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I suppose at any other time Barfo’s gag might have been pretty funny. Barfo was our 

Platoon cook, and yes it was a ‘nick name’ based upon his meager cooking skills which 

kept our bellies full… sorta. That was at best; at worse it sometimes caused stomach 

cramps and massive amounts of gas. Thus his nickname and also what got him into so 

much trouble, since he had no problem eating his own cooking. 

 

Let’s face it… farts are funny. Ask any child and they’ll tell you that a ‘silent and deadly’ 

fart in class is about as good as it gets. Ask anyone else and they’ll tell you a ‘loud and 

juicy’ fart in church is just about as hysterical a thing as could ever happen. 

 

OK… let me back up just a tad and elaborate so you might all benefit from this 

experience. My name is Dodger. Sure, sure; one more nickname among the multitude of 

nicknames; but it’s one of the things that makes life a little more bearable out here in the 

field. Everyone’s got one, and when you get tagged like that, it’s who you become. I got 

mine for an apparent ability to dodge incoming fire. At any rate; I’m a private… a true 

dog-foot, of a simple canine squad, attached to a Wolf Platoon. The Platoon’s attached to 

a Canid Battery of 105 mike mike howitzers. That, in turn, is attached to a larger Fur 

Company which is attached to an even larger All Species Battalion. This latter group, all 

of us lumped together, is ruled over by Colonel Lionback. That one isn’t a nick, it’s an 

actual name; and he is one proud son of a bitch. Well… maybe in his case not bitch but 

lioness.  

 

The running joke is that we all belong to the Colonel’s pride. That usually gets the guys 

bantering back and forth about proud versus pride. Which, in turn, usually gets twisted 

around to encompass some sort of sex joke; and then it goes down hill from there. We, of 

the ground pounders, have noted with wry humor that it is just a little ironic to be 

commanded by a ‘lion’; considering the spelling of ‘Battalion’ ends in ‘lion’.  

 

Suffice it to say that he’s one well respected, mean, butt kicking, hunk of brass on the 

collar officer. 

 

And that’s the background in a nutshell.  

 

Bring on the Batta’lion’ inspection. 

 

 

------------------------------ 



 

 

Corporal Wombat screwed up his face and shouted, “Roger-roger – patrol! Dingbat, 

Growler and Whiskers, you’re his patrol team! Dodger – KP! The rest of you mutts clean 

your weapons and no pulling no pins out of no grenades! They aren’t play toys and it 

ain’t a good joke!” 

 

“Roger that,” Roger-roger replied. He made a circular finger motion to the other three 

dogs indicating they should follow him. It was always wise to get the heck out of 

bivwack as quickly as possible to avoid any further assignments. Patrol was whack, but it 

was less whack than work.  

 

“How come,” I started to protest… but stopped, finding myself staring at the Corp’s open 

paw stuffed two inches in front of my nose.  

 

“Stuff it in your duffle Dodger. You got KP… argue and you’ll have it again tomorrow. 

Sarge has his reasons. He says he wants you there cuz you’re reliable; told me to tell you, 

‘Keep an eye out for brass balls today’. There’s some sorta big readiness inspection going 

on. Colonel Lionback will be snooping around and scuttlebutt says he’ll have some VIP 

with him. Your job is to make sure Barfo stays out of trouble. For Gawd’s sake don’t let 

the VIP eat anything he’s fix’d for us.” 

 

“Sure, sure… eat slop, sleep on the ground, breath sand, and keep the cook out of trouble. 

I might be more inclined to take care of his sorry ass if he were to make something edible 

for a change.” 

 

“Grumble all you want,” the Corp told me, “Just make sure the job gets done.” 

 

So… I picked up my gear and trotted over to see what our wonderful chef had in mind for 

lunch. I made sure to approach the cook tent from upwind. As soon as the breakfast 

KP’er saw me, he hightailed it without so much as a how-do-you-do. Can’t say that I 

blame him either. 

 

The sides of the tent were rolled up as I expected… only morning and it was already 

blistering hot. Barfo, I saw, had his head stuffed down behind a big pot and his big 

Skunkish rump was hiked up in the air. His tail moved around as if by itself and everyone 

knew that meant ‘pass behind at your own risk’. He was notorious for aiming and 

executing farts on command. The running joke was; ‘If we could use our cook as a 

weapon, no enemy could stand against us.’ Pretty much, that’s exactly what happened 

too, though I don’t want to get ahead of myself. 

