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Chapter One
Musings of a Vegetarian Traveller

Carnivorous man is the real threat to climate change
—Hard facts to swallow. (2006, January 13–19).
Guardian Weekly, 18.
Barbados has been rated as having the 12th fattest population in the
world. That’s according to a Forbes report.
—Bennett, D. (2007, May 4). Barbados: Twelfth fattest country in
the world. Barbados Correspondent Caribbean Net News

I had no thought of climate change when I became vegetarian, but it is comforting to discover that in becoming a veggie
(although not a vegan), I may have contributed in some small
measure toward saving planet Earth. But being veggie also
carries the potential for harm to Mother Earth, as I learn that
vast tracks of the Amazon are being turned into soya fields, either for food to feed people or for biofuel to feed vehicles. So,
it seems that the best way to help Mother Earth may be simply to die, and even then, one may not be entirely free from
blame—that will depend on how the body is disposed of.
I think that I should make it clear what this chapter is concerned with: It is not about food, at least only incidentally. Food
does not have a starring role. So, please don’t expect any information or guidance on things such as the best or worse vegetarian options, restaurants, or menus. I am pleased to say that there
is not one single recipe presented here. There are plenty of veggie cookbooks that cover these and related topics.
No, this piece is not about food, but rather, it is about the
interesting, diverting, amusing, distressing, provocative, and
irritating things that have happened to me as a vegetarian
1
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traveller. Being a black woman brings added value to the experience; trust me.
Another thing I should make clear is as to the kind of
vegetarian in regard to diet—as in almost everything else—
I generally believe in live and let live. I don’t consciously
hold negative views or attitudes toward people who eat meat
and/or fish, and I don’t believe that vegetarians are morally
superior to nonvegetarians based on diet alone. I can still
recall the anger and distress I felt when I heard that a male
friend of mine had been told by his girlfriend that she was
uncertain about their future together, because she did not
know whether she wanted her children to be “fathered by
a man who eats meat.” I was really amazed that a person
could show such lack of feelings and sensitivity toward another person in the interest of animal welfare. I think that I’d
been told about this incident on the assumption that I, as a
vegetarian, would sympathise with the lady in question. My
actual reaction quite surprised my informant. I said something along the lines of “I hope he told her that someone
with an attitude like that wasn’t fit to be a mother!” I know
that my views are unlikely to win friends and influence people among vegetarian hard-liners or veggie-fascists, as I’ve
heard them described, but then, I have no such aims. I have
always continued to cook meat and fish for the rest of the
family and guests, as I struggle to make sense of the world I
live in and reach some kind of balance in my own life. I lack
the confidence or arrogance to seek to impose my views and
values on other people—each to his or her own, I say.
Now, I must get on with the story about the journey that
ended in my becoming a vegetarian. The story began in my
homeland, Barbados. It is not an orderly tale that follows
a well-planned and highly organized schedule; like much
of my life, this transformation from carnivore to vegetarian
was unplanned and happened slowly over time. I did not experience a conversion on the road to Covent Garden Meat
Market or the local butcher’s, so don’t expect a tidy tale. The
story wanders and meanders here and there around the world
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as I travel and muse on the experiences that were a part of my
journey toward becoming a vegetarian and my life since.
As I said, my story begins in Barbados. Barbadians—
or Bajans as we like to be called—love meat, especially
chicken! When there is not a plentiful supply of chicken on
the supermarket shelves, there is always near panic all over
the island, almost as though the imminent arrival of a hurricane has been forecast. Barbados is known as one of the
few places on the planet where the American fast-food giant,
McDonald’s, was forced to close due to lack of patronage.
Barbadians rejected fast food, unlike the people of Moscow,
who after the fall of the Soviet Union and the rise of McDonald’s, queued in freezing snow to feed on Supermacs.
This Bajan sophistication about food and the rejection of
what passes for food at McDonald’s happened a long time
after I’d left Barbados, first to study in India and then to settle in England. When I was growing up in Barbados, things
were hard for most black families, and eating at McDonald’s
or any restaurant belonged in the realms of fancy. My early
childhood diet was a far cry from the boast about Bajans being among the largest consumers of chicken—or any kind of
meat. Dried codfish, imported from Canada, was our main
source of protein; even local fresh fish was often too expensive for our large family.
This brings to mind an event that occurred in the seventies. One of my brothers, in order to establish his political
credentials among the Bajan poor, let it be known that he
also came from poverty. To show how poor we were, one of
my brothers would say that our mother used to divide two
flying fish among our family of nine, and his portion was always the fish tail. Unfortunately, our mother heard this story,
and it hurt and upset her so much that she telephoned me in
England to seek reassurance that such a thing had never happened. I was able to comfort her and to reassure her that, although a devout Christian, she had never actually performed
a miracle with two flying fish. The fish tail/tale was a bit of
an exaggeration; we were not that poor.
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As the years passed, things began to change in Barbados.
My own situation was improved by the departure of several
siblings for abroad or away, as we cheerfully described it.
By the time I was a teenager, there were just two of the seven
children left at home, my younger brother and I. We were
living quite comfortably and enjoying meat and fish on a
regular basis. For me, this was a sign that we had moved
from being poor to being relatively well-off, and I had no
idea that there were people who actually chose not to eat
meat or fish. I have always been an avid reader, but somehow
up to that point, I’d managed to remain ignorant of the word
vegetarian.
