FEacquitE

The Man Who Mistook His Hat for a Meal

My father has always had some questionable eating habits, but this is getting

ridiculous.

BY DAVID SEDARIS JAN 29, 2007

We're in Paris, eating dinner in a nice restaurant, and my father is telling a

story. "So," he says, "I found this brown something-or-other in my suitcase, and I

started chewing on it, thinking that maybe it was part of a cookie."
"Had you packed any cookies?" my friend Maja asks.

My father considers this an irrelevant question and brushes it off, saying, "Not that I

know of, but that's not the point."
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"So you found this thing in your suitcase, and your first instinct was to put it in your

mouth?"
"Well, yes," he says. "Sure I did. But the thingis..."

He continues his story, but, aside from my sisters and me, his audience is snagged on
what would strike any sane adult as a considerable stumbling block. Why would a full-
grown man place a foreign object into his mouth, especially if it was brown and
discovered in a rarely used suitcase? It is a reasonable question, partially answered
when the coffee arrives and my father slips a fistful of sugar into the pocket of his sport
coat. Had my friends seen the blackened banana lying on my bed, they might have
understood my father's story and enjoyed it on its own merit. As it stood, however, an

explanation was in order.

For as long as I can remember, my father has saved. He saves money, he
saves disfigured sticks that resemble disfigured celebrities, and, most of all, he saves
food. Cherry tomatoes, sausage biscuits, the olives plucked from other people's
martinis; he hides these things in strange places until they are rotten. And then he eats

them.

I used to think of this as standard Greek behavior until I realized that ours was the
only car in the church parking lot consistently swarmed by bees. My father hid peaches
in the trunk of his car. He hid pastries in the toolshed and the laundry room and then
wondered where all the ants were coming from. Open the cabinet in the master
bathroom and, to this day, you will find expired six-packs of Sego, a chalky dietary
milk shake popular in the late sixties. Crowded beside liquefied nectarines and rock-
hard kaiser rolls, the cans relax, dented and lint-covered, against the nastiest shaving

kit you have ever seen in your life.



There are those who attribute my father's hoarding to being raised during the

Depression, but my mother was not one of them.

"Bullshit," she used to say. "I had it much worse than him, but you don't see me hiding

figs."

The reference to figs was telling. My father hid them until they assumed the
consistency of tar, but why did he bother? No one else in the family would have gone
anywhere near a fig, regardless of its age. There were never any potato chips tucked
into his food vaults, no chocolate bars or marshmallow figurines. The question, asked
continually throughout our childhood, was, Who is he hiding these things from? Aside
from the usual insects and the well-publicized starving people in India, we failed to see
any potential takers. You wouldn't catch our neighbors scraping mold off their
strawberries, but to our father, there was nothing so rotten that it couldn't be eaten. It

was people who were spoiled, not food.

"It's fine," he'd say, watching as a swarm of flies deposited its hatchlings into the
decaying flesh of a pineapple. "There's nothing wrong with that. I'd eat it!" And he

would, if the price was right. And the price was always right.

Because she fell for words like fresh-picked and vine-ripened, our mother was defined
as a spendthrift. You couldn't trust a patsy like that, especially in the marketplace, and
so, armed with a thick stack of coupons, our father did all the shopping himself.
Accompanying him to the grocery store, my sisters and I were encouraged to think of
the produce aisle as an all-you-can-eat buffet. Tart apples, cherries, grapes, and
unblemished tangerines: He was of the opinion that because they weren't wrapped,
these things were free for the taking. The store managers thought differently, and it
was always just a matter of time before someone was sent to stop him. The head of the
produce department would arrive, and my father, his mouth full of food, would
demand to be taken into the back room, a virtual morgue where unwanted food rested

between death and burial.



Due to the stench and what our mother referred to as "one small scrap of dignity," my
sisters and I never entered the back room. It seemed best to distance ourselves, and so
we would pretend to be other people's children until our father returned bearing
defeated fruits and vegetables that bore no resemblance to those he had earlier enjoyed
with such abandon. The message was that if something is free, you should take only
the best. If, on the other hand, you're forced to pay, it's best to lower the bar and not be

so choosy.

"Quit your bellyaching," he'd say, tossing a family pack of questionable pork chops into
the cart. "Meat is supposed to be gray. They doctor up the color for the ads and so

forth, but there's nothing wrong with these. You'll see."

I've never known our father to buy anything not marked reduced for quick sale.
Without that orange tag, an item was virtually invisible to him. The problem was that
he never associated "quick sale" with "immediate consumption." Upon returning from
the store, he would put the meat into the freezer, hide his favorite fruits in the
bathroom cabinet, and stuff everything else into the crisper. It was, of course, too late
for crisp, but he took the refrigerator drawer at its word, insisting it was capable of
reviving the dead and returning them, hale and vibrant, to the prime of their lives.
Subjected to a few days in his beloved crisper, a carrot would become as pale and soft

as a flaccid penis.