 

“I see your boots there Dodger,” he said from behind the pot, “What’d you do to piss off 

the Sarge this time?” 

 

“He says I’m supposed to keep an eye on you for the inspection,” I replied, moving into 

the tent area and stripping for action. 



 

“What inspection?” he asked, looking up at me with his squinty eyes. 

 

“Don’t rightly know, but apparently the Colonel is showing some big muckymuck 

around. Apparently it’s someone he wants bad to impress.” 

 

I heard the not so soft ‘faroomp’ of a stinker come from the cook. Apparently he wasn’t 

all that impressed. That’s when inspiration struck me. 

 

“Hey Barfo, you ever hear of a fart flamethrower?” 

 

“Don’t call me Barfo; less’n you want seconds heaped on your plate for lunch,” he 

growled. Standing from his crouched position, he winked at me. “Who do you think 

invented the flamethrower, kid? I’ll tell you right now he was a cook. That’s old hat, ya 

silly dog face. I’ve blown enough flames that I coulda powered a small city if they’d been 

harnessed. Exactly how do you think I start up my camp stove every morning?” 

 

The thought put a new taste to my morning eggs, and I cringed. “Yeah… I suppose you 

have; but have you ever fried anyone with a fart?” 

 

He threw some unidentifiable thing into the pot and for a moment I thought he was going 

to smack it with his spoon like it wasn’t dead yet. Satisfied it wasn’t going to run away, 

he picked the pot up and moved it over to his cook stove. “I’m listening,” he told me, 

though I doubted he really was. “Get to your shirt sleeves and start peeling spuds, we 

ain’t got all day.” 

 

I did as he told me. By rights, he was a good notch above our own Sergeant in grade, 

though he was ‘only’ a cook.  

 

“Flaming a fart is a good laugh when you’re drinking beer,” I told him, “But imagine 

how much better it would be if you could singe someone’s eyebrows and hair in the 

process.” 

 

“Riiiiight,” he replied in his most skeptical voice. “And someone like Sarge is going to 

come right up and put his face anywhere near the cheeks of my ass.” He smiled a rye 

smile. “What I wouldn’t give to get him good like that. He’s got it coming right enough 

too; he cheats at cards.” 

 

That was when I jumped in… I mean… if you see an opportunity like that you just have 

to land on it with both boots. “Give me a week off of KP and I’ll set it up for ya.” 

 

“Do it,” he said turning around, “And I’ll give you two.”  

 

I wasn’t aware of it, but Sarge had roasted him good in a poker game the night before.  

 



“I’ll even throw in a six pack I got hidden away in the ice chest,” he added. “Set it up for 

me. I can handle lunch easy enough by myself. Screw it up, though, and I get your 

scrawny ass for the next month… every day.” 

 

A whole six pack… and in a place like this where it’s 110 degrees at noon on a cloudy 

day; I would have done it for that alone. As to failing the mission… well… let’s just say 

that never even occurred to me. 

 

I ran off to get some help, cuz I was going to need it. I’m already figuring six beers 

divided by X leaves how many… not many… so I stopped at two helpers. I pulled in 

Randy Squirrel from the 105 battery and Gawdawful Bloodhound from Corporeal 

Stealer’s squad. I knew both these boys for a long time and we’re pretty tight. 

 

“Oh mannnn… that would be one gawdawful sight,” Gawdawful says when I explain 

what’s to happen. “Your Sarge would be one pissed pup. I think KP would be the furthest 

thing from your mind if he finds out who planned this thing.” 

 

“Trust me,” I reassured him, “If Barfo actually manages to fart on command and we help 

him with the gotcha; he’ll take full credit.” 

 

“Done!” says Randy. “It’s been way too long since I tasted a cold beer. Cold beer’s better 

than gold at this point. How do you want to do this?” 

 

“We’ll need to roll down the sides of the tent,” I told him. I then laid out the rest of my 

plan. They both agreed it was doable and by the time we were ready we’d had more than 

a few belly laughs just thinking of Sarge’s face when the mission was accomplished. 