My education in these matters began around the age of
nineteen when I had to consult a dictionary in order to answer a question about my diet. I was getting ready to go to
India to become a student at Calcutta University, and one of
the many forms that I had to complete required me to indicate by ticking a box whether or not I was vegetarian. Once
I’d found out the meaning of the word vegetarian, I knew for
sure that I wasn’t and was never likely to become one.
Three years of living in India, the land of the sacred cow,
did nothing at all to challenge or change my view of myself
as a committed carnivore; in fact, the opposite happened. In
India, I became quite a sophisticated meat eater. The Indian
subcontinent has so many delicious ways of preparing and
serving meat that, for the first time in my life, food became
a real pleasure.
This was a new world to me, and eating out in restaurants
or at friends’ homes was always a special event. However, no
meal was complete without meat; unless the meal included
meat, I felt as though I hadn’t really eaten. I recall an occasion toward the end of my stay in India when I was invited to
a friend’s house for a farewell lunch. It was a delicious and
sumptuous vegetarian meal made up of countless dishes.
Even so, afterward, I insisted on being taken by my
then boyfriend, now my husband Peter, to a restaurant for
a “proper” meal. You see, no meal was complete without
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meat, and on Thursdays, a supposedly meatless day in West
Bengal, my friends and I would search around Calcutta for
restaurants prepared to break the law. Meat always tasted
better on Thursdays. So, instead of becoming a vegetarian,
I actually introduced one of my vegetarian friends to meat; I
am happy to say that her conversion did not last long.
I left India in 1965, and later that same year, Peter and
I were married and we settled in England. At that time, I
knew how to cook one meat dish—pork, browned with caramelized sugar and then slowly sautéed—although, I would
not have used the word sauté. After a week or two of various combinations of this one dish, one evening Peter came
home with a present for me, a book, How to Cook and Eat
Chinese. Such a gentle hint could not be ignored, and so, I
started to experiment with quite satisfying results, so much
so, that I began to enjoy cooking. I even started studying
an original copy of Mrs. Beeton’s Family Cookery, a legacy
from Peter’s grandmother.
It wasn’t long before I was catering for dinner parties
where meat was always plentiful and cooked in all sorts of
interesting ways. I was extending my range and had begun
to experiment with different kinds of cuisine: Indian (of
course), Caribbean (naturally), Chinese, and even French.
Meat and fish were, however, always at the centre of my
cooking.
My road to becoming a vegetarian was a slow and painless one. I cannot recall ever having made a conscious decision to become a veggie: The change was gradual, spanning
many years, decades even. Because this process was such a
gradual one, I have no real plan or structure within which
to present my story. I can only tell it as I remember it, so I
will begin by highlighting some incidents on the road toward
my giving up meat. This was, for me, the most significant
change, but I was still not really a vegetarian because I was
still eating fish. I’d never really been fond of fish; the smell
as much as anything always turned me off. Even so, I continued eating it from time to time mainly to reassure the rest of
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the family that I was getting sufficient protein. But eventually, I gave up eating fish and only then did I become a true
vegetarian. This is the story of my conversion and of some of
my experiences as a vegetarian traveller.
Highlights on My Road to a Meatless Diet
Looking back, I think that the closure of Gibbon’s Butcher’s
Shop in Shepperton, Middlesex, was probably the first nail
in my meat-eating coffin. Gibbons was an old-fashioned
shop: Mr. Gibbons was a larger-than-life figure with his
white coat, chef’s hat, and an extremely red face. The meat
was real; it did not contain water to increase the weight or
any other additives, and the pork was proper pork. The resulting crackling was so good that there was always competition for it between Peter and the children. When that shop
closed, I started buying meat from the supermarket, but the
meat was just not the same. For a start, you could never get
proper crackling from the pork. I found myself becoming
less and less enthusiastic about meat, but it was more a feeling of unease and dissatisfaction with the quality rather than
a conviction that eating meat is wrong.
Then in 1967, while I was studying for a diploma in social studies, I was sent on placement to the Youth Employment Service in Ealing, West London. It was a regular part
of the job of Youth Employment officers to visit potential
employers to whom we would be sending school-leavers. So,
it happened that I ended up visiting Walls Factory and Abattoir. Because I was in training, I had to see how everything
was done. I followed my supervisor around in a somewhat
bemused state while various people, all dressed in bloodstained white overcoats, explained the intricacies of stuffing
pork sausages or electrocuting animals—not in that order.
The smell was overpowering and stayed with me for days,
even weeks, afterward. At the end of the visit, I was presented
with a large package of pork chops and sausages. When I got
home, I put the meat in the freezer. Over the months, I cooked
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it for Peter, but I could not bring myself to eat any of it. As a
result of the Walls experience, I stopped eating pork for quite
a while. I can’t remember how long this lasted, but eventually
the memory of my visit to the abattoir faded, life returned to
normal, and I went back to enjoying pork chops.
A few years later, another incident occurred—this one
had to do with chickenshit, which was being given away as
manure. Peter was a keen gardener and grew all sorts of fruit
and vegetables, so when he saw an offer of free chicken manure, off he went with our two children to get his share. I had
decided to pass on that particular outing in favour of a morning lie-in. When Peter and the children returned, I went to
help them unload the car only to find that one of the plastic
bags of manure had broken and spilt its contents in the car
boot. The smell was unbearable, much worse than the abattoir. Repeated cleaning made little difference, and it took
months before we stopped noticing it.
