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I have issues with anything that once 
wriggled, squiggled, slimed or 
oozed—especially if it is still staring 
at me as it sits on my plate.  It is just 
not natural.   As we ate dinner that 
evening, I swore that the minute I 
turned my head the crawdads started 
playing twister with the corn-breaded 
catfish in the next plate compartment.   
 
This was fine with me, as, in my ex-
perience, crawfish are not something 
you eat.  They 
are those scary 
little creatures 
you played with 
in the river when 
y o u  w e r e 
seven—and if 
you didn’t wash 
your hands after-
ward you threw 
up for three 
days.   
 
I also have no recourse but to believe 
that dunking a crawfish in a pot of 
boiling water for any given period of 
time does not affect it in the slightest.  
It seemed to me like the little guys 
were just grateful for the bath and the 
bed of rice, but the wriggling re-
sumed as normal as soon as they hit 
the plate—until some unsuspecting 
Rural Water employee inhaled the 
slimy little creatures with tartar 
sauce.   
 
But what was weird to me was that 
the “unsuspecting” fish inhalers 
LIKED it.  They were EXCITED to 
be downing these creatures.  One of 
my friends went so far as to say he 
looked forward to this event every 
year.   I sat at that card table just 
watching people from all across the 

 

 

The Culinary Art 
Shannon McOmber, Communications 

A lthough I can be accused of being 
many things in my life, no one 

who knows me will ever accuse me of 
being a chef.  I have never been at 
home behind a blender, or in front of 
the stove or anywhere near the dish-
washer.   Some people love the kitchen. 
They live to cook. Some of them even 
consistently prepare “tasty treats” and 
“delicious home cooked meals,” what-
ever those are.  I use my refrigerator to 
store 16 bottles of [tap] water and any 
leftover Café Rio I have acquired.   If 
you look hard enough you may be able 
to find some mustard in there some-
where, but no promises. 
 
And it’s not that I can’t cook, (I grew 
up helping my Mom fix meat and pota-
toes for what seemed like 97 farm 
hands on a daily basis) it’s just now 
that I have a choice, until circum-
stances dictate otherwise, I will proba-
bly only be found in the kitchen water-
ing a plant or heating up Chinese food.   
 
I began thinking about my cooking 
skills—or lack thereof—as we attended 
the National Rural Water In-Service 
Training seminar in New Orleans this 
past June.  It all began over dinner...the 
Louisiana Rural Water Association and 
Utility Services were kind enough to 
provide a real live Cajun feast and 
dance on Monday evening after the 
training sessions had ended for the day.   
 
Enter the sea creatures.  I’m not used to 
those. I live in Utah.  The closest thing 
we have to seafood is the local Skip-
pers restaurant and I think the only 
good thing about that place is the baked 
potato and the 17-year old dressed in a 
fish costume who parades around out-
side with a large sign that says “Come 
in just for the Halibut!”   

nation devour more seafood in an hour 
than I will probably consume in my 
lifetime. 
 

So I did some thinking 
and here is how I have 
reconciled this phenom-
ena in my mind.  Us hu-
mans  have that whole 
food chain theory going 
on, and we really don’t 
want to throw off the 
balance of our planet or 
anything, so SOMEONE 
has to eat the fish.  So 
we create things like 
Charlie the Tuna or that 

imitation ‘krab’ everyone loves so 
much in chip dip (How do you imitate 
meat anyway?) to make us excited 
about doing our part.   That’s fine.  Just 
fine.   
 
I’m just glad that there are enough 
loyal seafood-ians out there that I will 
never be responsible for eating my own 
shrimp.  (I learned the hard way to 
make the “Does anyone want my 
shrimp?” announcement quietly.  I 
mean, let’s face it, every seafood lover 
wants your shrimp—and you fish eaters 
are not shy about trampling each other 
to get it.) 
 
For dinner the next night  we sat on the 
decks of an old tyme river boat (I think 
you have to spell it ‘tyme’ if you are 

(Continued on page 22) 

They weren’t something 
you ate—they were 

something you played 
with in the river when 

you were seven. 
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talking about an old river boat) floating the Mississippi River.  
We ate a more familiar feast of chicken and baked potatoes 
and a green salad, and I was in heaven.  Boring, bland, regu-
lar-food heaven.   
 
Stepping out of that airplane and into New Orleans three days 
prior was as foreign to any Utahan as a Democratic victory.  
That humid world of seafood and Cajun and getting more rain 
in one day than Utah has seen in six months—all without the 
temperature once dropping below 97—was completely nor-
mal for them, and amazing to me. 
 
Then I thought about the folks from Louisiana, and how awe-
some it was that they were willing to share a part of their 
world with me.  I can’t imagine how many hours it took to 
hold each one of those crawfish down long enough to rid 
them of their shells, or how many days of planning and prepa-
ration went in to a feast of that magnitude for so many peo-
ple .   
 
They gave their time and their talents to enrich our lives with 
a part of theirs.  As American Airlines dropped me at my 
doorstep, I left the airport armed with more than a Mardi Gras 
mask and a jazz CD to remind me of my New Orleans experi-
ence.   
 
I left with an appreciation for seafood I never thought was 
possible.   
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