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which they were greatly addicted. The sultan’s food was tasted by a
eunuch, to prevent his being vommosnm, and the more prudent favorites of
the harem demanded the same treatment.

In India and China, too, there were luxurious gynacceums where
women lived as prisoners but in the midst of the most exorbitant opu-
lence. The emperors of ancient China, and nobles who could afford the
expense, had numerous wives, consorts, and concubines. There was one
emperor of the Tang dynasty who had two thousand women in his harem
and msmm:mowom nearly five hundred children. A labor worthy of Hercules.
Every night, after dinner, he received the menu from the harem and
selected one or several companions; no argument ?.aszmm against it.
Forget the possibility of listening to his nightingales or playing mahjong;
the prosperity of the nation was measured in the number of children he
conceived: patriotic duty called. To guarantee his enthusiasm and moom_ dis-
position, he had at his disposal a team of physicians, acupuncturists, and
experts in »ﬁv«o&wmwnm whose duty it was to stimulate him with any
method known to that millennary tradition. Food was an essential compo-
nent—not only ingredients, but combinations that increased virility. More
than one chef was &onm?ﬁ;m& without ?‘mma_u_m because his birds’ nest
soup did not have the desired effect upon the emperor. Once dinner was
over, the 13@?.5:% herbs swallowed, the needles of the acupuncturist on
duty duly inserted, and the pillow books leafed through, the fortunate—
may we roﬂum\si‘m or concubine for the night was shown into the pres-
ence of the emperor.

What followed was not a private engagement but a matter of supreme
importance and security for the empire, attended by various witnesses. A
notary recorded those amorous soirées and thus could calculate with exac-
titude the days of cach infant’s gestation. If the dates did not coincide with
the usual nine months, the head of the mother accused of adultery went to
join that of the chef on the chopping block. The emperor’s every mouthful
was noted down in the same detail, in order and in quantity. With so many
women at his disposition, he could attend each—in the best of cases—
only once a year.

The concubines lived at the margins of these main events, but as they
were young and idle women they had no need of aphrodisiacs. What else
was there to think about? They consoled one another with febrile

resourcefulness and the prodigious inventiveness of the eunuchs, who
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of raw egg yolks beaten with cognac, oxmﬁ_wﬁrc mou.:‘_:_p:dzmorgOr:m
to wash our hair. Eggs lend themselves to all sorts of naughtiness: hard-
boiled, you can roll them in bed; scrambled, you can serve them in the
palm of your hand, without a fork; as meringue they can be m_u_.cma on your
breasts for your greedy lover to lick oft.

The noblest way to prepare ¢ggs for an erotic skirmish is also the sim-
plest and most classic: as an omelet, that is, the elegant French way of
serving scrambled eggs with countless variations from mw?_c: herbs and
spices to vegetables and chopped meat. For a good omelet, you need a
thick iron skillet in which eggs will cook evenly and then slip out effort-
lessly. In exactly the same way that a barber cares for his scissors, a chef
cares for his skillet and will not allow it to be used for any other purpose.
You never wash it, you just wipe it out, and as the years of its noble life go
by, it turns w:n_.gism_w dark and wise.

In the same Perfumed Garden in which Mimun made like a rabbit, the
pious Sheik Nefzawi, who had never heard the word cholesterol, dedicates

several ?3%315 to the mvrﬂc&imn power of eggs.