I told everyone who would listen about the problem, partly
to explain the smell and partly to see if they could answer
the question “What are they feeding these birds that their
shit smells so revolting?” No replies were forthcoming. It
also worried me that we were using that stuff as manure in
our garden. I could not believe that it could be good for the
plants or for us. The vegetables and fruits in the garden were,
after all, destined for our dinner table. No one else seemed
bothered, so I eventually gave up asking but ate much less
chicken. I also stopped buying factory-farmed chicken.
Set these experiences against the background of constant
newspaper reports of farmers overusing antibiotics and other
drugs, scary stories of what was going on in British food, especially meat production, and it is easy to understand why I
was not happy. Slowly, but surely, I cut my consumption of
all meat until, one Sunday lunch, Peter actually noticed that
there was no meat on my plate. When I explained that I no
longer felt inclined to eat meat, he just laughed. He said that
it would never last. I wasn’t sure myself, so I said, “Wait and
see.” That was more than thirty years ago.
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For the record, I do not eat pretend meat. I hate Soya burgers and sausages. When I was a meat eater, I did eat burgers
or sausages, so why should I, as a vegetarian, eat vegetable
matter made to look like meat? Anything that looks like meat
simply turns me off: And this has more to do with aesthetics than ethics. Now, let me move on to the next part of my
journey toward adopting a vegetarian diet.
Some Fishy Stories
By 1976, I’d completely stopped eating meat, but fish continued to be a part of my diet until 1996. During that time,
I did not think of myself as vegetarian because I did not regard eating fish as a quality of a vegetarian. I was hesitant to
accept the vegetarian label, not only because I don’t like labels but also because, at that time, it was inaccurate. Before
I go on to recount some of my vegetarian traveller’s tales, let
me take you down the fishy road that I travelled on the way
to becoming a true veggie.
I’ve always felt rather ambivalent about fish. It has to do
with an allergic reaction to food when I was a child that
caused me to itch and to come up in blotches and swellings
all over my body. I had allergy tests and, at one time, fish was
thought to be the culprit. My mother went to much trouble to
provide me with an adequate diet that excluded fish. Despite
her efforts, I continued to have the allergic reaction, and suspicion passed on to milk being the cause. I now believe that
milk was, in fact, the real culprit, but I must have become
used to it and the allergy has disappeared. This experience
left me slightly wary of fish, so I have never been a keen
fish eater, although I did enjoy seafood, lobster, and smoked
salmon as an occasional treat. And there was a meal of red
snapper that I will always remember as one of the most delicious meals I’ve ever eaten but which, in the end, actually
contributed toward my becoming a veggie!
It was in Corfu. The year was 1983, and Peter and I were
on our first holiday without the children since we’d been
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married in 1966. Corfu in October is perfect for walking,
and one day we set out for a walk. We walked and kept on
walking. We eventually arrived at a small seaside village. I
can’t recall the exact time of our arrival, but I suspect that it
was around three in the afternoon, and we headed straight
for the only bar, which doubled as shop and community hub.
No one spoke a word of English, but we managed to communicate in universal sign language, and were soon quenching our thirst with a couple of beers. We soon realized how
hungry we were; we’d walked a good many miles and, since
I never have breakfast, I was beginning to feel pangs of
hunger. We signalled our plight, and the lady of the house
signed for us to follow her. We did and, in an outbuilding,
she showed us a variety of fish hanging from the ceiling. I
pointed to the red snapper.
We went back to the bar to await our meal. We could smell
our dinner being cooked. The fish was being grilled on an
open fire, and my mouth began to water in expectation. I
was not disappointed; it was a simple but delicious meal.
Of course, we had a bottle of the local wine, so we did not
rush our meal, and by the time we’d finished, it was getting
dark. We did not feel happy about walking back in the dark,
so more signalling occurred, this time to enquire about a bed
for the night. Once again the lady of the house beckoned us
to follow her. This time our journey took us up stairs to a
bedroom overlooking the bay. The sun was beginning to set.
The fishing boats were tied up in the harbour. Outside was a
picturesque scene and inside, the big, fluffy bed looked extremely inviting. We paid for the meal and the bed.
I slept very well and in the morning, after Peter had his
cup of coffee and I my orange juice, we set off on our hike
back to the hotel. Everything was fine to begin with. I started
off slowly as is my wont, but soon enough I was well into my
stride and really enjoying myself. Then, about three miles
or so from our destination, trouble struck; the red snapper
was in a hurry to exit my system. I decided to say nothing
about it but to concentrate all my energies into controlling
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my natural functions. I felt sure that I could hold on for the
half hour’s brisk walk it would take to reach the hotel. In the
circumstances, brisk walking was out of the question, and
Peter soon noticed that I’d slowed down. I explained that I
was walking slowly to better enjoy the scenery; I could not
risk talking about my predicament, even to him.
The rest of the walk to the hotel was the longest half hour I
have ever walked. It was pure torture. Around every corner, I
expected to see the hotel, and it was never there. Had it moved
whilst we were away? Eventually one of the many bends in
the road proved to be the right one. As soon as I caught sight
of the hotel, I first increased my pace and then began to run.
I reached the hotel and more importantly the toilet; the red
snapper exited my system with alacrity, and my dignity remained intact. Some years later, I learnt that the red snapper is
a sweet-tasting fish, but it goes off easily, and I wondered how
long my red snapper had been hanging from the ceiling of that
room before we’d turned up in that village.