"Hey," he'd say. "Somebody ought to eat this before it goes bad." @img

He'd take a bite, and the rest of us would wince at the unnatural silence. Too weak to
resist, the carrot quietly surrendered to the force of his jaws. An overcooked hot dog
would have made more noise. Wiping the juice from his lips, he would insist that this

was the best carrot he'd ever eaten. "You guys don't know what you're missing."

Oh, I think we had a pretty good idea.

Even at our most selfish, we could understand why someone might be frugal with six
children to support. We hoped our father might ease up and learn to treat himself once
we all left home, but, if anything, he's only gotten worse. Nothing will convince him
that his fortunes might not suddenly reverse, reducing him to a diet of fingernail
clippings and soups made from fallen leaves and seasoned with flashlight batteries.
The market will collapse or the crops will fail. Invading armies will go door-to-door,
taking even our condiments, yet my father will tough it out. Retired now and living

alone, he continues to eat like a scavenging bird.

We used to return home for Christmas every year, my brother, sisters, and I making it
a point to call ahead, offering to bring whatever was needed for the traditional holiday

meal.

"No, I already got the lamb," our father would say. "Grape leaves, phyllo dough,
potatoes--I got everything on the list."

"Yes, but when did you get these things?"

An honest man except when it comes to food, our father would lie, claiming to have

just returned from the pricey new Fresh Market.



"Did you get the beans?" we'd ask.
"Well, sure I did."
"Let me hear you snap one."

Come Christmas day, we would fly home to find a leg of lamb thawing beneath six
inches of frost, the purchase date revealing that it had been bought midway through
the Carter administration. Age had already mashed the potatoes, the grape leaves bore
fur, and it was clear that, when spoken to earlier over the phone, our father had

snapped his fingers in imitation of a healthy green bean.

"Why the long faces?" he'd ask. "It's Christmas day. Cheer up, for Christ's sake."

Tired of rancid oleo and "perfectly good" milk resembling blue-cheese dressing, my
family began taking turns hosting Christmas dinner. This past year, it was my turn,
and those who could afford it agreed to join me in Paris. I met my father's plane at
Charles de Gaulle, and as we were walking toward the taxi stand, a bag of peanuts fell
from the pouch of his suitcase. These were not peanuts handed out on his recent flight
but something acquired years earlier, back when all planes had propellers and pilots

wore leather helmets and long, flowing scarves.



I picked up the bag and felt its contents crumble and turn to dust. "Give me those, will

you?" My father tucked the peanuts into his breast pocket, saving them for later.

Back at the apartment, he unpacked. I thought the cat had defecated on my bed until I
realized that the object on my pillow was not a turd but a shriveled black banana he

had brought all the way to Paris from its hiding place beneath the bath-room sink.
"Here," my father said. "I'll give you half of it."

He'd brought a pear as well and had wrapped it in a plastic bag so that its pus wouldn't
stain the clothing he had packed the day before but bought long before he was married.
As with his food, my father is faithful to his wardrobe. Operating on the assumption
that, sooner or later, even the toga will make a comeback, he holds on to his clothing

and continues to wear things long after they've begun to disintegrate.

Included in his suitcase was a battered suede cap bought in Kansas City shortly after
the war. This was the cap that would figure into his story later that night, when we

joined my sisters and a few friends at a nice Paris restaurant.

"So," he says, "I found this brown-colored something-or-other in my
suitcase, and I must have chewed on the thing for a good five minutes, until I realized I
was eating the brim of my cap. Can you beat that? A piece of it must have broken off

during the flight--but hell, how was I supposed to know what it was?"
My friend Maja finds this amusing. "So you literally ate your hat?"
"Well, yes," my father says. "But not the whole thing. I stopped after the first bite."

An outsider might think he stopped for practical reasons, but my sisters and I know

better. Because it didn't kill him, the cap was proven edible and would now be savored



and appreciated in a different way. No longer considered an article of clothing, it
would return to its native land, where it would move from the closet to the bathroom

cabinet, joining the ranks of the spoiled to wait for the coming famine.

