
Inferno      

by Ulrik Remy 

 
Just one of those days: You come home from work, and it smells delicious. The best of all women is in the kitchen, 
dressed to kill, and her famous Salisbury steak, your favorite dish, is gently sizzling in the oven. Life just couldn’t be 
better, and that’s usually when disaster strikes. 
 
“You’re looking beautiful tonight, honey – “ 
 
“ What do you mean by ‘tonight’? Does that mean I looked fat and ugly yesterday?” 
 
“You never look fat and ugly, sweetheart. Never at the same time.” 
 
Bad mistake. This is not the time for honesty, not the time for sarcasm, not the time for lighthearted jokes. This is the 
time to run for cover. 
 
She stares at you, eyes widening, lips trembling, and “bwwwwh”, she darts into the nearest available bedroom, throws 
herself unto the bed, head under the pillow, legs shaking uncontrollably. Occasional sobs. 
 
In such situation, you have two options. Option number one: Turn on the TV and watch today’s NBA game. Have a 
drink. Don’t, for any kind of reason, go and comfort her. Option number two: Go and comfort her. 
 
If you choose option number two, the storm will be over in half an hour. If you choose option number one, it’ll take only 
thirty minutes, and you’ll have a game and a drink. Pick your choice and stick to it. In either case, don’t forget to turn the 
oven down. 
 
Half an hour later, she comes back from the bedroom, puffy-eyed, nose running, hair disheveled. This is not the time to 
say “you still look beautiful”. It’s not the time to say “you look awful” either. It’s the time to read the National Geographic. 
Looking contrite is an option but should not be overdone. 
 
Don’t ask if you can help her set the table. It only would delay dinner for another thirty minutes. 
 
Finally, dinner’s served, and it is better than ever. Incredible, what an additional half hour in the oven (on “warm”) does 
to a Salisbury steak.  
 
“This is delicious, honey – mhm! You are such a great cook.” Say it with your mouth full, that makes it sound more 
involved. Or, better don’t say it. The reaction will be immediate: 
 
“So you think a woman’s place is in the kitchen? You are such a male chauvinist pig – bwwwwh!” Repeat part one. 
 
Pal, this evening is over. Stick a fork in it. In the Salisbury steak, that is. 
 
Next day, in the office, the term ‘male chauvinist pig’ keeps chewing away on your conscience. You don’t want to be a 
MCP, you want to be a MVP. And you want dinner to be ready when you get home. Maybe you should – 
 
So you come home the next evening. The best of all women smells delicious, and the pork roast in the oven (your 
second favorite dish) is dressed to kill. But you, the moron on duty, say: 
 
“Honey, I’ve been thinking – you shouldn’t spend all your time in the kitchen. You should go out with your friends, have 
some fun, spend all the money on our credit card and then some – “ If you get this far, you’re one lucky guy. 
 
She’ll look at you, eyes widening, lips trembling – 
 
“So you don’t like my cooking?! Bwwwwh – “ and off she goes. Another half hour. Only problem is: Pork roast doesn’t 
get better if it spends an additional thirty minutes (even on “warm”) in the oven. It only gets drier.  
 
“Lasciate ogni speranza, voi ch’entrate”. These immortal words from the “Inferno” of Dante’s “Divine Comedy” should be 
engraved over the entrance to every wedding chapel. They mean: “Abandon all hope, ye who enter here” 
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