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The Vegan’s Delight 

Why can’t we just be normal? On a typical day of my childhood, this question 
clouded my every thought and action. On the most unusual day, it erupted from my 
gap-toothed mouth in front of my overly health conscious earth mother, in a 
desperate tone that could not be mistaken for anything other than a child’s plea to 
fit in. 
 
It was my ultimate challenge as a seven-year-old, chagrinned vegan. How could I 
possibly gain acceptance when my brown lunch bag (adorned lovingly with “XO, 
Mom”) stood for everything that confused me about my upbringing? 
 
Lunch was supposed to be my time of independence; it was the only time during 
the school day that was free from the watchful eye of my second-grade teacher, 
Ms. Rechtman. She was already skeptical of me after my mom tried to organize a 
field trip to Fresh Fields (now Whole Foods), so my classmates could learn about 
organic food. 
 
Lunchtime cheer buzzed around me, but never at me. “Hey! I’ll swap you one of my 
Lunchables for a few Dunkaroos!” was always chirped in favor of “Can I try your 
homemade miso soup?” Instead, I got mocked. “What’s THAT?” or “Ew!” were 
frequently shot my way. Each day, I calculatingly peeled back the aluminum foil on 
my vegan lunch in an attempt to foil my classmates. But the food that stared back at 
me only revealed how strange I appeared. 
 
My peers knew my lunches weren’t typical, even when my mom tried to abate my 
fussing by sending me to school with sandwiches. But they were nothing like the 
mouthwatering menu I surveyed in the lunchroom daily. They weren’t Michele’s 
slick, honey-roasted turkey sandwiches with extra Russian on a chewy Kaiser roll. 
The speckles of poppy seeds intrigued me as they became entangled with the neon 
orange dressing that dripped down her chin. They certainly weren’t Dara’s salty 
bologna sandwiches on Wonder Bread; the stripped, bleach-white bread so soft and 
compressible it didn’t matter that her two front teeth were missing. 
 
No, they were dense, impossible-to-swallow Ezekiel bread sandwiches slapped 
together with rubbery phony bologna—which was somehow deemed not phony by 
the addition of could-not-be-less-appealing-to-a-child alfalfa sprouts. "There had to 
be green somewhere," my mother insisted. 
 
It was all too much to handle: the teasing, the stares, and my inability to participate in 
the lunchtime circle of trading I longed to enjoy. So began the era of dumping my 
lunches. I decided I would rather have an empty, sloshing stomach than endure the 
twisted faces I was met with when I picked at my grilled tofu (never mind that I 
devoured this dish in the privacy of my own home). 



 
Each day, I would feel comforted by the thud that erupted in the lunchroom 
garbage can as my homemade meal plummeted to the bottom. I performed this 
ritual until the day my friend Brittany offered to buy me the Friday “hot lunch” pizza 
special with her extra change. She knew how strict my mother was since her first 
sleepover at my house, when she yearned for her favorite cheese crackers to no 
avail. “You know which ones! Goldfish!”, she proclaimed. I imagined the 
quintessential crunchy golden fish smiling back at me as they swam toward my 
mouth, savoring the thought of them disintegrating on my tongue and the smiles 
slowly fading away. 
 
On the lunch line, the rush of plastering myself to the cool tile wall enthralled me. 
We inched to the doorway that held all things “processed and artificial,” which were 
words ingrained in my mind from the time I learned to speak. I nearly floated down 
the driveway when I returned home that afternoon, but my head was quickly pulled 
from above the clouds. My mom unpacked my backpack, and to her dismay, she 
found my brown lunch bag wrinkled and torn with a barely recognizable avocado 
sandwich exploding from the foil, ready to never be seen or heard from again. 
 
With the exchange of a look, my mom was suddenly in on my secret. I wailed, “WHY 
can’t we just be normal?” Without hesitation, my earth mother began to throw out 
each and every health food item in our fridge and pantry with abandon. Right before 
my eyes, she became the Cup ‘o Noodles, Costco-sized tubs of smiling Goldfish 
mother I always dreamed of having¾before I even had the chance to let out a sigh 
of relief. 


