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      Sweet Temptations
     

     
      by Eva Adamsen
     

    

    
    

    
     I’ve always had a passionate relationship with food. My father spent a period as a weekly commuter when I was two years old, and my mother thought that she could skimp a bit on our midweek dinners. No chance. I screamed and had tantrums if she didn’t put her heart and soul into it. Later, my voracious appetite and obvious love of food became a consolation in her boring housewife’s life. Because my father had a simple attitude to food. It was nothing more than nourishment that the body needed. So he chewed his way methodically and thoroughly through what was put in front of him. Neither complaining nor praising. I don’t think he even noticed any difference, because he just didn’t seem to have the ability to enjoy things.
     

     

     Maybe that’s why he would get so annoyed with me at the dinner table. For him, his daily toil was what gave us our daily bread, which meant that food had to be eaten with reference. And that meant silence. Oppressive silence. Instead of being a ritual that united the family, mealtimes became a nightmare. For me, at any rate.
     

     

      My mother was a great cook, and strangely enough, he accepted that I, and only I, gave her praise and recognition. What he did not allow was accompanying sounds like slurping or lip-smacking. My mother didn’t either, for that matter. It wasn’t polite. So I learned to sit still and eat in silence. Or so I thought. But according to my father, I was anything but silent. I made noises, and he would work himself up into a massive frenzy when I denied being anything other than quiet and reverent. My mother’s pleading glances made me try my hardest to perfect my table manners, but they were never up to my father’s strict standards.
     

     

     So I kept myself to myself at home. In every way. But I could relax with my friends. With them, the swear words and jokes would come pouring out of me. I threw myself uninhibitedly at food at parties. I laughed and chatted and enjoyed eating and drinking.
     

     

     The first time I realised that my relationship with food was erotic was when I was 18. I’d argued with my boyfriend because he didn’t want to come with me to the other side of town, which is where they sold strawberry-flavoured soft ice cream. He thought that I could make do with ordinary soft ice cream. But I had been dreaming about this soft ice cream all week, and I wouldn’t give in.
     

     

     

     

    

    
     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

    

    
    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy Queen of the Kitchen.

    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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