I have written about my near-death experience elsewhere
(Black Woman Walking, 2002), but I think the story bears retelling in this context. In 1993, Peter and I travelled from
Zimbabwe to Kenya using a variety of forms of transport,
including bus, truck, boat, train, and plane. Somewhere
along the road, I had picked up a bug that left me feeling
quite weak; by the time we reached Mombasa, I was not in
a good state.
The meal, which my friend had prepared, was fish based,
beginning with a prawn cocktail and, whilst the main course
for everyone else was meat, a seafood dish had been specially prepared for me. From the start, I had misgivings. I
knew that seafood could present dangers to a body already
weakened by weeks of diarrhea, but I did not want to spoil
my reunion with my friend by refusing to eat her specially
prepared meal. I managed to complete the meal, but within
minutes of leaving the table, I was in deep trouble.
I could easily have taken up residence in the toilet; for the
next few days, I more or less lived in that small room. Even-
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tually, I was persuaded to see a doctor and was found to be
infected with E. coli. The doctor wanted me to be admitted
to hospital, but I opted to die among friends, or at least that’s
what I thought I was doing. Fortunately, it did not come to
that, but the experience taught me that, in future, I must be
careful with fish. I considered giving it up altogether, but I
was concerned that my body would not get enough protein,
so I kept on eating fish. I was, however, careful about where
and what fish I ate.
Then in 1996, Peter and I went to Venezuela for the first
time. As we entered the country, I saw notices warning of
the presence of cholera, and I immediately decided not to
eat any fish whilst I was in that country. When I left South
America, I found that I had no desire to return to eating fish
and, since then, I have been a true vegetarian. I might add at
this point that, subsequent to banishing meat and then fish, I
have never had any problems maintaining an adequate diet,
and health screenings have shown no protein deficiency.
Since that first journey to India from Barbados in 1962, I
have travelled extensively. I have made two round-the-world
tours, and my husband Peter and I have lived, worked, and
walked (we share a love of walking) in many countries. Over
the years, I have found that being a black, vegetarian, woman
traveller invariably brings interesting and unusual experiences. I will begin my account of some of these experiences
with the tale of a cruise in the Galapagos Islands in January
2000. From there I will hop around the globe, telling my
stories as they come to mind.
Cruising the Galapagos Islands Vegetarian Style
My standard practice when making a reservation for a tour
or a hotel stay is to enquire about catering arrangements.
“Do you cater for veggies?” I ask hopefully. So far I have
never had a negative reply. Reservation clerks are willing to
make promises as required and are only too happy to cater
for veggies if it means securing a reservation. Never daunted,
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I followed this routine in January 2000, when we decided to
fulfil a long-held ambition to visit the Galapagos Islands,
those enchanted isles off the coast of Ecuador that prompted
Darwin to develop his theory of evolution by natural selection.
The arrangements for our visit to Ecuador were made
via the Internet, and the reply to my query about catering for veggies was an encouraging yes, followed by a request for further information about my diet, to ensure that
I would be properly catered for. Questions included: Do
you eat fish/eggs/cheese? I felt well cared for and grateful
that someone was taking the trouble to make sure that I
would be okay.
We arrived in Quito, the capital of Ecuador, to find the
place in a state of upheaval—a revolution was in progress.
Rather hurriedly, we left Quito and set off for San Cristobel, the island where we were to join the cruise. Onboard
the ship, nearly the first topic mentioned at the introductory
briefing was food.
Much to my surprise and dismay, I heard our tour guide
inquire whether any of us were vegetarian or had any special
dietary requirements. Once again, I found myself in a minority of one. It soon became evident that no provision whatsoever had been made for me. Now, I felt totally uncared for.
All those questions the agent asked me about my diet and
my preferences had been nothing but hype.
After that, things went from bad to worse; my “vegetarian” meals consisted of the meat or fish of the day being
removed from the dish before it was given to me. As a result,
I did not get much to eat. Breakfast was the only meal that I
came close to enjoying; always a plate of fresh fruit to start
with—lovely. Throughout our voyage there was a hand of
bananas hanging from the stern of the boat and, every now
and then, I would help myself to one. Stuck out there in the
ocean, this was the only way I could think of paying them
back for not feeding me properly.
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The cruise itself was wonderful, the guide was excellent,
and the group dynamics were good. But on the matter of
food, I felt shortchanged, especially in the absence of any
real sympathy from the other group members, except for
Peter of course. I’d paid the same as everyone else, but I
felt that I had gotten little for my money. I swore that as
soon as I arrived home I would contact the agent who had
so cruelly misled me. I would complain and demand some
kind of compensation.
We left the Galapagos Islands and went straight to the
Bella Vista Cloud Forest Reserve, where they really did cater for veggies. The menu was completely vegetarian, even
though the owner-manager was not vegetarian. The fare was
as varied and as delicious as any top-class restaurant: At
Bella Vista Cloud Forest, they really knew about preparing
vegetarian food. In fact, the food was so good that even Peter,
a dedicated meat eater, began to flirt with the idea of going
veggie. Four days of being completely spoilt banished the
memory of the catering on the boat Estrella del Mar with the
result that I’ve never contacted Karen at Galapagos Tours;
I’ve put it all down to experience.