Te who will \mma\\u\_ several «\S\V. on egygs cooked with 5&:.\: cin-
pamon and pepper, will \wza\ an increased vigor in his erection and bhis
«.Q\CQS‘\V\ \0\ coztron. s member shall be in such a \:.EQ\\\ state that it
will seem as N\ "/ could never return lo a state e\ .\.Q\S.w.ﬁ. ( ,\VNQ& TAllats in
fit's %\&Q\ENS preserve Loim to the Resurrection UQ&. ) ) He who wishes
o operale a whole 2~ka \k\a:%\» and who, due lo the suddenness c\,\%m
desire, has nol been able to make lhe preparations T have Q%.&&
mentioned, will hrave recourse fo lhe \m\\e::‘.\:\,. fre will \\.w\ a %Qe«\ num-
ber e\m%ﬁ in \N,d.q\y \,Q\ and butter and, when \kﬁ\ are well ‘cooked, Le
will mix them with hone Y. Q\ e will eat as much as \uo.zr.m\m Q\ s with
a prece o\\ ‘bread, Lo will be able fo soothe and Q:E\m\.\ all \\td:%\\ lhe
:N.\Q\N\\. \ With the .\NQ\\C Q\A Allak. ,\Nznv he bestow Lis \w\m&.\\ﬁ.m on his

Mu\d\vkm\ and ‘%\AQ:\ us salvation and .SQ.Q&. \

Quail eggs— small, with dark spots and free of cholesterol—are sold as

p_u?.cm.iﬁcm.%roq size makes them ideal for hors d’oeuvres and for mm:dww.
Personally, I prefer caviar, of course, and I can think of a thousand porno-

graphic ways to serve it, but since it is so expensive, [ have caviar only on spe-
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time, acquires the boilerplate invulnerability of the battleship Potemkin. This
expert tests the caviar to classify it and to determine how much salt is to be
added; like wine tasters, he swishes it around in his mouth and immediately
spits it out. There are some addicts, nevertheless, who devour fantastic quan-

tities of this intense edible between great swigs of hot tea.

%Q\GHSSQ Stimulus
or %QQNQW

One of the most notable monarchs of all times was Catherine the Great
(1729-1796). This German princess—married young to the Grand Duke
Peter, the ugly, gluttonous, cowardly, violent, and rather imbecilic heir to
the throne of Russia, found the way, with the aid of five handsome army
officers, the brothers Orloff, to be widowed at an early age. Then, as cza-
rina of Russia, she reigned with an iron fist for half a century. She spoke
four languages, supported the artists and intellectuals of Europe,
exchanged a voluminous correspondence with several of them, but in her
own kingdom she did not tolerate any of the modern ideas she applauded
outside it. She had many official lovers—among them the celebrated
Potemkin, a political genius and the true ¢éminence gris behind the

and countless noawwiosm-woﬂ.-w-imrﬁ whose names are not

throne
recorded in history. Legend accuses her of being so insatiable in bed that
she went so far as to have relations with her horse, and that she herself
designed a harness from which to suspend the animal, although this may
only have been malicious gossip. She had prodigious vitality and good
health. To the end of her seventy-seven years she rose at five in the morn-
ing to work and still late at night had enough energy to indulge herself
with the favorite of the day. Her breakfast consisted of vodka-laced tea and

a caviar omelet.

Aplirodite

A freshly prepared omelet can be a song for the spirit comparable
only to the music of the fakir’s flute that seduces the serpent to rise from
its basket, erect and powerful. In the streets of India, from a prudent dis-
tance, I watched several of these cobra charmers and always thought: If
they have all that power with a snake, what might they sokﬂ arouse with
their music? Perhaps that is why male tourists of a certain age offer
special tips to have the charmers play for them. (I don’t know why this
reminds me of the lighthouse of San Francisco. Every time fog mm\ pre-
dicted, a number of men wander over to the lighthouse, because when
the lugubrious horn begins to sound to warn ships of danger, the
vibration awakens the visitors’ libidos). But let’s get back to our perfect
aphrodisiac omelet.

