*
I am fairly confident there is a potato farm in Tasmania that paints dirt on their kipfler potatoes. The reason I think this is that the indentations around
the eye of the potatoes, and the depressions in their uneven skin, are so so clean. The outside is covered in an even layer of red dirt, like slip. And I
know this from relentless exposure to their kipfler potatoes, that there are sometimes brush marks left in the dirt, as if a bristle has wiped the mudturned-dirt onto the skin. It is settled then, dirt is cleaned off like pollution, and new wholesome dirt is applied. The original traces of agriculture are
no longer correct, the potato painting machine can do better. When we take these home, we wash off dirt, for the second time.
*
Eating chips from a packet is loud, on purpose. Food manufactures have done their research, the noise a packet creates makes the chips seem
fresher, crisper. Flavour comes from the fine dust coating the chips; is it even coloured? And yet this industrial dust reveals its offensive colour when it
has built up on your chip grabbing fingers. The gentlest of colours becomes bold. A fine mist now a heavy fog shows itself to be the colour of clay.
Dough-like, we get a glimpse back to the industrial drum of flavouring which is fired onto freshly fried potato chips. Meanwhile, your body is
saturated in and on.
*
There exist magical food items which are designed, whether accidentally or not, to fit and match with our body. The desirable objects are coupled for
a moment outside before being sucked inside. No longer a fleeting and inconvenient passage between table and mouth, these food items are
accessories, designed by machines to be worn before eating. From the high-end molecular kitchen such as Adria’s Virgin olive oil caramel ring,
Heston’s Sounds of the Sea or Achatz’s Apple flavoured helium balloon, to the low end; the push pop, Cheezle, or candy necklace. As a species we
have made such radical transformations of agricultural products, that their traces are not just felt inside our bodies as nourishment, but also on our
bodies, as accessories and external sensory experiences.
*
“late blight is again ‘the world’s worst agricultural disease’ and has made the potato the world’s most chemically dependent crop”
Someone once described the potato to me as a sponge, effectively soaking up matter from its soil bed. Human bodies too are pretty porous, the gut
intentionally expands its surface area with villi to absorb as much as possible from our food. Much of the matter we ingest will pass through us and
become mulch back on the land, though some will be indigestible, stuck in our systems, obstructing our organs, fixed in our orifices, remaining as a
parasite until our fossil records reveal these everlasting technologies.
*
Tuber with many children is another name for the potato, which is not actually a root, but an engorged piece of the plant’s stem. Each ‘eye’ has the
potential to branch out from the underground stem, producing an exact copy of the mother plant. Some living things, such as this potato, exhibits
reproduction. A yeast cell, for example, flaunts it’s own birth scar, and then a bud scar for each daughter it sprouts. The skin of the yeast (at least to

our microscopes) is otherwise clear of any impression, these are their only adornment, round, doughnut-like protrusions. As humans we indicate our
own birth with the bellybutton. Any other scars we incurred as mothers are covered over with clothing and new memories.
*
St John’s wort is a weed, spreading slowly across Australia, clinging to the land in cooler climates. Livestock who eat the foliage become
photosensitive, their skin burning quickly in the sun. For humans though, St John’s Wort can be consumed as an anxiolytic. The deep purple oils in
the flesh of the flowers, leaves, and buds act as a mild antidepressant. Collecting the flowers and buds, it is almost impossible to avoid getting the
staining oils on your hands. In and on the antidepressant goes.
*
Ulcer on a horse, diseased caterpillar, jam, corpse in embalming fluid, slimy mud, and forced rhubarb are a few of the documented host
environments of yeasts. There is a universality to the yeasts demonstrated in their ability to withstand what appears to be all manner of in/hospitable
environments. In wine, the yeast Saccharomyces Cerevisiae establishes a level of alcohol that kills off almost everything else attempting to share its
host. It is easy to draw parallels with the human attitude to host environments, and further to our increased palatability of in/hospitable habitats on
other planets.
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