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Have It or Eat It

There are few instances in life in which it is appropriate to 
display an icing portrait of an individual’s face on a cake. A 

funeral is not one of them. My dad apparently didn’t realize the 
morbidity of slicing open a recently departed family member’s 
face at the reception, though he was reminded by the cries of my 
little sister as he took up his traditional role of food-carver usually 
reserved for Thanksgiving turkey, but which in special instances 
extended to cakes on birthdays and funerals. The guests (appar-
ently more sensitive to grief than my father) refrained from slicing 
into that section of the cake and spilling face crumbs. Instead, 
everyone ate the cake surrounding the frosting photo, leaving a 
soggy hunk of marbled dessert that would sit in our refrigerator 
for two weeks before it gradually grew blue spots of mold, as if to 
remind us all that Grandma can no longer eat the food you came 
here to get, and on the contrary, she’s molding over more quickly 
than the slice of cake itself.

Her kind and feeble elderly smile quickly grew into a smirk. 
Her voice rang in our heads with every trip to the fridge: “Heh, 
you wanted some milk for your cereal? How about some guilt for 
not getting to know me better?” Or, “Oh good choice, I always use 
Blue Bonnet on my toast. It just melts so much easier. But I guess 
you would know that if you had visited more.”

My appetite waned, and I didn’t eat anything but dry bread 
and tap water while her cake portrait was rotting in the fridge. 
Coincidentally, throwing out a baked-good effigy of the recently 
departed is about as frowned upon as slicing it in half. The dessert 
remained on the top shelf for an entire month as I wondered to 

myself what the proper procedure was in such a situation.
Burial seemed hokey, but cremation too severe.
A recurring image I had was of my family gathered on the 

edge of the Grand Canyon, garbed in funeral attire as my father 
gave a eulogy before letting the silver cake tray slip through his 
fingers and over the precipice, over which we would crane our 
necks as the cake grew smaller, all of us awaiting some sort of 
reassuring comic book “splat” as Grandma found her final resting 
place next to a cluster of sagebrush.

Someday I want to be famous enough for my face to be put 
on a cake that no one will ever eat out of some sense of rever-
ence. Sitting on a marble pedestal in the center of a foyer, the cake 
would be entombed like Lenin, but in a crystal cake display with 
a transparent cover (which would never be taken off, of course) as 
swaths of adoring pilgrims shuffle past, wondering what my face 
tastes like.

Instead, the foyer would most likely be a refrigerator, and the 
crystal case nothing more than a plastic cover from the grocery 
store the cake was made in. No pilgrimages would be made, apart 
from the occasional visit from a curious grandchild, until my 
sludgy tomb slid off its tray as it was dumped by my daughter-in-
law into the wastebasket from under the kitchen sink while her 
husband was at work and her kids were at school, none of whom 
outwardly acknowledge its disappearance.