THE EMPRESS’S OMELET

For two people in love, you need 5 eggs, fresh from the nest of a virgin
hen, salt and pepper, fresh country butter, chopped chives, 4 fine but suc-
culent slices of Norwegian smoked salmon, % cup of beluga caviar, if pos-
sible from the Baltic Sea, 2 teaspoons sour cream, and, of course, toast.
Ever so delicately, break the eggs into a fine porcelain bowl—porcelain
for reasons of elegance, nothing more—and beat lightly, adding salt and
pepper. Warm the butter in the omelet pan sacred to every good cook,
and as soon as the butter begins to turn the tint of warm Caribbean skin,
pour in the eggs. When the omelet is half cooked on the bottom, loosen it
with infinite gentleness, whispering encouragingly, because if you are
rough, it will lose its enchanting disposition; add the chives ms&\w&_\:o:
and fold it over, exactly as you would close a book. To free it entirely,
experts move the skillet back and forth with the pulsing syncopation Om\m
good dancer and then, with a sudden flip of the wrist, toss it up in the air
and catch it, now reversed, so it will cook to a golden brown on both
sides—although I admit that every time I've tried that move, the omelet
has landed on my head. These gyrations are pure exhibitionism, because
when you make an omelet, as when you make love, affection counts for
more than technique. Serve your omelet on your most beautiful plates,
already warmed in the oven. Spoon on the caviar, and beside this triumph
place the sour cream and warm toast. After a night of passion, this is the
breakfast indicated for making love, no holds barred, the rest of the day.
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into it, the whole thing falls apart and a radish in the shape of a bee lands in
my lap. [ am left with the sensation of not having eaten enough and having
paid too much. It isn’t like a Basque inn or Mexican taco shop, where for a
modest price you are stupefied for four or five days.

Nouvelle cuisine can be interesting, but when it comes to food—and men
as well—1 prefer more robust flavors and a simpler appearance, like an honest
fish that is not ashamed of its nakedness. It’s true, I do want it dead. Tam hor-
rified by food that moves, which is why I avoid gelatin and oysters, but this isa
mania I must combat: many animals in the aphrodisiac recipe file are barely
more than swooning when brought to the table. Once in a Scandinavian
restaurant [ was served a sca magcsﬁ|omr [ think they called the poor thing—
that suffered a brief attack of epilepsy when I tried to cut it. 1 let out a screech,
and the waiter, who at that instant was serving the wine, dropped the bottle.
The ideal is for your food to be good and dead but to have avoided rigor mor-
tis. And no eyes, please, even if they're closed. There s nothing so horrifying as
the entreating gaze of a whole animal on a tray. Since they’ve gone to all the
work of killing it, why not cut off its head in the bargain?

My objections to tomatoes turned into roses, potatoes disguised as
nightingales, and other euphemisms of nouvelle cuisine do not mean that I
have a taste for dishes that look like prison mush, the kind of gruel 1 had in
the English school where I acquired my characteristic stoic stomach, or
that I like the brutish offerings of peasant origins. Those roast pigs in Spain
with an apple in their snout and a sprig of parsley up their ass deserve a
requiem mass. It’s sin enough to kill animals; there’s no need to humiliate

them on top of it.

Q\\Em,\.e&.\w

Qk&&%&

Cheese is milk teeming with bacteria, and everything else is wishful think-
ing. The first time I saw cheese being made was at a dairy in the interior of
Venezuela, hot as the Sahara, in a germ-filled shed s‘r\m_,o SiX cows were
distractedly waiting their turn to be milked, chewing their cud and flicking
away flies with their tails. Part of the milk, destined for the well-named
“hand cheese,” was mixed with curds; the heat multiplied the bacteria, and
as soon as the liquid curdled it was strained through a large mmo,d.ﬂ_,rm
whey went straight to the hogs, who were right beside the milking shed
which explained the smell, a bouquet more far-reaching than cow dun ,
The rest of the milk went into the round tubs where rOo: Maurizio mm._
gigantic half-Indian, half-African, naked from the waist up, sweating m“a
singing, plunged his arm in up to his armpit and conscientiously wmr:om.
Don stlﬂmcv a great cheesemaker, had a battery-operated S%o\ tuned to
a station where \oaomc& mm_mmw“ and country songs gaugec i eded
to turn the curds into cheese, and his Q:M:m ,.Mwmm,no MxMMerMHMMHHM
was always identical. i ,
Since then, I have had the opportunity to visit industrial computerized
cheese-processing plants where hygiene is as strict as that of the operating
room and the barns smell of pine forests. The cows have been fed so Emzw
hormones that they moo in soprano and any one of them could _B,omcﬁm
enough milk to fill the celebrated bath of Cleopatra; the cheeses, neverthe-
“%LMMGEM@MMM_MWM memf 9,. nearly as tasty, as n.romo made by Don
: olde into round loaf shapes, left them to set in the
shade, and after a few hours they were ready to be sold and eaten. After
picking out the flies, which tended to get stuck in the surface, we ate the
cheese with cachapas, warm corn tortillas right off the coals. It is one of m
M.:omﬁ w_ommma memories of that difficult period as an immigrant in a mowommw
and. And that hand cheese must have been a isi . ;
do is recall its delicate flavor and the sweat %“HMEMO, Wnowcmo m:._ . ﬁw
g down the brawny arms
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of that king of cheese, Don Maurizio, to feel adulterous impulses.

