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405 words 

 

 

Sugar Sandwich 

 

Once upon a time, when my mother still loved me, she put jingle bells on our shoes, so 

she could keep track of us. I loved the sound that came every time I put down my feet. Kato 

circumvented the purpose by walking so smoothly the bells never chimed. 

In the intervening years, I had learned to emulate my sister. I did this now, without bells, 

silently entering the kitchen in the middle of the night. I was hungry. But what could I eat?  

I couldn’t open the fridge. It wasn’t worth the risk, because Mom might hear it open or 

close. She slept fitfully, I was sure. I didn’t trust the pills she kept in a big picnic basket up on the 

shelf in her closet. Who knew what they did to her? 

Bread—soft, white, nearly flavorless—sat on the counter. Stealthily I opened the bag and 

pulled out one slice. One slice wouldn’t be missed. Then I climbed onto the counter and pulled 

open the cupboard door. Feeling around, my fingers closed on the sugar bowl. It was almost full, 

its weight told me. 

In the near-dark, carefully, I lowered it to the counter, so the lid resting on the spoon 

inside wouldn’t rattle, and took off the lid, putting it painstakingly, slowly, down on the yellow 

ceramic tiles. 

Then I breathed again, once, twice, before picking up the bread and resting it in my palm. 

One scoop of sugar, two, I spread onto the dry slice, pressing it in with the back of the sugar 

spoon. Not the actual sugar shell fastened with sterling wire that came out on holidays, just the 

ridged imitation one. 
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I ate it fast, gulping. Water I would get in the bathroom with my hand under the faucet. 

That could be explained, not eating sugar in the kitchen in the middle of the night.  

I climbed back on the counter, decided to put the sugar bowl and spoon back onto the 

shelf first, then put on the lid. I swept my face and lips with my hand, then felt the counter and 

the floor for stray crystals, making sure there were none left for anyone to find in the morning. 

The bread felt like a little lump of coal in my stomach. I breathed again, once, twice, and 

glided back to bed. 

Not much in the way of nourishment, but it would have to do. 
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