from PMS. Like, hello, you're entitled
to be cranky after getting a death
threat, no?” Not one to be outdone,
the Chadian piped up: “You ladies
shouldn't complain — when I was
on the run from murderous Islamic
radicals, I still had to stop each time a
woman I passed on the street bowed
down to me. It's a culture thing in
Chad, you see.”

After a few glasses of wine, the
boasts would become more
aggressive, with no attempt at

Chilean in an octave higher than his normal speech. “These are what? Frogs’
legs? Gross! Yuck! Yuck! Yuck!” yelled the South African, leaping from her
chair. The Brazilian, meanwhile, poked at the ox tail until he began to
shudder uncontrollably for a few seconds. “I think I'm going to be sick,” he
said, “this tail still has some hair on it.” And so on, until each of the motley
crew had expressed some degree of revulsion with the food on their personal
platter (P;\Jersonally, I'd go for snail over frog any day).

Thus humbled by haute cuisine, us journalists had to let down our
respective bullet-dodging, free-wheeling facades and expose a more
vulnerable side — that part of our personality that squirmed at the mere
sight of spicy snail. I guess the best way to
counter bravado is to serve a mean combo y[ M c
platter of petit fours. m HW