There are cheeses for all tastes; it would be impossible to list all the
flavors and consistencies, as they are nearly infinite. Each region has its
favorites. In Switzerland you eat the best Gruyere and Emmenthal, in Italy
Parmesan and Gorgonzola, and in Holland Gouda. In a premeditated act of
gluttony during his childhood, my brother Pancho peeled a good-size
Gouda cheese as if it were an apple and patiently devoured it down to the
Jast crumb; we were sure he would die of incurable indigestion, but he has
lived in good health for fifty years. I have few more colorful and sensual
memories than those of the cheese and flower markets in tulip season in
Amsterdam. In England, Cheddar is very popular, as is Stilton with its gray
and green veins, served by the spoonful, beginning in the center of the
cheese and accompanied by a glass of sherry.

In France, where every province wﬂomsgw an important variety of
delicious cheese, no meal worthy of the name can end without a tray of
several kinds, served before dessert along with the best robust and aro-
matic red house wine. Some, like Gruyére, take three or four months to
ripen, and its quality depends on the regular distribution of its holes. The
gourmet will choose the Brie of the day, testing it as if it were a fruit, and
Camembert by the smell, which indicates its maturity. This latter cheese
was invented by a French peasant woman of the eighteenth century, whose
statue rules over the small village of Camembert. My grandfather, who
adored that cheese, although his doctor had forbidden him to eat it, bought
it on the sly and hid it in his clothes press. Sometimes the odor was so nau-
seating you couldn’t walk into the room.

Dry, strong-flavored cheeses like Parmesan are thought to be the most
stimulating, but some of the softer ones, like goat cheese and mozzarella,
have an equal reputation in that regard. As for Parmesan and mozzarella,
the essential ingredients of a good pizza, this is the moment to recommend
them to those of you who long to flaunt posteriors as sensual as those of
the damsels painted by Rubens and Botero. At the beginning of the seven-
ties in Chile, I made a brief incursion into the theater world with a pair of
musical comedies. One of them, Los Siete Espejos, or The Seven Mirrors,
incorporated a ballet corps of several beautiful fat young women who
acted as a Greek chorus, telling the story as they danced and giggled and
jiggled. It was the era of Twiggy, that English model who looked like a sur-

vivor of a concentration camp and whose picture was mw_mmrom across the

\\I\\\‘%w.e&.\m

covers of all the fashion magazines, she of the toothpick legs and orthope-
dic shoes and starving expression. By one of those aberrations of history,
this ?im_mﬁ became the decade’s feminine ideal; there was no woman m:a\.m
who didn’t aspire to the androgynous wormdom of the famous Twiggy.
The fat women in The Seven Mirrors were a direct challenge to that moﬂrnmm.
a hymn to abundance. I learned from any number of theatergoers that they
came to the performance more than once just to applaud the obese aroﬂ.c\m
m:._m. These women, who had attained their voluminous proportions
thanks to good teeth and a sedentary life, were now skipping dinner and
for two hours flitting like dragonflies across the stage. As a result, they
began dropping pounds at an alarming rate. The director of the oo::vmsw
saved the play from disaster by putting up a sign in the foyer saying: PLEASE
DON’T SEND FLOWERS TO OUR CHUBBY CHORINES. ORDER PIZZA.