WATCH NEXT

How U.S. President Have Reacted to Gun Violence | Esquire

WATCH NEXT

How U.S. President Have Reacted to Gun Violence | Esquire




READ NEXT

Super-Luxe Gifts for the Man Who Has Everything
READ NEXT



https://www.esquire.com/lifestyle/g1339/luxury-gifts/
https://www.esquire.com/lifestyle/g1339/luxury-gifts/
https://www.esquire.com/lifestyle/g1339/luxury-gifts/

Super-Luxe Gifts for the Man Who Has Everything


https://www.esquire.com/lifestyle/g1339/luxury-gifts/
https://www.esquire.com/lifestyle/g1339/luxury-gifts/

FOLLOW TO GET
THE LATEST & BEST POLITICAL COVERA
FROM CHARLES P. PIERCE

'i Follow With Facebook

MORE FROM

NEWS & POLITICS

Everytown Just Got More Followers Than = Some Thoughts on Rubio and the Park-
the NRA land Parents


https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/a18662642/everytown-for-gun-safety-nra-instagram-followers/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/politics/a18660358/rubio-cnn-gun-debate/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/a18662642/everytown-for-gun-safety-nra-instagram-followers/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/politics/a18660358/rubio-cnn-gun-debate/

| Barkers Have Arrived

iva

CPAC's Carn

Wayne LaPierre Is Not Backing Down


https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/a18658911/wayne-lapierre-cpac-speech/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/a18655651/sean-hannity-cpac/
https://www.googleadservices.com/pagead/aclk?sa=L&ai=CAQ_sWCWPWtL_O46wogaHoaGoDJHsmsNQ2qe82tIGrQIQASC744ckYMmGkIvApJgRoAHeoo2YA8gBA-ACAKgDAcgDmQSqBOEBT9DDG1dsXUf6LRM4XvLZ1N9aZtZnot98OvC-3D789qfC03r4FK2JXESppg2TarHR66wS4BpJiQYPcjNEynQW12AbktYwBVpOTxvhcL-ZZYAsMlSwB2K5her3k4owTjV2oLr-sRQVz9MxxJbPUnM17QE11WDF89zsHMbaGgPGxUX9OfVxrK7ljAwc2CmI2niSah3Us6xYotXQFURVtAn_VrSB-NmTDC-OnjyJieNk21zNOlf2LGpAhzbM07YZzyoNOiWhrm79X9g8HTdayo0fzJaW0ZjrYVEDJEiFEjUATHx74AQBoAYDgAemq7FmqAemvhvYBwHSCAcIgCEQARgDsQnxfk78cuyj14AKA9gTDA&num=1&cid=CAASEuRoNTegpklO3C1kYxCVHVCVKA&sig=AOD64_0rqjezfqpRnSYz8TAyKfieY6U5Mw&client=ca-pub-1301581561755234&adurl=https://ad.atdmt.com/s/go%3Badv%3D11167201177035%3Bec%3D11167201219514%3Bc.a%3D1030728633%3Bs.a%3Dgoogle%3Bp.a%3D1030728633%3Bas.a%3D50298832466%3Bqpb%3D1%3B%3Fbidkw%3Ddefaultkeyword%26dvc%3Dc%26h%3Dhttps://www.liligal.com/top-vc-197-1.html
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/a18658911/wayne-lapierre-cpac-speech/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/a18655651/sean-hannity-cpac/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/a18657418/cnn-gun-debate-town-hall-marco-rubio/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/politics/a18638836/billy-graham-evangelicalism-legacy/

Last Night's Gun Debate Was a Clarifying  Billy Graham Had a Good, Long Run
Moment

The Country Is Broken. The Kids Are Ship Uses Boiling Oil, Water to Fend off
Alright. Pirates
How Fox News Covered the Parkland Male Supremacy Groups Are Officially

Shooting Hate Groups


https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/a18657418/cnn-gun-debate-town-hall-marco-rubio/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/politics/a18638836/billy-graham-evangelicalism-legacy/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/politics/a18568553/parkland-shooting-gun-reform/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/a18568117/ship-philippines-boiling-oil-pirates/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/a18565131/fox-news-parkland-shooting/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/a18567172/male-supremacy-groups-southern-poverty-law-center/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/a18657418/cnn-gun-debate-town-hall-marco-rubio/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/politics/a18638836/billy-graham-evangelicalism-legacy/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/politics/a18568553/parkland-shooting-gun-reform/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/a18568117/ship-philippines-boiling-oil-pirates/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/a18565131/fox-news-parkland-shooting/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/a18567172/male-supremacy-groups-southern-poverty-law-center/

NEWS & POLITICS BIG FOOD IS NOT THE ENEMY

THE ABORTION MINISTRY OF DR. WILLIE PARKER THE DRUGGING OF THE AMERICAN BOY

THE SECRET WORLD OF GOURMET INTERNET STARTUP FOOD

EVERYONE, CHRISSY. CHRISSY, EVERYONE. HAVE FUN.