Christmas Lunch in Costa Rica
Please remember that there is no chronological structure
to these tales, so it is coincidence that we leave Ecuador,
the Galapagos Islands, and the Cloud Forest for destination
Costa Rica and the most unforgettable vegetarian Christmas
lunch I’ve ever had.
It was December 1994, and Peter and I were on our second visit to Costa Rica, where we’d gone with the intention of
improving our Spanish. San José, the capital city, had many
vegetarian restaurants, but we’d decided to spend Christmas in
Quepos on the Atlantic coast. If we’d thought about it at all, we
probably would have assumed that a vegetarian menu would
be available, because Quepos is a sizeable tourist resort.
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As soon as we arrived in Quepos I fell ill with flu, not
helped by being forced to have cold showers due to the absence of hot water in our apartment. Still, we were hoping
that I would recover in time to enjoy a meal on Christmas
day. One of the first things Peter decided was that we must
locate a restaurant where we could have a really special
Christmas lunch. Peter loves his food, and he loves any excuse to indulge in something special. On this occasion he
decided on two requirements: a good view and a menu with
at least one vegetarian choice.
So, the day after we arrived in Quepos, Peter set off in
search of a restaurant that would fit our requirements. After an afternoon of searching, he eventually returned to the
apartment to report that he had found just the right place
with a splendid view and a vegetarian menu. He’d discussed
it with the manager and had been assured that an appropriately festive vegetarian meal would be prepared for me. Peter
was duly impressed and immediately booked a table. I tried
to show some enthusiasm, all the while wondering whether I
would still be alive on Christmas day, let alone interested in
going out to lunch—flu has that effect on me.
On Christmas day, I was still quite ill, but another day in
bed held no appeal, and our table had been reserved. At one
o’clock, we set off on a slow walk to the restaurant. The restaurant was on a hill that did not look steep, but my ascent
was slow and exhausting. It was worth it, for the location
was indeed stunning with spectacular sea views. We sat on
the balcony enjoying the view and our pre-lunch drinks. I began to feel better, and soon it was time to order lunch. That
was when the fun started! When I asked about the vegetarian
choice, all I received was a puzzled look from the waitress.
Initially, I put this down to the language barrier; my Spanish can sometimes be a bit challenging to a native speaker.
It was not the language barrier; it was the meat barrier, as I
soon discovered when we were informed in English they had
only one Christmas menu that consisted of turkey and ham
and ham and turkey and more ham if required.
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Peter told of his meeting with the manager and the assurances that he had been given, but he did not have the
manager’s name, and his story was greeted with obvious
skepticism. After much discussion among themselves, the
restaurant staff reluctantly offered to make me an omelette.
By then, I had completely lost any interest in food and did
not care what I ate, so I accepted the omelette, which came
accompanied by overcooked carrots and watery cauliflower.
As I slowly chewed my way through the meal, I thought of
the beauty, variety, and tastiness of the vegetables in the
Costa Rican markets, and I wondered what possessed these
people to serve such tasteless, overcooked, and boring food.
When the bill came, we were amazed to find that we had
to pay a hefty excess charge for my “special dish,” nearly
twice as much as for Peter’s Christmas turkey and ham!
A Vegetarian Traveller in Africa
In general, I’ve found that Africa is not kind to vegetarians.
In fact, during my first visit to the continent in 1989, I had
so little to eat in three weeks that I lost a stone in weight.
I was one of three academics from the United Kingdom
running a training course for the staff of the Zimbabwean
Ministry of Youth Affairs. We were located at the Eagle
Youth Training Centre, which was just outside Mutare in
the Eastern Highlands, a breathtakingly beautiful, but remote, part of the country.
During the planning sessions at the University of Surrey,
my colleagues and I had agreed to forgo our food expenses
and put the money into a general kitty. The intention was
to reduce the distance between our African colleagues and
ourselves by raising the standard of food for everyone. However, once out of England, everything changed. My English
colleagues revelled in the opportunity of going native and
eating African food; sadza (yellow corn meal) served with
meat and condiments is the staple food in Zimbabwe. Cornmeal held no excitement for me; I’ve been eating a form of
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sadza all my life. Cornmeal is also the main ingredient of the
national dish of Barbados, which is usually served with flying fish, but it is prepared differently from sadza.
There were no fruits or vegetables on the menu, and since we
were some 20 kilometres from Mutare and without transport,
there was no way I could get my own supplies. For the first ten
days, I survived on lots of cups of milky tea and bread.
In the academic and professional world, training conferences traditionally offer the opportunity to eat good food,
drink a lot, and other such indulgences. It was no different
for the participants in our course; they felt aggrieved that
they had not been given a choice of international and local menus and had been served only African food. They had
come to expect international cuisine as part of these experiences, and some of them were quite angry and disappointed
about this matter. When we were about ten days into the
program, the course members began to voice their dissatisfaction: They complained about the lack of variety and the
absence of vegetables and salad. Something had to be done.
Money was found, and salads and vegetables appeared; at
last, there was something I could eat!
No one was particularly concerned about me. My European colleagues were enjoying their experience of African
food, and the Africans felt that my being vegetarian was putting on airs. Many of the course participants were veterans
of the Zimbabwean War of Independence, and they had little
sympathy for anyone so stupid as to refuse meat. It would
have been a different matter if my diet had been dictated by
religion. Because my brand of vegetarianism was not sanctioned by any formal codes or rules, I obviously could not
expect the same acceptance or respect as I would if my rejection of meat had been based on religious or cultural practice. Culture is strong in Africa; everything can be explained
and justified with reference to culture.