Apparently Barfo apparently thought the idea was plenty good too. By the time we were 

ready he’d upped the ante to a full case complete with a cooler full of ice. 

 

An hour before lunch, we had our trap erected. On one tent wall, we cut a twelve inch 

hole in the fabric and sewed a flap over it. To the flap we attached an opening cord, 

strung through the overhead poles and left to hang in the breeze. On the inside of the tent 

we placed a pile of wood boxes so Barfo could get his butt up to the hole without too 

much trouble. 

 

By now, Gawdawful was cooking the lunch. Randy was going to help but Barfo 

complained that he played with his nuts a little too much to be safely handling food.  

 

Oh the irony.  

 

Anyhow, some things in the army had to be rigidly maintained; such as scheduled meals. 

Being that Gawdawful was a full blown Bloodhound, he was putting his nose to good use 

sniffing out the things he needed to add to the mystery meat cooking in Barfo’s huge pot. 

The entire time he worked, he kept grumbling about how the entire mess was so 

gawdawful gross.  

 



While this was going on, I was putting the finishing touches on the sign to be hung by the 

hole. Even without it, curious people were already lifting the flap to look in. Every time 

they did old Barfo hollered at them real loud. He was really enjoying himself. 

 

That was the set up, you see.  

 

Word was sure to get back to Sarge that his favorite poker mark was feeling just a bit 

grumpy after the trouncing he’d gotten the night before. We wanted him to be sure to 

stop by. 

 

“We’ve got to have a firing command,” Randy announced as he strung another piece of 

twine to the overhead near the boxes. This was to be tied to Barfo’s big bushy tail so we 

could keep it hiked up out of the way when the time came. 

 

“Why do we have to have a firing command?” the cook grumbled. He seemed suddenly 

afraid the entire thing was getting just a little too complicated. That and we were really 

really hot by now inside that tent, and hot translates directly to testy. 

 

“So we can be sure to get the sequence right,” the artilleryman replied simply. He clicked 

the long barbeque lighter held in one paw producing a three inch flame. “Get this baby 

too close to your butt hole and you’ll singe every hair. Then again, leave it close enough 

for ignition a little too long, and you’ll get the same effect and then some. One, two, 

three. Ready… by the fire… fart.” 

 

“Ok, ok,” the Skunk grumbled. Looking at me, he asked, “You’re sure this will work?” 

 

“For a case of beer, you betcha,” I replied. Turning the sign to him, I showed him my 

labors. “DO NOT LOOK IN THIS HOLE – MYSTERY LUNCH BEING PREPARED.” 

 

“Cute,” Barfo told me. “That should get him right enough. No one tells Sarge what ‘not’ 

to do.” Looking back at Randy, he asked, “All right Squirrel, what are your frigg’n firing 

commands again?” 

 

“You stand on the boxes with your rear to the flap,” Randy told him, nodding to the 

opening. “On ‘ready’ you bend over and I pull the string hiking your tail up out of the 

way. On ‘by the fire’, you stick the lighter up between your legs and pull the trigger. I’ll 

be watching the hole. As soon as it opens, I’ll give the command: ‘fart’. That’s when you 

let him have it.” 

 

I will admit, all four of us laughed… and then the flap came up and Barfo had to holler at 

another peeker. 

 

------------------------------- 

 

 



It wasn’t long before two things happened. Word was out about the cranky cook… and 

also about something smelling really good for a change in the cook tent. Some of the 

troops were beginning to think they should piss him off more frequently. 

 

Next, I posted our sign up and then stood guard. I was to give advance notice when I saw 

the Sarge. To do this, I had a long string tied to Randy’s finger that I was to pull just 

before the flap was lifted. Two jerks was the ‘be ready’ signal, and one jerk was for; ‘his 

paw is on the cord’. 

 

As it was, soldiers were still coming up to the tent, lured by the aroma of Gawdawful’s 

cooking. I would clear my throat, and make sure they saw the sign. Each and every time 

they’d just smile and pull the lanyard. As soon as the flap went up, Barfo would glare at 

them from a few inches behind the hole and yell; ‘CAN’T YOU READ?!’ 