When you consider that the sole ingredient of cheese is milk, then
there can be nothing aphrodisiac about it, but when accompanied by bread,

wine, and pleasant conversation, the effect is the same as if there were.

%\.D,\Q\NM Cero . .

Truffles, a rare delicacy, are actually insignificant mushrooms that pigs and
dogs are trained to sniff out and dig up. According to ancient wisdom,
abusing them foments melancholy, but they are so rare and so prized, and
therefore served in such miserly quantities, that no one is in danger of
being poisoned by them; on the other hand, a mere breath of their intense
perfume is enough to overcome a surfeit of love and to uplift an appendage
that may simply have fainted. Truffles cannot be cultivated; they grow in
accord with the mysterious vegetal laws that determine size, mo_oﬁ and
?wmgsg. Every day there are fewer woodland terrains sympathetic to the
existence of truffles, so the price has risen to the _m,.,&m.om that for caviar

and gold. (And speaking of gold, did you know that in cities like Hong
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Kong you can drink a small espresso coffee containing gold dust? In the
Piazza San Marco in Venice, you can pay just as much for an espresso with-
out the gold.) Madame du Barry, the Marquis de Sade, and Louis XIV con-
sumed truffles with incontrovertible faith in the effect they wrought in
moments of intimacy, and Rasputin ?.m.molvo& them to the tsar to thicken
his blood and strengthen the royal bloodline. A recipe from the time of the
Borgias reads: “Take a truffle cleaned of dirt and excrement, soften it by
brushing it with fragrant oil, wrap itina fine ribbon of pig fat, and place it
over the fire until, the fat melted away, the truffle exudes its essence.”
Napoleon ate truffles before meeting Josephine in their amorous bat-
tles in the imperial bedchamber, in which, it is no exaggeration to say, he
always wound up defeated. Scientists—however do they come up with
these experiments, | wonder?— have discovered that the scent of the truf-
fle activates a gland in the pig that produces the same pheromones present
in humans when they are smitten by love. It is a sweaty, mw_.:n-a:moa odor

that reminds me of the New York subway.
with intentions of seduction,

Some years ago, I invited to dinner
naturally—an evasive beau whose reputation as a good cook forced me to
outdo myself with the menu. I decided that a truffle omelet sprinkled with
a dusting of red caviar at serving time (the gray was beyond my possibili-
ties) constituted an obvious erotic overture, something akin to giving him
red roses and the Kama-sutra. [ searched high and low for truffles, and
when finally I Jocated some, my modest salary in a land not my own would
not stretch far enough to buy them. The clerk in the delicatessen, an [talian

,
“Why don’t you use mushrooms instead?” he asked as I disconsolately

gazed at those little bits black as rabbit droppings, which to my eyes shone

as much an immigrant as I. counseled me to forget the truffles.

like diamonds.

“It isn’t the same. Truftles are mﬁrqo%mmm%.:

“They’re what?”

“Sensual,” I said, to avoid going into detail.

I must have blushed, because the man came out from behind the show-
case and m_%_dmnrom me with a strange smile. He imagined, I suppose, that
I was a nymphomaniac hoping to rub my erogenous zones with his truffles.

“Romantic,” | murmured, blushing redder and redder.

“Ah! For a man?Your swectheart?Your husband?”

“Well, yes . .~

ch§.~§\§m

At that instant his smile lost its sarcastic twist and turned complici-

tous: he stepped behind the counter and produced a small bottle, like a
perfume vial. _

“Olio d’oliva aromatizato al tartufo bianco,” he announced in the tone of
someone pulling an ace out of his sleeve. “Olive oil with the scent of white
truffles,” he clarified.

And immediately he slipped a few black olives into a plastic bag, with
the direction to wash them carefully to remove the flavor, chop vaw into
small pieces, and marinate them a couple of hours in the Z.M:.zm.womsmm& oil

“As romantic as truffles, and much cheaper!” he assured Bm: .