There is another subtext to this subject of being black and
vegetarian. I can’t recall anyone actually saying this in so
many words, but there have been times when comments on
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my vegetarian status have implied that it is irresponsible of
me not to eat meat when there are so many black people
starving in Africa! I suppose this is a variation of the kind
of pressure imposed on children in rich countries to “eat up
and think of the starving children in Africa.” I could never
quite work out the logic of these comments, either in the
case of the children or in my own situation. Such comments
are meant to raise guilt and anxiety and, in that way, to control or change behaviour.
Zimbabwe is the African country that I know and love best
and is also the scene of my next story. In December 1998, I
was on my second round-the-world tour; this time all on my
own. My first stop was South Africa. After a week on safari
in the Kruger National Park, I moved on to spend Christmas
in Zimbabwe. That experience was an almost exact repeat of
my Costa Rican Christmas.
I decided to take my friend and her family out for lunch on
Christmas day to one of the many international hotels in Harare. Well before the advent of Christmas day, I went to the
restaurant to make the reservation and to ask my usual question, “Do you cater for veggies?” The head chef had been
called to meet me, and he had assured me that I would be
well looked after. I told him that I had been misled by such
assurances before. He laughed and replied with a big smile,
“Don’t worry; I will prepare something very special for your
Christmas lunch.” Came the day, and need I continue? There
was nothing extraordinary, let alone “something special” for
a vegetarian. Fortunately for me, it was a buffet lunch, so
there was something I could eat. There was, of course, no
discount either, but at least I did not have to pay a surcharge
for my “special” vegetarian meal.
South Africa was my next stop, and this event took place
in a Zulu village situated in the Valley of a Thousand Hills.
The Valley of a Thousand Hills is an area of outstanding natural beauty about thirty miles from Durban in the province
of KwaZulu Natal. The valley itself is divided, as is all South
Africa, between the rich white first world and the poor black
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third, fourth, or even fifth worlds. I had become involved in
discussions about starting an eco-friendly, low-level tourism project to bring money and employment into the area.
The project was the idea of an Englishman who had lived in
Southern Africa for many years and was already involved in
tourism investments in white South Africa. He’d discovered
the island on the Umegeni River and had immediately seen
the possibility of developing an adventure-style experience
in this remote and beautiful landscape. I’d expressed an interest in being involved in the project and had already been
on one visit to the village, which would become the hub of
the proposed development.
That first visit had been somewhat brief. I’d been introduced
to the chief and one or two other notables and had been shown
the spot where permanent structures, such as kitchens and
other facilities, would be built; guest accommodation would
be in tents. More than a year had passed since this first visit
and, after hearing nothing more, I’d suddenly been invited to
a Sunday morning get-together to celebrate the conclusion of
the formalities: An agreement had been signed. Although I
was a potential investor, I had no idea what the status of the
agreement was or who the signatories were, but I was glad
that the project seemed to be progressing and that, after such a
long time, at last, something was happening.
We left Durban just after seven o’clock in the morning,
my colleague leading the way in his four-wheel-drive pickup
and I following in my hired saloon car. It was raining, and I
felt a great deal of trepidation as I followed the four-wheel
drive. I knew that the road to the village was unmade and at
times treacherous, rocky with steep inclines, which I feared
my hire car might not be able to cope with. I heartily wished
that I also had a four-wheel drive. Still, now that we had
set out, there was nothing for it but to continue and hope
that things would work out. I’d been delegated to collect the
chief, and there was also some mention of goats. I wasn’t
sure if I was supposed to collect both the chief and the goats,
but no doubt I would soon find out.
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After about forty minutes, we stopped at a house on the
outskirts of Pinetown to pick up the chief. He got into my
car, and I was relieved to see that he was alone, not a goat
in sight. We exchanged the usual courtesies and small talk.
Then, I asked him about the goats. I told him that I understood that he would be providing goats for the feast and asked
him if we must stop again to collect them. He denied any
knowledge of the goats, and after that exchange, we began to
make fun of the missing goats. As we passed goats happily
grazing in the fields or clambering on the rocky slopes, we
asked each other whether we should catch a couple of them;
“We can’t have a feast without the goats, can we?” And we
both laughed heartily.
I stopped laughing once we left the tar road and began our
descent into the valley on wet and slippery unmade roads.
I felt too nervous to do anything except concentrate on my
driving, as I tried to keep up with the four-wheel vehicle in
front. At one point, we came to a deep ditch full of water,
and I was sure that my car would not be able to go through
it. I stopped and just sat there. The chief sighed, and to begin
with, said nothing, but when it became clear that I had no
intention of moving, he began talking me through the ditch,
showing me exactly how I could manoeuvre the car in order
to reach the other side. I felt I had to try. Very, very, slowly,
I inched the car forward, hugging the left-hand side, where
there was the remainder of a bank. We made it, by which
time a party from the car ahead arrived, too late to be of any
help.
I was relieved to find that we were almost at our destination, and within another twenty minutes, we arrived at the
village. By then, it was about 11:00 a.m., but it seemed that
we were early; nothing was happening. There were some
people waiting around, but there was still no sign of any
goats. The pickup was more or less full of crates of beer.
