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Once upon a moon, a man and a woman made a deal. The man had

developed the unfortunate habit of staring into the woman’s eyes without 

speaking, so the woman spoke first. “You’re going to get what you want,” 

she said.

“Why are you telling me this?” said the man.

“Because I’m about to give it to you. Which means you can stop 

acting like the little lost boy who didn’t get what he wanted for Christmas. 

In about an hour, or less if you behave, you’re going to get what you want. 

But here’s the deal. After I give you what you want, you’re going to do 

something for me. Something big.”

“How big?”

“As big as big gets. The thing is, I can either tell you what you’re 

going to do, or not tell you. It’s up to you.”

“I think I want to know now,” said the man. 

“Okay, but once I tell you, you lose the chance to do what you’re 

going to do without me asking you to do it.”

“I definitely want to know now.”

After the woman told the man what she wanted him to do, 

his blood ran cold. For days, his desire for the woman—for her 

past, for her future, for the giddy, intricate world that lived 

inside her, for every hair on her head, for the smile on her 

face, for the sound of her voice, for the way she folded her 

hands, and for the way she held still—had brought the 

man’s blood to a slow boil. But now that he knew what 

she expected of him, he wanted her less than he had 

wanted her before he knew. 

He still wanted her. The desire beat inside his 

chest like a second heart, or maybe a heart within

a heart. As a boy, he had wanted games. As a young 

man, he had wanted sex, drugs, and rock and roll, 

and as those experiences delivered themselves, 

sometimes separately, other times in bundled layers, 

they fed his lust and thrilled his curiosity in ways that 

made him feel more lucky than good. As a grown man, 

he had never wanted anyone or anything as much 

as this woman. And now here she was, in the flesh, 

telling him in no uncertain terms that she was about to 

give herself to him, about to let him do with her what 

he had experienced only at the blurred edges of his 

dreams. What was she up to? Didn’t she understand 

that not knowing was more exciting than knowing?

The woman touched his arm. “Relax,” she said. 

“I was only kidding. After I give you what you want, you 

can leave. You don’t have to call me everyday, or act like 

you can’t wait to see me again. You can go and tell your 

buddies how easy I was, how I did all the work. You 

don’t have to spend the night. I’ll always belong to you, 

but you don’t have to belong to me.” 

“What if I want to belong to you?” said the man.

“Can we please avoid ‘what if?’” said the woman. “At all costs? Now

 and forever?”

“Sure. But if I spend the night, there’s one thing you should know.”

“Okay.”

“I’m not perfect. The more you’re around me, the less you’ll like what you see.”

“I’m not asking you to be perfect.”

“Good. Great. What are you asking me to be?”

“I’m asking you to be here.”

“With you.”

“Can we go outside?” said the woman. She took the man’s hand and led him 

out onto the porch. A crescent moon was overhead, near the center of the sky. 

Which brings us to the Pascal Redon Champagne Brut Rosé.

In the glass, Redon’s Brut Rosé is a study in the art of love. The bead is

a spiral of lace. The color is a clear, available, rosy copper. The mousse dances 

on top of the copper the way moonlight dances on the ocean. At first, the 

bouquet is delicate and guarded—until it becomes feral. On the palate, the 

Redon gets to the point. Its flavors are layered, a raw menagerie, but it 

delivers those layers all at once. The finish is long and slow and lovely, like 

a friendship that turns the corner and becomes a matter of the heart.

Pascal Redon’s Brut Rosé is available through Fat Cork,

a store in Seattle that specializes in grower Champagnes. Bottles 

are $49. Magnums are $119. You can order with confidence 

through fatcork.com. 

“Should we make a wish?” said the man.

“Why not?” said the woman. “Let’s make it out loud.”

“My wish—our wish—is that we never get everything we 

want from each other.”

“So we’ll always want more?”

“Exactly. Now and forever.”

“That’s a good wish,” said the woman. “If I had a glass

in my hand, I’d drink to that wish.”

After the woman gave the man what he wanted, the 

man’s blood began to boil again. It boiled, slowly but surely, 

for the rest of his life. People would meet him and make 

comments about the hunger in his eyes, about the way he 

blushed, and about his weakness for salacious remarks. The 

woman was the only person who knew the truth. She had 

fallen in love with a man who had wild blood his veins, and 

she could make it boil with nothing more or less than her 

smile. As the years went by, the man and the woman turned 

into memories of themselves, memories of the night when 

they made their deal, made their deal and honored it, once 

upon a moon.
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