[ did as he said. The omelet was perfect, and when my exquisite beau
detected the unmistakable fragrance and asked with w:qvl,ﬁ\m whether those
inky fragments were indeed truffles and, if so, where the hell I'd found
them, I made a vague gesture that he interpreted as flirtatious. He devoured

the omelet, constantly casting sideways glances dark with perplexity, an
expression that at the time I found irresistible but in fact, seen sim.ﬁrm
n_o.ﬂmnrgm:n of age, was closer to being comic. I'm really W_mm [ gave him
olives. His reputation as a beau was as exaggerated as %wm.Ow :dmmmm

And since we are talking about “truffled” olive oil, the 305,5.3 has
come for me to share my “emergency recipe.” Since the age of nineteen ~
have been married every day of my life except for three months of pla :.H
around between a divorce and a second marriage. That means ﬂrmﬁﬂ WQM

had i . i
approximately 16,425 occasions to drive some man mad. The creation
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of this soup was a matter not of chance, but of necessity. It is a Emnmom:%

infallible %_:.o%.ﬁmo that 1 always f

ix after some terrible fight, a flag of

truce that allows me to make peace without humiliating :d.w@:, too

/ smell i e message.
mﬂomzw. My opponent has only to smell it to understand the messag

RECONCILIATION SOUP

Qd\m\cs,ﬁb.ob

If you can’t find fresh mushrooms and must
:m\o the dried ones, soak them in /2 cup of
good red wine until they spring up happily;
in the meantime, while they’re soaking, 1
calmly drink the remainder of the wine.
._,rc:\_ mince the garlic clove for the pure
pleasure of smelling my fingers, because |
could just as easily use it whole, and then

sauté it with all the mushrooms in the olive

oil, stirring vigorously for a few minutes
I've never counted, but let’s say 5. 1 add the
stock, the port, and the truffled olive oil—
not quite all of it, I leave a couple of drops

.to dab behind my ears; let’s not forget, it’s

aphrodisiac. [ scason with salt and pepper, and cook over low heat s‘.:r
the lid on until the mushrooms are soft and the house smells like
Heaven. The last step is to process it in the blender; this is the least
poetic part of the preparation but unavoidable. The soup should end up
with a slightly thick texture, like mud, and with a perfume that makes
you salivate and awakens other secretions of vo&% and soul. I put on my
ro.ﬁ dress, paint my m:moﬂ:m:m red, and serve the soup, in warmed

s ished wi Csour cream.
bowls, mm;_vrr; with a dollop of sou

Qb%\d&.&h\h

¥, cup chopped Portobello
mushrooms (if dried, % cup)

Y cup chopped porcini
mushrooms (if dried, % cup)

1 cup brown mushrooms

1 clove garlic

3 tablespoons olive oil

2 cups stock (beef, chicken, or
vegetable)

% cup port

1 tablespoon truffled olive oil

Salt and pepper

2 tablespoons sour cream

N\\c§\éx ife

The mm\gwq.\ Q\ (Wine

Nectar of the gods, consolation of mortals, wine is a marvelous beverage
that has the power to drive away worries and to give us, though it be for
but an instant, a vision of Paradise. No one can argue the aphrodisiac
power of wine: in moderate quantities it dilates the blood vessels, carrying
more blood to the genitals and prolonging erection; it lessens inhibitions,
relaxes, and fosters joy, three fundamental requirements for good perfor-
mance, not only in bed but at the piano as well. In my distant youth, I
believed that white wines were served during the day and red wines at
night. Later someone tried to rescue me from ignorance by offering me
his version: white wines are for women and red for men, a heresy capable
of felling an oenologist with a fatal stroke. We are talking about an ancient
and elaborate art to which countless volumes have been devoted through
the centuries; it would be a blasphemy to try to sum them up in a couple
of sentences. It has taken me several decades to learn some basic princi-
ples; from the beginning, I state my ignorance.

