Last Thursday I had a hankering for a chocolate éclair. There was one in the refrigerator left over from Christmas. I think it was Christmas 2016. I opened the door and started looking.A chocolate éclair


I pushed past last Sunday's lasagna, a couple of chicken bones we had saved for the cats, and five bites of leftover pancakes. Let me tell you about leftovers. We have a house policy. We never throw good food away. No, it has to be properly aged. We put it in the refrigerator.  After about seven or ten days it finally gets to the point where it is definitely old enough that nobody's going to eat it.  We offer it to the cats.  If they refuse it – which they do if they have eaten in the last week -  that's when we throw it away. Never let it be said that in our house we waste food!

Going past the pancake scraps I passed the pickle jar and a bottle of something orange. I think it was last fall's pumpkin but I'm not sure.

I had not gone more than two meters into the refrigerator when I discovered something blue and furry. It looked like a house pet. As a refrigerator owner I have become something of a scientist. Mycologist to be exact – an expert on fungus and molds. I could readily see that it was not a bread mold. Bread molds are extremely common and easy to identify by their greenish blue color. No, it was a bit more exotic than that. It was not a cheese mold. Mold is actually a useful thing to have on blue cheese. Pushing aside a few bottles of catchup and almost spilling a bucket of leftover Kentucky Fried chicken, I got a better look at the mold.

This was a rare specimen. Fungus Quackamus, the duck mold. It grows only on wild ducks, and only mature ones. No, I don't mean mature as an adult ducks. I mean ducks that have been aged in the refrigerator for a month or more. I wish I had had time to get my camera to record it for posterity. But the lust for an eclair was too strong and I kept on pushing.

I squeezed around a lasagna, crept past the turkey scraps left over from Thanksgiving and few banki of canned vegetables from Babushka Anya.  I wish she were still alive to tell us what it is!  Another ten meters in, as I went around the corner, I found a ghastly sight. Two small bodies entirely covered in green slime.

You young listeners do not remember the family tragedy. It must be no more than five years ago cousins Vanya and Tanya were visiting us and went missing. They had said that they were going to look for some sweet tvorog and we never saw them again. We had sent search parties, but obviously they did not go far enough. Well, at last the secret was revealed.  It will put Baba Nadia's soul at ease to know what happened to them.

When I finally discovered my éclair, I found that I was sadly too late. Mice had eaten the best part of it. What was left was covered with a mold that not even the most experienced mycologist could have identified. As any of them will tell you, it is only 1% of molds that are actually poisonous. The other 99% are totally harmless. But I did not feel lucky enough to take my chances. I left the éclair there and threaded my way back out.  

There are some homeowners who would have reacted adversely to an adventure like this. Some would be inspired to ask their wife to clean the refrigerator. Or even take stronger measures such as cleaning it themselves. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]But I resist.  I see our refrigerator as an archeological preserve.  Scientists centuries from now will study it to learn how 21st century man lived.  Even more important, it has been declared a nature preserve.  There are species of fungus growing there that exist nowhere else in Ukraine.   It is a sacred space.  And, besides, I hate throwing out good food.

