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When last we wrote of Professor Coward, Director of the Mercantilist Center at George Madison University in Northern Vagina and notorious Libertine Economist, it was to report on his recommendation in his Washingtoon Ethnic Dining Guide for Hole in the Stomach, a Tonguan-Lower Slobbovian restaurant behind a rat-infested dumpster specializing in Overly Curious Cat’s Paw with Simmering Snail Turds and Extenuated Whale Bladder with Emulsified Corn Flakes, among other delicacies, sold at negative prices due to money laundering at the restaurant.  I now wish to review his book summarizing his tips on eating economically, An Out to Lunch Economist.  I think this is especially important because once again his thunder has been stolen by his much-better known rival in the economics of ethnic dining, Tyler Cowen, who has published An Economist Goes to Lunch, which for some reason has been getting far more attention than the worthy Coward’s effort.  To reply to this cowardly behavior of Cowen against Coward, I protest by publicizing this inappropriately neglected work from which, as usual, Cowen has drawn so much inspiration and good advice.

Needless to say, Coward has not only innovated the main ideas of Cowen, but has succeeded in going much further in suggesting how to implement them in a successful effort to consume exciting while inexpensive cuisine.  Thus, while Cowen recommend seeking out low price outlets such as carts and cheap Chinese restaurants in obscure shopping malls with ugly women in them and awful décor, not to mention scowling and feuding members of the ethnic groups associated with the restaurants, Coward has gone much further in this.  One area he is still the master of is the expanding arena of restaurants that charge negative prices.  They pay you to eat their food, how inexpensive can you get?  This phenomenon is as it has been at Hole in the Stomach, generally tied to money laundering operations by underworld types from the country in the question.  Now, quite aside from the low cost, this has other appealing aspects.


First of all, it is well known that underworld types are the greatest connoisseurs of highly genuine cuisine from their ethnic group.  It is legendary that whenever an Italian mafia don is assassinated in an (of course) Italian restaurant (what better place to assassinate somebody?), the restaurant immediately has long lines outside of it as hordes of foodies brawl to get inside and savor the cuisine by the fallen don.  The same is true of other cuisines as well, whether Tonguan-Lower Slobbovian, Votenonamese, or Pakingstone.  And those restaurants that charge negative prices are the most likely to have such non-grinning gangster groups gobbling down their fare between planning to  kill each other off.  Furthermore, while Cowen has picked up on the virtues of eating at places where one encounters feuding and yelling, signs again of comfort by genuine ethnics and authenticity, the restaurants with many gang members are guaranteed to have lots of feuding and even killing.  Some even post guards to make sure one has a gun on entering, with Coward always carrying his semi-automatic water pistol for such purposes.  And while some of the molls of these gangsters may be quite beautiful, you should see their mothers!  Guaranteed to scare the living bejesus out of you.  And any efforts to tone up the décor with artwork will inevitably end up on the floor,  blasted full of gunshot holes.

Another matter that Cowen talks about is that of religious objects on the walls, citing pictures of Mecca on the walls of Pakistani restaurants as signs again of authenticity.  What Cowen fails to mention is that intensity of culinary effort is also tied to the intensity of the cultishness of the religion that is being followed by those running the restaurant.  So, while Pakistanis mostly follow a standard variety of Sunni Islam, their distant cousins, the Pakingstonis follow Countably Infinite Imam Shi’I Islam, that does not know how many ways to count the divine there are.  There fevered waiting for the countably infinite time that the occulted Imam will return leads them to add especially fiendishly hot spices unlike any known elsewhere in the world.  This is both to punish the sinners who are not used to their food, but also to comfort the faithful for the trials they face as members of a persecuted religious minority.   The Third-Degree Tongue Burn Tofu at Imam’s Infinite Curse on Mobius Highway in Nocenterville is an excellent example cited by Coward, which also has not only negative prices for its food but is also nearly impossible to find due to the peculiar warping of spacetime in its vicinity.


This also manifests itself in the imaginative ways that a religiously inspired group will use to make an otherwise apparently uninteresting ingredient into something worth seeking out, no matter how inaccessible the restaurant is or how much refuse one must pass over to reach it.  Again, the Tonguan-Lower Slobbovian’s Hole in the Stomach is a good example.  The adherence of the Tonguans to a sect that partly worships Seventh Day Adventism is responsible for their obsession with corn flakes.  However, their flagrant religious fanaticism and culinary mysticism moves them to use these usually innocuous items in most astounding ways.  They simply cannot be described.


Coward also reveals the fascinating dichotomies and digestive digressions one finds at certain Votenonamese restaurants.  While their relatives the Vietnamese cluster in the Edens shopping center in Fairfax, the Votenonamese have their restaurants in Hell’s Kitchen , and we are not talking about the one that is a neighborhood of Manhattan.  Of course, the truly outstanding ones are the ones run by gangsters charging negative prices, and these are underground, only reachable by removing any semblance of respectable clothing and wallowing in filth and squalor prior to descending into the earth with one’s chosed weapons. Just to make things really fun the Votenonamese gangs adhere to different religions, all of them variations on the Cult of Supremely Ugly Grandmother Goddess of Death and Universal Destruction.  The restaurants have their walls covered with nauseating portraits of her, but with variations depending on the cult.  This leads to the rival gangs shooting up each other’s restaurants, and particularly the offending portraits on the walls.  Needless to say, the breadth and depth of the spicing of their Phooie soups and seething insect organ dishes is simply out of this world, as well as thoroughly out to lunch, as is Coward himself, of course.  One can only be so grateful that he has revealed what culinary ecstasies one can be paid to eat if one searches hard enough to wallow in total filth and utter degradation.   These are profound insights that the cowardly Cowen can only pretend to attain in his paltry efforts in comparison with the magnificent achievements of that Notorious Libertine economist, Tailor Coward.  Buy his book, but be sure to wear body armor when you go to eat at the restaurants he recommends.

