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Eggs in Stainless Steel



Chapter 1


“That was fucked up!” Shabnam said. “Explain to me why you picked this to be the first movie we watched together in our new house?”

“It was just on my mind,” Ben said. “Maybe it’s because that role was so different for him and got so much press at the time… it’s like us now becoming homeowners.”

“Yeah, that was unreal. I didn’t know he had that kind of range.”

“People are full of surprises.”

The credits were rolling. The movie had been about a scion of an ultra-wealthy family who was such a freak that his unchecked erratic behavior, shielded by money, eventually culminated in murder. Ben and Shabnam put their ice cream bowls in the dishwasher and got ready for bed.

“We should make love to rinse the foul images from that movie out of our heads,” Ben said.

“We should… if those images don’t distract us. And we may have stayed up too late to get the movie watched. I’m tired.” Shabnam said.

“Very well,” Ben said. “Let’s snuggle and read and see how we feel in the morning.”

How they felt in the morning was much better, and they made love in the mischievous level of darkness cast over the bedroom by the sunlight straining to sneak around the blackout curtains.

“I went down a rabbit hole last night reading about that family from the movie,” Shabnam said, stroking Ben’s hair. “We should look into stainless steel pans. My— our— pans are gross. They’re crumbling. Those flakes are going into our bodies. That stuff is carcinogenic. It’s a scam on the American people.”

“It’s very sexy of you to say that,” Ben said. “I’ve heard that other kinds of pans are challenging to cook with.”

“Maybe so,” Shabnam said. “But ours are falling apart, killing us to enrich those creeps.”

“I suppose you’re right,” Ben said. “It may be another one of our many rites of passage.”

“Will you conduct some research about what we should buy?” Shabnam said.

“That will be fun,” Ben said. “I would like to buy something we can confidently hang on to for life. Can’t they last twenty years or more?”

“Yes. It’s a good investment if we can take good care of them. They require some more involved maintenance. For example, you have to wash them in a particular way so they don’t rust.”

“These pans are sophisticated creatures with high standards,” Ben said. “It is good practice for a baby.”

“I’m concerned about choosing on purpose to have more work to do. Sometimes keeping up with everything we already have to do feels overwhelming.”

“We may find it worthwhile to rise to the occasion in order to stop ingesting toxins,” Ben said.


Chapter 2


A month later, the pans arrived in a big box.

“I like watching you carry that,” Shabnam said as Ben put it on the table.

“It’s important to lift with your knees instead of your back,” Ben said.

“Please remember to wipe down the table.”

“Okay.” Ben opened the box and began to take out the items, throwing cardboard and plastic aside. He performed a lateral raise with a pan. “You could work out with these.”

“They’re tri-ply,” Shabnam said. “Aluminum between stainless steel. Chefs use these. Chefs want to feel like they could kill someone with the pan if they had to.”

“Yes— if the zombies crash through the windows, I’ll reach for one of these. I read once somewhere that food tastes better to people if they eat it with a heavier fork. Maybe a similar phenomenon is at hand here. By itself, the weight of the pan will make the food taste more important.”

“They’re so shiny,” Shabnam said. “There’s a special powdered cleaning agent we will have to buy at some point in order to keep them looking good.”

“Hmm. You probably would not want to murder a human with these. Look how perfectly I’ve left fingerprints.”

“That makes me anxious,” Shabnam said.

“It shouldn’t be a big deal to wash it off. These really are shiny. It’s like I’m holding a selfie stick.” He walked around the kitchen theatrically. “What’s up, internet! Today we will be attempting to cook on our new stainless steel pans.”

“You want to try them today?”

“Why not? We haven’t had brunch.”

“We have to figure out how to use them. You have to learn a different way to cook to keep shit from sticking to them.”

“Then unless you are dying of hunger right now, that’s what we should do.”

“It’s freaky that this moment is finally here. I read that the metal is full of little pores that on nonsticks is filled with the nonstick stuff. Just imagine eggs and shit in the pores and not being able to get it out. Evil incarnate.”

Ben looked out the window at their new backyard. Razors of grass luxuriated in the heat, daring him to endure sweat, noise, cost, and doubt to tame them. “Yeah… what if we get them gross?”

“We still have the nonstick ones. We don’t have to throw them away yet.”

“We could wait forever.”

“Let’s see what the internet says about how to use these,” Shabnam said.

