
EMOTIONAL NEUTRALITY (BASELINE)

What remains days later?Bathroom trip, jackets on

Attachment to a 
warm space, shared 
with friends, 
created by food

Waiting at the bar

I put the fork down several 
times. I engage Bronwyn 
and Brian in a conversation 
that loosely centers around 
personality psychology and 
diagramming.

The three of us share the 
salad. The Porchetta Louie - 
it’s like a chicken cheese 
steak. Hard to notice flavor, 
other than that it is very 
spicy.

We share the decision-map; 
Brownwyn notes that I 
have said little about my 
emotions in the decision 
map. “I’m all cognitions, I 
guess.” Nonsense, she 
counters, demanding that I 
retrace my steps and recall 
my emotions.

The waiter arrives to force the 
decision. “This is what I am 
struggling with,” I announce, and 
hold up my decision map that I 
have scratched onto a feedback 
card.

He takes no notice of my decision 
map. “Is the porchetta Louie 
unique?” I ask. He tells me YES. 
This is all I need to hear. I want my 
decision made for me. SOLD.

“It has all kinds of fennel and 
other spices in it. I can’t remember 
them all. Let me go back to the 
kitchen and check.”

“But I was sold already! No need! I 
hear the apple salad is good?”

Indeed it is, he informs me, so I 
order it.

How will others perceive 
my choice of food?

I wish somebody 
would make a 
decision for me

Little awareness of 
the passage of time

Focus on the 
superfluous details 
of restaurant

Deep conversation, 
emotional connec-
tion with my 
companions

Relief when the 
waiter disappears 
with my order

Don’t talk me out of 
my decision

Quick drink 
service and 
seats at the bar

I probably can’t go 
wrong with this menu

Decision-making program 
shorting out, resetting to 
defaults... settling.

EatingFinal Decision/OrderMulling over the menu

Anticipation Entry Engagement Exit Reflection
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Riding to restaurant

Kinda hungry

Dense
menu

Kinda tipsy

“Dinner in a city 
rarely disappoints.”

“I am hoping that 
this restaurant is 
rather dark, to fit the 
season. Bright and 
airy is not ideal, save 
that for spring-
time.”

“I would like rich 
food, but would like 
to finish with some 
acidic greens, to 
cleanse the palate.”

Bronwyn tells me the reviews say the 
apple salad is “divine.” I did want to 
have some acidic greens. But that will 
cost a lot of money with the 
pan-roasted chicken. 

Downsize? Maybe the waiter was 
right about the house bangers plate. 
But the house bangers plate is gonna 
be small. Two tiny sausages that taste 
really good.

Program shorting out, decision is too 
hard. Reset to defaults? Get the 
burger. That will be filling. Okay I 
could live with that. What else? Brian 
is talking about soup. French onion. 
This is the kind of place that would 
have a good French onion soup.

Come on, order something you 
wouldn’t cook otherwise. Porchetta 
Louie... I won’t be cooking pork any 
time soon.

The menu is a good 
size. One page, seven 
entrees. Rule of 
sevens.

What is good here? 
“The house bangers 
plate,” the waiter tells 
me. Hmmm. Not 
convinced.

It will be the 
pan-roasted chicken. 
Definitely.

“Are these people 
hipsters? No. 
Foodies. You can tell 
in that they don’t 
seem to all belong to 
the same tribe.”

Everyone with food 
in front of them 
takes little notice of 
the line of newcom-
ers that are packed 
into open-spaces in 
the bar, or flowing 
out the door.

“Is that a pork 
knuckle on that 
plate?”

“I should definitely 
order another drink 
with dinner.”
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The emotional experience of a 
rare dinner with friends at a rated 
restaurant with a real chef.

What remains of this 
experience is a warm, 
wood paneled space, the 
clutter on the walls, faces 
gently lit by ambient 
light, and loose talk of 
personality psychology, 
which seems to entrance 
Bronwyn.

The taste of the porchetta 
sandwich and the apple 
salad barely linger. They 
were means to an end. By 
meeting expectations, 
they facilitated good 
conversation.

The emotional memory of 
this experience will be 
labeled as “dining” - but 
perhaps it should be 
labeled as “connected-
ness?”

I am not aware of my 
feelings, good or bad, to 
the food I just ate. I feel 
satiated, but not stu�ed.

The mirror in the 
bathroom has expanding 
insulation spray foam 
around the frame. I 
remind Brian that he once 
made a set of antlers from 
this spray foam.

Waiter delivers menu