THE BEST LATE-NIGHT FOOD IN THE U.S.A. FATHER SALES FEATURES FOOD HATS


https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/
https://www.esquire.com/food-drink/recipes/a29411/burgers-not-the-enemy/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/a23771/abortion-ministry-of-dr-willie-parker-0914/
https://www.esquire.com/news-politics/a32858/drugging-of-the-american-boy-0414/
https://www.esquire.com/food-drink/restaurants/a10909/startup-food-091211/
https://www.esquire.com/entertainment/interviews/a29618/chrissy-teigen-interview-0914/
https://www.esquire.com/food-drink/recipes/g1244/best-late-night-food/
https://www.esquire.com/content/father/
https://www.esquire.com/content/sales/
https://www.esquire.com/content/features/
https://www.esquire.com/product/food/
https://www.esquire.com/product/hats/
https://www.facebook.com/Esquire
https://twitter.com/esquire
https://plus.google.com/+esquire/videos
https://www.pinterest.com/esquiremag/
https://instagram.com/esquire
https://www.youtube.com/c/esquire?sub_confirmation=1
https://esquire.tumblr.com/
https://preferences.hearstmags.com/brands/ESQ/subscribe2.aspx?authId=579C4F1D-8F2C-4898-9F2E-044CF1071AA9&maj=WNL&min=UNDEF
https://subscribe.hearstmags.com/subscribe/splits/esquire/esq_digital_footer_link
https://www.esquire.com/about/a26377/about-us/
https://www.esquiremediakit.com/r5/home.asp
https://www.hearst.com/press-room/
https://www.esquire.com/about/a2159/sound-off/
https://www.esquire.com/about/a26373/community-guidelines/
https://www.esquire.com/about/a39935/advertise-online/
https://www.esquire.com/about/a26375/about-our-ads/
https://w1.buysub.com/pubs/HR/ESQ/ESQ_nameAddrEntry_combo.jsp?cds_page_id=41134&cds_mag_code=ESQ&id=1422381776104&lsid=50271202561015217&vid=1
https://subscribe.hearstmags.com/subscribe/splits/esquire/esq_sub_footer_link
https://subscribe.hearstmags.com/circulation/shared/index.html
https://subscribe.hearstmags.com/subscribe/splits/esquire/esq_gift_nav_link_footer
https://www.esquire.com/promotions/
https://www.bestproducts.com/tech/
https://sweepstakes.esquire.com/
https://www.esquire.com/

Being Green Why Did I Get This Ad?

HEARST

MEN'S & ENTHUSIAST
MEDIA GROUP

A Part of Hearst Digital Media

Esquire participates in various affiliate marketing programs, which means we may get paid commissions on editorially chosen products
purchased through our links to retailer sites.

©2018 Hearst Communications, Inc. All Rights Reserved.

Privacy Policy  Your California Privacy Rights  Terms of Use  Site Map

Y



https://www.hearst.com/beinggreen/
https://www.esquire.com/about/a9268/oba-policy/
https://www.esquire.com/about/a2170/privacy-policy/
https://www.esquire.com/about/a2170/privacy-policy/#california
https://www.esquire.com/about/a26376/terms-of-use/
https://www.esquire.com/sitemap/
https://facebook.com/v2.10/dialog/feed?display=popup&link=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.esquire.com%2Fnews-politics%2Fa1024%2Fesq0699-jun-sedaris-1%2F&redirect_uri=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.esquire.com%2Fnews-politics%2Fa1024%2Fesq0699-jun-sedaris-1%2F&name=The%20Man%20Who%20Mistook%20His%20Hat%20for%20a%20Meal&description=My%20father%20has%20always%20had%20some%20questionable%20eating%20habits%2C%20but%20this%20is%20getting%20ridiculous.&picture=&app_id=171874009543995
https://www.twitter.com/share?url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.esquire.com%2Fnews-politics%2Fa1024%2Fesq0699-jun-sedaris-1%2F&text=The%20Man%20Who%20Mistook%20His%20Hat%20for%20a%20Meal&via=Esquire
mailto:?body=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.esquire.com%2Fnews-politics%2Fa1024%2Fesq0699-jun-sedaris-1%2F&subject=The%20Man%20Who%20Mistook%20His%20Hat%20for%20a%20Meal
https://facebook.com/v2.10/dialog/feed?display=popup&link=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.esquire.com%2Fnews-politics%2Fa1024%2Fesq0699-jun-sedaris-1%2F&redirect_uri=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.esquire.com%2Fnews-politics%2Fa1024%2Fesq0699-jun-sedaris-1%2F&name=The%20Man%20Who%20Mistook%20His%20Hat%20for%20a%20Meal&description=My%20father%20has%20always%20had%20some%20questionable%20eating%20habits%2C%20but%20this%20is%20getting%20ridiculous.&picture=&app_id=171874009543995
https://www.twitter.com/share?url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.esquire.com%2Fnews-politics%2Fa1024%2Fesq0699-jun-sedaris-1%2F&text=The%20Man%20Who%20Mistook%20His%20Hat%20for%20a%20Meal&via=Esquire
mailto:?body=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.esquire.com%2Fnews-politics%2Fa1024%2Fesq0699-jun-sedaris-1%2F&subject=The%20Man%20Who%20Mistook%20His%20Hat%20for%20a%20Meal