Ben abandoned the couple pans that he had taken out and lay on the dining table. They went out to the patio to synthesize vitamin D and make up their deficits from apartment life.

“Oh no,” Ben said, holding his phone against his forehead.

“What did you find?” Shabnam said.

“It’s a thread where someone asked, ‘What’s the technique for cooking eggs in stainless steel?’ And one of the top replies says, ‘The magic technique is to use a nonstick pan for eggs.’”

“A lot of people do that,” Shabnam said. “They keep one nonstick around just for eggs. Eggs are notoriously hard.”

“But… eggs…” Ben said, melting into the soft cushion of the chair, his eyes closing off to the cool morning light.

“Our system’s been working,” Shabnam said. “Since the dawn of time, I’ve made the potatoes and you’ve made the eggs. Look how strong we are.”

“Since the dawn of time.”

“Time didn’t dawn till I met you. Forget anything that anyone said to you before that.”

“’The magic technique is to use a nonstick pan for eggs,’” Ben said.


Chapter 3


Ben brought his laptop to Shabnam and showed her the frame on which he’d paused a video. “The key is temperature management. When the pan is hot enough, if you throw some drops of water on it, it’ll bead together like this, instead of sizzling away immediately. It’s the Dampfschuh effect.”

“It says ‘Leidenfrost,’” Shabnam said.

“So it does,” Ben said, “but I don’t like that name. For one thing, everyone keeps saying it ‘lee-den’ instead of ‘lye-den,’ which bugs me. Furthermore, it’s inappropriate to have the word ‘frost’ appear anywhere near a concept that is about heat and boiling. So in my headcanon, I’ve renamed it to the Dampfschuh effect. It means vapor shoe, because the steam insulating the liquid is like a shoe.”

“That is quite nice,” Shabnam said. “We will seek the Dampfschuh like a jackalope. But… it feels like a magic trick. The world shouldn’t work that way. How does water just float on a very hot pan?”

“That’s just apparently how it works,” Ben said. He clicked over to a wiki tab and pointed at a diagram. “A little of the water boils immediately, which, like, poofs up the rest of the water and keeps it from actually touching the rest of the pan.”

“So we have to use witchcraft to figure out the right temperature,” Shabnam said.

“Without a thermometer or the honed instincts of a chef, yes, I guess,” Ben said.

“It’s two o’clock,” Shabnam said. “My tummy is screaming.”

“We have to try,” Ben said.

“This could all be a waste of time,” Shabnam said.

Ben went over to an empty space of the kitchen counter and sat on it. “This spot is where the banana hook should go,” he said. “No more heaping them on top of the refrigerator. Um, we should try.”

“Okay. Will you wash the pans gently so they are ready for their maiden voyage?”

“I will. In the meantime, research how to do the potatoes, and what exactly to do with the oil. I guess we can’t just go la-di-da, whatever. And don’t say ‘maiden voyage’ to describe this.”

“You don’t want to think of yourself as a cooking virgin?”

“I don’t want to think of the Titanic. An overconfident catastrophe.”

“If we use them and maintain them well for twenty years,” Shabnam said, “they’ll have cost only a few bucks a year.”

“Yes. It will have been a good idea.”

“But they can’t get too hot or too cold. And you can’t cool them down by dousing them in cold water. That will fuck them up. You have to just let them rest.”

“Neither of our families use them, from what I remember.”

“I told my mom we were ordering some and she advised me not to.”

“Yeah, I bet.” Ben kicked his legs cagily, as if sitting on the edge of a swimming pool. “I didn’t tell anyone about it.”

“You’ll wash them very well,” Shabnam said. “Just concentrate on the present. Like that monk you told me about who loves to wash the dishes.”

“Yeah.” Ben gripped the counter’s edge. “Let me go to the bathroom first.”

“I’ll try to see if I can nail the— what did you call it? Dampfschuh?”

“Yeah.”

“I’ll just practice in the meantime. When you come out I will be a Dampfschuh master, and I can help you.”

“Okay.”


Chapter 4


“This makes no fucking sense,” Shabnam said.

“What’s wrong?” Ben said, coming back into the kitchen. “Oh. Hmm. I see. There are no potatoes yet.”

“Well, you were going to wash the pan anyway, before I put food in.”

“Oh yeah. But I haven’t heard you whoop and cheer
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