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Pieces of Food, Slices of Life 
by Susan 
~~~~ 
 
It was quite simple, really. 
 
A liverwurst sandwich and some root beer brought 
to a friend who hadn't eaten for hours. 
 
But then she handed the sandwich to him, and  
they began to talk. 
 
And she began to say some things to him about  
taking risks, about how she wouldn't put  
herself on the line for anyone but him. 
 
And it quickly became complicated. 
 
No one had ever placed so much faith in him  
before, and inside he felt himself begin to  
panic. 
 



How could she say something like that to him,  
but even more importantly...did she really  
mean it? 
 
How could she believe in him so completely when  
no one else did? 
 
Not quite sure of how to respond to her comment,  
he did what he always did when he was afraid of  
what he was feeling. 
  
He made a joke. 
 
Later that night when he thought of their  
conversation, he couldn't help wondering if  
what he'd said to her wasn't a joke at all. 
 
Maybe it really could be love. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
They were dying. 
 
Trapped on an abandoned ship floating in the  
middle of nowhere, they were slowly losing  
their battle to live. 
 
She had gathered all the liquid she could for  
them to drink, although it was barely enough  
for one, let alone enough for the two of them. 
 
She insisted he take it, he insisted she should  
have it, but each of them refused to deprive  
the other. 
 
Minutes later when the ship experienced a  
sudden shift, the small amount of nourishment  
tumbled to the ground, leaving both of them  
with nothing. 



 
They still had each other though, and she had  
to keep trying to save them. 
 
She *had* to. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
They sat in a diner in the middle of nowhere  
and decided their future. 
 
With their half-eaten lunches on the table and  
choices to be made, they talked about their  
families and about finding justice. 
 
And in the end, he put his trust in her and  
let her decide their fate. 
 
She chose to be with her sister. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
He never remembered her birthday. 
 
But this night he did. 
 
He gave her...no, he *presented* her with a  
cupcake and a smile that she had never seen  
before. 
 
She liked it. 
 
And when he gave her a present too, she could've  
sworn she actually felt her heart skip a beat. 
 
The gift he had picked out for her was a key  
chain, not something she really needed or  
particularly wanted, but she liked it because  



of what it represented. 
 
But more than that, she liked it because it  
was from him. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
In a smoky nightclub, they picked a table down  
front and ordered drinks. 
 
They went there to try to make someone else  
happy, to give him his dream. 
 
The music played and the lights sparkled and  
before they knew it, they were up on their  
feet dancing. 
 
Their bodies swaying in perfect time, their  
hands tightly clasped, they couldn't stop  
smiling at each other. 
 
And on that night, in the midst of all the 
darkness, they got the chance to be happy too. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
She'd watched him struggle to eat the scrambled 
eggs on the breakfast tray, his eyelids getting 
heavier with each bite. 
 
He needed to eat, needed to get back his  
strength, and though it was all he could do  
to lift the fork to his mouth, she didn't  
stop him. 
 
He was trying so hard to fight the medication 
he'd been given and then he no longer could,  
his eyes closing as his fork fell from his  



fingers onto the bed. 
 
She picked it up and set it on the tray, then 
pushed the table away and moved closer to his 
bed. 
 
Her eyes now focused on the bandage on his  
forehead, she tentatively touched the spot  
above his brow where he'd been shot. 
 
He'd risked everything for her. 
 
Everything. 
 
Swallowing the lump in her throat, she let her 
fingers brush across his cheek, then lowered 
her hand down to the bed to protectively rest  
on top of his. 
 
Because of him, she was alive, and though her 
frostbitten cheeks burned and her body ached 
with exhaustion, she'd stay there beside him 
until he woke. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
Stuck in the office on a Saturday, she decided  
that she didn't really want to work at all. 
 
She wanted to play. 
 
And so she carefully unwrapped her nonfat  
Tofutti rice dreamsicle. 
 
And she waited for him to play too. 
 
Not one to resist a challenge, he set his work  
aside and joined her in a game of flirting. 
 



They both won. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
They sat on his couch, waiting for the movie  
to start. 
 
Sharing a bowl of popcorn, they clinked their  
beer bottles, and he talked about how  
disappointed he was that he wasn't able to make  
the world a happier place. 
 
But she wasn't disappointed. 
 
She was already happy.  
 
 
~~~~ 
 
Now that she was pregnant, she was often hungry  
for pizza, and so he brought one over to her. 
 
He also had a gift to give her, a family  
keepsake that he really wanted her to have. 
 
Watching her as she opened up the package and  
pulled out the dark-haired rag doll that once  
belonged to his sister, he wondered if someday  
their child would play with it. 
 
He hoped so. 
 
Gently touching its delicately embroidered face,  
she smiled and thanked him. 
 
Not just for giving her the doll, but for giving  
her an even more important gift.  
 
The gift of courage. 



 
The courage to trust and to love. 
 
But most of all, the courage to believe. 
 
 
~~~~ 
 
They sat on the bed together, their knees  
touching, a bag of burgers and fries between  
them. 
 
They'd been too afraid to stop driving before,  
and it had been hours since they'd eaten. 
 
But now they were tucked away inside a dumpy 
motel room with a leaky faucet and a TV with  
only five channels that worked. 
 
She grumbled about how she shouldn't be eating 
greasy fast food, then greedily polished off  
her entire burger and half his fries. 
 
Tossing the empty bag into the trash can, he 
pulled her down onto the bed on top of him and  
kissed her. 
 
Her lips still salty from the fries, he closed 
his eyes and kissed her again, savoring the  
taste of her. 
 
They were together again. 
 
They were safe. 
 
And for now, nothing else mattered. 
 
 
~end~ 
 



 
*Did you enjoy the trip down memory lane as  
much as I did?:) I had a lot of fun writing  
about all of those "food moments", and I  
hope you enjoyed reading them. Were you able  
to guess which episodes I was writing about? 
 
In order, here's a cheat sheet: 
 
Tooms 
Dod Kalm 
Paper Clip 
Tempus Fugit 
Post-Modern Prometheus 
Fight the Future 
The Natural 
Je Souhaite 
Empedocles 
The Truth 
 
***You can read my stories and my personal  
backstory notes about them at my new site here: 
 
http://possibilities98.wordpress.com/ 
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