But, without goats to slaughter and eat, there could not be a
celebration. For more than an hour, the women, young girls,
and children simply hung around aimlessly, while the chief
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and the men went into the men’s hut to talk and drink beer.
I’d been more or less included in the women’s group; at one
time, I was sitting on one of the wooden logs that had been
brought for the fire, talking, mainly in sign language, with
one of the women elders. But, my English colleague seemed
to be on the margin of things. He did not join the men in
their hut, whether by choice or because of some unwritten
rule that I did not know about. The dynamics of that whole
day remain confusing to me.
Whilst we were waiting, it began to drizzle again, so I
went and sat in my car. Soon, all the children and teenagers
came to examine and marvel over it; they even took turns in
joining me in the car and in pretending to drive it. Just as it
stopped raining, my colleague instructed me (as was his way
with people) to go to another village to collect some more
people. Apparently, we were waiting for those people in order for the party to begin. I firmly rejected the role of taxi
service, pointing out the difficulty I’d already experienced in
driving to where we were. I made it clear that, when I left the
village, it would only be to drive back to Durban.
My attitude prompted the most violent reaction from my
colleague and ended with him ordering me to leave the village, as it was clear that I had no commitment to the project.
I considered my position and decided that I would need help
at least as far as the tarred road. I did not fancy trying to
negotiate that ditch on my own. So, I started to organize an
escort group to come with me, and the group had to include
at least one woman. In no time at all, things were sorted out;
three men and one woman would come with me, and I would
pay them each R100.
I prepared to start on my return journey, but when I tried
to turn the car around, it got stuck in some mud, and there
was much excitement and shouting of directions as the car
went in deeper and deeper. Eventually, my colleague, the
same man who had ordered me out, came to my rescue and
turned the car around. After that, things changed between us,
and to cut a long story short, he asked me to stay, and I did.
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By that time, the latecomers and the goats had arrived.
The party began, the young girls went into their hut, and
soon, they were dancing to the sound of drums. The men
continued to talk and drink in their hut. The compound was
divided by the two huts; the men were on the right, and the
girls and women on the left. The goats did not live long after
their arrival. Within minutes, their souls had been dispatched
to goat heaven, and their bodies were in a large pot over an
open fire.
At this point, I should plead guilty to having killed many
chickens for our pot in Carrington’s Village, Barbados. I am
not at all squeamish about killing animals for food; I am neither a vegetarian fascist nor an animal liberationist sympathizer. But, I have to say there was something quite disconcerting about the way those goats were changed from living,
breathing animals into food that people were now eating and
very much enjoying, but not before some more drama, again
involving my colleague, the initiator of the project.
If I ever knew, I have now forgotten the details of this
particular incident, but it had to do with the goat meat. I
think that it had to do with precedence and who got which
part of the goat. The villagers had more or less assumed that
the chief would be served first and would get the choicest
part of the goat. When my colleague realized that the chief
would be fed first, he had what can only be described as a
tantrum, shouting that all the meat was his. “It is my meat!”
He demanded to be fed first. He got his wish and was soon
seated alone in his car, eating from a wooden plate full of
goat meat. He seemed to be enjoying it.
Everyone was eating except me! This caused a problem
for the village people. They recognized me as a black person
and a fellow African; they were pleased to welcome me to
their village and also to the feast. When it turned out that I
could not, or would not, join in by eating some of the goat,
there was great consternation. I did my best to explain.
The village people did not seem to understand the idea
of vegetarianism and kept tempting me with various choice
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pieces of goat. The chief in particular was disappointed and
apologized profusely time and time again. He said that, had he
known, he would have made special provisions for me. Nothing I said to placate him made any difference. He felt that the
village in general, and he in particular, had failed in a serious
obligation to a guest. Unfortunately, there was no accompaniment to the meat, no pap, and of course no vegetables. In the
end, I overcame my fear of the driving conditions and drove
a couple of kilometres to someone’s house, where soft drinks
and snacks were sold. I was able to buy some biscuits, nuts,
and also some cans of soft drink for the kids.
The feast ended around 4:00 p.m., and I am pleased to say
the drive back was easier, and by 7:00 p.m., we were back in
Durban.
Reflections on My Vegetarian Travel in Africa
Now, as I reflect on and mull over my experience of being a
vegetarian traveller in Africa, I’ve become aware of things
I did not notice at the time. I remember, for example, the
white South African woman who opted to be a carnivore for
the duration of the safari rather than put the caterer to extra
trouble. The thought of doing this had never even occurred
to me. Indeed, if I can’t be catered for, I simply go without.
Having informed the safari company of my dietary requirements, I felt that I had done my part, and it was now up to
them to ensure that their catering provided me with the same
value for money as everyone else.
Reflecting on my first visit to Africa and my experience in
Zimbabwe at the Eagle Youth Training Centre, I think of the
way everyone was indifferent to my plight, as I went without
a proper meal for more than a week. Looking back, I am
convinced that, had I been a white person, I would have met
with a different response. When on the TV screens, I’ve seen
Zimbabwean war veterans attacking and sometimes killing
their white compatriots, it affects me in a peculiar way. I re-
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member (and at least one of the leaders of the war veterans
had been attending that course) the way they fawned on my
white colleagues; and I have come to the view that, after an
experience like colonialism, it takes time before such people
can see the master race as normal human beings like themselves. In the meantime, they are seen as either gods or devils.