 

Yes, yes, cut to the chase… the Sarge finally shows up and I pull twice on my string 

which I’d tied to my finger so I wouldn’t accidentally lose it. By now I’m trying hard not 

to laugh… for sure I could never play poker like these guys. That, however, did not last 

long. No sooner had Sarge turned the corner, than right behind him comes Colonel 

Lionback and some good looking Zebra babe. Put a toga on her and sure as shoot’n she’d 

be right at home on the floor of the Senate. Later, pretty much that was what I heard she 

was. 

 

Everything happened quick like, otherwise I would have had a chance to shut it down. 

Sarge comes up and gets right in my face. In a hissy kinda voice he begins getting on me 

for the sign and how I look. He then wants to know didn’t I get the message about VIP’s 

and such. 

 

Then the Colonel comes over to see what the fuss is about. Sarge, in that same hissy 

voice, says, “TEN HUT!”  

 

I snap to attention, performing my best salute. Problem with that, the string I’d used as 

my signal lanyard is still tied to my finger. No sooner do I salute than I hear Randy’s 

whispered voice, “BY THE FIRE!” 

 

“What was that?!” both the Colonel and the Sarge says together, and all three of us turn 

around just in time to see that Zebra lady pull on the flap lanyard. She’d noticed my sign, 

and I don’t think I’ll ever forget the smile she was wearing. 

 

“FART!” yells Randy. 

 

“Arrrroooooooo….” howls Gawdawful. 

 

“Braaaapppppppooooooootttttttttttt!” farts out old Barfo. 

 



“FAWHOOOOOOMP,” comes this huge orangish blue flame from out of the hole in the 

tent. This totally wraps itself around the Zebra lady’s head like some sort of noxious 

avenging spirit and her hair flames. 

 

She begins to scream and dance around, kicking up a big sand cloud. The Colonel leaps 

and gets to her in a single bound like some sort of super hero. Trouble with that was, he 

trips over his own paws and ends up going down on the ground with her like he’s a tackle 

for the Rams and she’s the opposing quarterback’s mother stepped out onto the field and 

in between to protect her son. 

 

Sarge is then on both of them quick as a wink, ripping his flack vest off and flapping it all 

over them like it’s a burlap sack and the two of them are flaming Ducks in a forest fire. 

Problem with this is it’s not made out of burlap. Our flack vests are heavy like a burglar’s 

blackjack sock full of gravel. 

 

Me… I just stand there like a fool with my mouth open. 

 

Thankfully, Randy had sense enough to keep a fire extinguisher handy. He was out of the 

tent in a wink, spraying down all three of them; carefully making sure to blind old Sarge. 

Then he throws it to the ground and hightails it back to his unit before he can get caught. 

 

Barfo’d been rolling on the ground laughing himself silly until the sounds of the fire 

extinguisher being emptied hammered some sort of sense into his head. He comes out to 

see what’s going on and decides to play stupid.  

 

“Dodger!” he yells at me, “Go tell’em to sound lunch call. Our surprise lunch ought to be 

a big hit with the men.” Then he looks over as if seeing Sarge for the first time. Of 

course, his eyes kinda bugged out of his head when he saw the Colonel and the Zebra 

lady all tangled up on the ground. 

 

The rest of that sorry event is now burned into my brain as if touched by that same 

orangish blue flame. 

 

Long story short: it all pretty much turned out for the better. 

 

Gawdawful is now our platoon cook. His lunch was the best we’d had in a long time. 

Even the Colonel and the Zebra Senator lady thought so; though it took a while to get 

them all cleaned up before they could try it.  

 

Sarge was quick witted enough to get the stove pipe situated at that hole in the cook tent 

so the Senator wouldn’t know exactly what kind of flame she’d been torched by. As it 

was, the only real damage she sustained were the loss of her eyelashes and the ends of her 

mane getting all curled up; which she actually liked. 

 

Randy, the nut fondling little prick, got away clean. We never mentioned him, and he 

didn’t volunteer… not that I blame him none. 



 

Barfo got busted two ranks and banned from ever cooking again. Last I heard he was 

driving a supply truck somewhere I’d rather not be; if you could imagine a place worse 

than here. 

 

Me… and I will smile here… the Zebra lady thought I was kinda cute; not that that 

helped me any. I got KP for a month… but at least now I get to help a good cook. It 

would seem that; all the gas is in the past.  

 

I never did get the beer… that and I’m going home soon, so see you there. 

 

 

 

 

 

  


