuit. I could taste the sweetness of the sap from that very tree right there in my mouth. I felt all its days, and the wind and rain that had bathed it for over a century. And as I chewed, the man at the spigot turned to me with shimmering eyes and winked.

      I swallowed and took a bigger bite. My mouth now full of food, I was transported next to a golden field of wheat in Kansas where the flour was grown. And then I saw Martha Washington baking bread in her home with ole George, America’s founding president, using the wheat from this very same company. And I knew it: bread had died in America.

      This biscuit was the truth.

      Sitting here in the dingy bakery on the side of the road in a small town, this biscuit alone was standing up for all the sad pathetic dough that was being smashed into submission all over our great country, only to be baked into oblivion. Hard, lame biscuits that died in the hands of their makers before they ever got a chance at being born.

      I took another bite, and this time it was the water. Clean, crisp mountain water, flowing through the Green Mountains of Vermont, untouched by industry. It was the truth for all the impure water that had died in our veins before it ever got a chance to reach the well of health.

      I was getting grand ideas from this great biscuit, and I needed to write them down, so I started scribbling everything I saw in a pad I had tucked away in my quilted jacket. The giant flavor was a catalyst for an even bigger imagination.

      I took another bite.

      And then, I saw her: Daisy, the Jersey cow, being milked in the country of Vermont, just over a round hill from where I was sitting. She was chewing grass and smiling the smile of a child playing in the snow.

      Next, I drank the espresso and saw Columbian men and women laughing together on a coffee farm, their joy reflecting the sun. It was in the coffee, too, as it swirled around in my mouth, and their faces and lives now ran through me as I drank.

      I finished the biscuit in one final, king-sized bite, amazed at all that I had been through. And I knew how much there was in a real biscuit, how much experience goes into every moment. You’ll see, it’s more than just a biscuit: it’s the energy of the friends, elements, and places that got you to that moment—to the point of consumption. So, next time you eat a biscuit, stop and think: how did I get here? And where am I going?
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      Skipper Matthews ordered twelve double quarter pounders to go. He was going to freeze the first six and enjoy the other six today and tomorrow. Grease from the frying station popped and sizzled in the background and the smell of grilled beef touched his nose.

      Two double burgers a day was Skip’s daily take, but sometimes he had a third if he rode his bike an extra-long distance or for a special occasion.

      Skip was a brown-haired, blue eyed twenty-one-year-old surfer who lived in a little wooden clapboard house on Fire Island, Florida.

      Nothing about him was that interesting or extraordinary. Nothing except for his obsession with all things blue and gold – Burger Flip’s brand colors. The blue symbolized Burger Flip’s iconic wave logo and the gold was the color of their seal, echoing the golden crispy fries that were legendary. When his father abandoned his mom, Shirley, when Skip was twelve, she took little Skip by Burger Flip every day after school for a Funny Meal and after a while, he just lost the taste for all other food.

      What made Skipper extraordinary was not just his interest in the joint, but his strange habit to only eat there. In fact, he mainly just ate double quarter pounders. Burger Flip had been around since 1944 and was one of the most well-known franchises in American history. Its mascot was a young boy with bouffant hair named Harry B who always had a milkshake in one hand and a double cheeseburger in the other, along with a smile wider than the Río Grande.

      Once in a blue moon, Skip would get a chicken sandwich or a Fish-on-a-Stick for fun, but he mainly stuck to the staples: the double hamburger patty stack with pickle, ketchup, a square of standard processed American cheese (on days he felt extra special) and sesame buns.

      No one really knew how Skipper kept his figure, but he did. It was amazing. Everyone said he might die from all the fast food he ate because they had seen the movie Supersize Me… but for Skipper, it was Burger Flip or die anyway, and he didn’t seem to be sick. In fact, he was in quite amazing health for someone who had maintained this strange way of eating since he was twelve years old.

      When people dissed Skip’s obsession with Burger Flip, he defended it like a mad hyena, rattling off statistics to prove them all wrong. He told them the store fed 79 million people daily in 118 countries and employed over a million people, which usually shut them up.

      His obsession had even taken him around the world, from New Zealand (where he tried the Burger Flip Meat Pie) to Germany (where his favorite place served beer). Next on the list was Thailand, where he would have the Cheesy Hawaiian Casserole.

      His girlfriend Sophia had said to him last week, “That’s it buddy, it’s me or the blue and gold. We
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