In expensive restaurants, I smell the cork, chew the first sip with an
expression of profound concentration, and then return the bottle, com-
plaining of a certain acidity. That always impresses the waiter and earns me
a little respect. The truth is that I have a bad head for alcohol and with the
second glass I start taking off my clothes and skipping down the street. The
theoretical part of this chapter wasn’t at all difficult; I sought the counsel of
experts and consulted a half dozen books, but the practical part cost me
more than one cold. My neighbors think I belong to a euphoric nudist sect.

lalways wanted to have a wine cellar. I'm not referring to six bottles in the
back of a closet—that I have—but to a cold, dark cellar embroidered with spi-
derwebs and closed off with a wooden, triple-locked door whose keys hang at
my waist, a vault in which bottles of exquisite wines have lain for years. [ imag-
ine the ceremony of descending into the belly of the earth with a candle to seck
the perfect complement to enhance my dinner with my lover . . . all right, it

can just as well be with my husband. We had that tradition in my family. I don’t
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the place where they had set up their picnic to find that someone had stolen
all their clothes, and the professor’s car as well. Beside the weeping willow,

still silvery with chirping little birds, lay the Italian straw hat.

2@9&0@ the World”

T was born with my moulls open . .
entering hr1s Juicy world
o\ \VQQQWQ and lemons and . ripe sun
and the \&S\w and secrel \\\m,w% Q\ ‘women,
this world where dinner is in the breatl
e\ the sublle desert,
in the sprces 0\%%& distant sea
which late af \:W%\ Q\:\\ over %\m.mﬁ

Twas born somewhere between lhe brain and the pomegranale,
will a longue lasling lhe delicious textures
Q\ lhair and hands and eyes;
Jwas born out o\ the heart stew,
oul c\\ the N.\N\Sakm bed, to walk upon
this infinite earth.

Ywant fo \m&% you lhe \\02\&3 c\ rce
on this winfer EN.QQ\QSV
lhe aroma o\ .SS@\ soups,
lhre scent Q\;V.Qn.\da\ candles
lhat \m\\on& me around lhis cedar %QFEN
Y want to \\m@Q\ you thre lavender
that \N\\w up oul Q\Aqm.\.\s.b poems,
and the cinnamon 0\ ,Q\c\e\m: %QM\E%V
and the ,C.E\;\m oy we see
in the ,W\WY when we \Q\\ in love.

&\c\mxd lite

Jwant to \.me\ you the pungen! sorl
where I lrarvested. \Q\.\\Q\‘
Twant to \\mma\ you lhe memories
resing oul 0\\ the aspen logs
when T split them, and the pingon smoke
lhat .QQ\\MNZ. around the liouse on a still, a\%u%\w
and the mums \m.\\ %& the bitchen door.

—Excerpted from the poem by James Tipton, 1995

@NQ@...

Appetite and sex are the great motivators of history; they preserve and
propagate the species, they provoke wars and songs, they influence reli-
gions, law, and art. All of creation is one long uninterrupted cycle of diges-
tion and m@.ﬂ:&g c<oJAE:m in life is reduced to a process of organisms
mm<o:1:m one another, ?%womcomzm themselves, dying, moﬂ.s.:ﬁ:m the
earth, and being reborn transformed. Blood, semen, sweat, ashes, tears,
and the incurable poetic imagination of humanity in search of meaning . . .

After a couple of complete trips around the world of aphrodisiacs, |
have discovered that the only thing that truly excites me is love. I fear,
however, that in these pages I have given the impression that I'm not a
romantic and therefore lack the authority to speak about the delirium of
love. Not so. Unfortunately, I'm the kind of person who believes in love at
first sight and then carries it a step further and marries. Oscar Wilde said
that “love is a mutual misunderstanding” In the fiftieth year of my life, I
look back upon my past and, in all fairness, find that I have to agree with
Wilde; even so, I have not become a total cynic and still can lose my head
over a man (I'm heterosexual but not fanatic) given the right circum-
stances, such as words whispered into my ear and a good hand at massage.



