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We had a friend, a holy man, who used to come over and make pizzas.

He had his own portable propane oven. On the days leading up to the 

nights when he made pizzas, he would arrive at two in the afternoon with 

his oven, a picnic cooler, and five bags of groceries. The cooler was full 

of Ziploc bags. Each bag contained a softball-sized lump of fresh 

pizza dough. After we unpacked the groceries, the holy man 

and my wife and I would prep until all of the cheeses, 

sauces, and toppings were ready. At six-fifteen, the 

holy man would light his oven. At six-thirty, after 

his oven got to 700°F, he would roll out a ball of 

dough until it was fourteen inches wide and one 

inch thick, then he would toss it into in the air. We 

have Polaroids of the holy man tossing the dough. In 

some of the Polaroids, the space between the top of 

his forehead—he’s waiting for the dough to come down,

so he can catch it—and the underside of the spinning 

dough reaches a distance of no less than four feet.

His first pizza was always the Gambas Borrachas, 

or Drunken Shrimp. The holy man would paint the 

dough with a chipotle-tomato-beer sauce, cover the 

sauced circle with shredded Muenster cheese, and 

then dot the surface with shrimp, cooked bacon, and 

scallions. As soon as the pizza went into the oven, all 

of our guests would arrive. I could never explain this 

phenomenon, and still can’t. It was like they were 

parked in formation at the bottom of our driveway, 

noses into the wind, waiting for that first, ineffable 

whiff of bacon flash-fired with shrimp. 

By the time the first pizza was ready, all the 

guests were seated at the table with their napkins 

unfolded in their laps and their forks and knives 

clenched in their hands. After removing the pizza 

from the oven, the holy man brought it into the 

kitchen, transferred it from the pizza peal to a cutting 

board, sliced it into twelve sections, drizzled the sections with salsa verde, and 

brought the sliced pie to the table, where it was greeted with a collective gasp. Five 

minutes later, all twelve sections were gone, and the second pizza was in the oven. 

On a good night, eight of us would go through six or seven pizzas.

I use the term “holy man” because our friend was a religious man, a man whose 

life was, is, and will always be devoted to practice. When he talked about his life, 

he used the word “practice,” though he never said “my practice,” “the practice,”

or “practice, practice, practice” the way doctors, lawyers, and musicians do. It was 

just “practice.” Not “practice makes perfect”—more like “practice makes practice.”

Most of the time, the holy man talked about the expressions on our guests’ 

faces. Because this was, as you may have guessed, metaphysical pizza, transcendental 

pizza, pizza that nourished body and soul. At least once during each of those evenings,

a guest would finish eating a slice of Gambas Borrachas, catch the holy man’s eye,

and say, “How did you do that?” To which the holy man would reply, “Bacon is God.”

Around nine-fifteen, the holy man would go outside, turn off his oven, come 

back inside, put his hand on my shoulder, and say, “Josh, I have to be up at four, 

so I’m going to go.” After the holy man left, my wife and I would sit around 

the table with our guests and reminisce about the pizzas. There was never 

room for dessert. Couple by couple, our guests would hug us, thank 

us for the evening, go out to their cars, and make their way down 

the driveway and into the night. Sometimes my wife would 

help me clear the table. Other times, I would find her 

asleep in her chair, with a gentle expression on her face. 

At that point, I would lift her from her chair, walk her 

into our bedroom, tuck her into bed, and return to the 

kitchen to face the dishes.

Which brings us to Earth Friendly Products Ultra 

Dishmate “Natural Pear.” 

Earth Friendly Products also makes Almond, Apricot, 

and Grapefruit dish soaps. As much as I like the Apricot,

I can’t go more than a day without using the Natural Pear. 

You can buy Earth Friendly Products’ dish soaps at Whole 

Foods, Kaune’s, or La Montanita Co-op.

If you like to cook, you like to eat, and if you like to 

cook and eat, you like to cook dinner for your friends. 

Nothing brings a smile to people’s faces like a dinner 

cooked especially for them. And when you introduce 

eight or nine bottles of great wine to that equation, 

chances are, your guests will be telling stories about 

that dinner for the rest of their lives. The only 

downside is the dishes. Somebody has to do them,

and that somebody might as well be you. 

If I could wash the plates, pots, pans, and 

silverware, take three Aleve, and go to bed, that

would not be so bad. My problem is, after I finish the 

dishes, I turn around and look at the table, which is 

covered with wine glasses. To leave them for the next 

morning strikes me as heresy, like leaving the dead and 

wounded on the battlefield. Those glasses held the wines in their clear, precise 

bodies. They delivered the sights, smells, textures, tastes, and sounds of those 

wines. They deserve to go to bed clean and shiny, within and without.

Putting Riedel wine glasses in the dishwasher also strikes me as heresy. 

That’s why, some time after midnight, I empty the sink, wipe it out, and refill

it with hot water, a dash of Comet, and a generous helping of the Ultra Dishmate 

“Natural Pear.” After I wash each glass, checking each rim for lipstick, I empty 

the sink, refill it with warm water, rinse the glasses, dry them with paper 

towels, and put them back in the cupboard where they spend their down time.

And then I go to bed, in a house where the air holds the scent of ripe pears.

One Bottle is dedicated to the appreciation of good wines, good times, and good dish 

soap, one bottle at a time. All content is ©2014 by onebottle.com. You can write to 

Joshua Baer at jb@onebottle.com.


