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Introduction




    ‘A woman is only a woman, but a good cigar is something rather special’ Rudyard Kipling didn’t quite say that – for all that he was an excellent writer – but he was very much a man’s man. And for such a red-blooded male, women and cigars both belong to the heady domain of personal pleasure. A pleasure that is both noble and elegant gratifies the senses with its delicacy and refinement. The mere mention of the word ‘cigar’ may be enough to evoke a whole panorama of mental images and arouse the Epicurean that otherwise lies dormant in all Havana-cigar-smokers.




    Such mental images all have a feminine counterpart. The colour of the cigar comes first. It may be comparable to a smile, a look, even the view of a body comfortable in the knowledge of its own beauty and incontestable charm. It may hold the promise of the exotic, the racy, the warmly smiling.




    Then there is the smell which, in its turn, assails the nostrils of the willing victim. Just as a perfume has its own characteristic fragrance, the smell of a cigar is indissolubly linked with its colour. It may be strong and pungent, or it may be discreet and even weak. And it comes from the Caribbean where, perhaps – just perhaps – the women who make the cigars practise the strange custom of rolling them on their thighs ...




    Such seductive qualities conspiring together so shamelessly nonetheless eventually lead the smoker to the stage of testing the cigar by touch. From tip to toe he caresses the body of the cigar, much in the way he might stroke the smooth skin of a woman. He enjoys the sensation, savouring the promises it seems to make him – and to which he will undoubtedly hold it, for a cigar cannot be unfaithful.




    When the magic has had its effect, it is time for the smoker to cut through the tip. This ‘circumcision’ performed with despatch, not to say panache, he lifts the cigar at last to his mouth. And he lights it. What follows is escape, release, euphoria – a level of pleasure that perhaps only a woman would otherwise be able to bestow… if she wanted to.
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      Floral themes are commonly represented on cigar-box labels. This one shows a tobacco plantation with palm-trees in the background.
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      A woman making a cigar in a cigar factory; photographer unknown.
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