On that Surrey University/British Council training course,
the white people were gods, bringing the gift of training
and the hope of promotion. The white farmers, on the other
hand, are seen as devils who have taken black people’s land
and deserve to be beaten or even killed. Seeing a black person amongst the gods must have been confusing; Africa has
more or less given up worshipping black gods. I got some
measure of just how confusing this was to the Zimbabweans, when at our farewell party, one of my Zimbabwean colleagues broached the subject of my status as a black person
in a white group and asked me how I coped. I smiled and
made a noncommittal noise. My answer would have taken
days, and even then, he would not have understood; we were
in very different places.
I must also place on record an excellent experience of vegetarian food in Africa on Lake Kariba. I’d hired a boat that
came with a cook, and although the idea of vegetarian food
was new to him, he soon turned his hand to it and produced
some fine meals for me. The supplies had been brought from
Harare and were heavily weighted in favour of fruits and
vegetables. So, all our cook had to do was to think of novel
ways of preparing them, which he did. I am easy to please,
and I was even more pleased when I learnt that everyone
else also enjoyed the veggie dishes, so much so that we all
took some new vegetarian recipes home with us.
It has always been possible to get vegetarian food in Indian restaurants in South Africa, but in the new South Africa,
with increased tourism, especially from Europe, it is now
possible to find a choice of vegetarian food on the menus

24

MAUREEN STONE

of most big restaurants—the times there are a-changing. We
must now say good-bye to Africa and head for Europe.
A Veggie in Europe
I once had an argument with a French chef about which
country provided the finest cuisine in the world. I said Chinese, and he felt insulted and sulked for the rest of the day. I
do know that France is regarded by many as the gastronomic
capital of the world, but the French are not kind to vegetarians, although this attitude is slowly changing. When I followed what Peter considered a normal diet, we had many
lovely and enjoyable meals in France. When I stopped eating
meat, Peter’s enjoyment was only slightly marred, because we
could still enjoy a seafood platter and wine together. Then,
when I went completely vegetarian, eating out in France became a different experience altogether, not half so enjoyable.
I could tell many stories of being a veggie in France, as
we spend quite a lot of time in that country, but I will choose
just two as interesting, amusing, and typical of my experiences.
It was September 1998, and we were in Brittany exploring
and walking, which we often do. As our wedding anniversary approached, Peter decided that we should celebrate in
style. We quickly abandoned our copy of The Rough Guide
in favour of something a bit more, shall we say, appropriate
to the occasion. We soon found a venue, an idyllic, five-star,
luxury hotel with the most glorious sea views. Peter was determined that I should have not just five-star luxury but fivestar vegetarian luxury! So, he’d checked and been assured
that vegetarians were catered for. We checked in.
We forgot about plan B, something we had decided on
earlier: If we found somewhere we liked, which did not cater
for veggies, we would either go to the supermarket and get
ourselves a picnic or look for a restaurant nearby. Having
been assured that I would be well looked after, we spent the
rest of the afternoon lazing around.
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At 7:30 p.m., with great expectations, we went down to
dinner. When the waiter came to take our order, I told him
that I would like something vegetarian and asked what he
recommended. He looked a bit bemused. Peter explained
to him that he had been told that the restaurant catered for
vegetarians. He nodded, took Peter’s order, and disappeared.
About twenty minutes later, our dinner appeared. My vegetarian meal consisted of two quite large truffles. I have no
pretensions about being a connoisseur of food, but I do know
that truffles are a delicacy, and I did appreciate them, but not
as a main course.
I do not eat conventionally, and this would have been my
first meal of the day, give or take a few bananas. I had naturally assumed that this was my first course, but when a second course was brought for Peter, and my place remained
empty, I began to feel a bit desperate. We asked about the
rest of my meal, only to be told that I’d had it. At this point,
we felt that we must complain, so we asked to see the manager. Along came the manager, the same person who had
assured us that the restaurant catered for vegetarians. We explained the problem of my missing second course. He apologized and said that there had been a misunderstanding; he
would have my second course sent straightaway. Within a
few minutes, I did indeed have a second course—two more
truffles! I ate them rather quickly and wondered whether the
supermarket was still open.
I never did find out. After dinner, I went straight to bed
and had a dream about food. Only joking! Although, I could
easily have dreamt about food; I was so hungry. Those four
truffles, delicious as they were, had not met my basic need
for food, and I have no idea why the manager thought that
they would.
My next encounter with French arrogance and indifference was again in Brittany. We were touring around the area
with no particular destination in mind. We arrived in Brest,
went down to the port, and saw a ferry heading for the L’Isle
D’Ouessant. We could not resist it! In no time at all, we were
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onboard the ferry and heading for the island. Until then,
we’d been unaware of the existence of an island thereabouts.
It was a short boat ride, and we were soon there.
We were enthralled by the tiny island (three thousand
acres with a population of just over a thousand people) and
decided to stay a few days. We found accommodation without any trouble, but when dinnertime came, I explained to
the owner that I was vegetarian. She spoke in French, but
her manner said it all: “We serve what is on the menu; take
it or leave it.” In fact, I could easily subtitle this book Take It
or Leave It, as this has been said to me time and time again.
The message is “if you want to be difficult, that’s up to you;
we cater for normal people.” We stayed at that particular hotel for two days, and I was never offered even an egg. So, it
was a cheese and bread diet for me. Still, it could have been
worse.
At least in Spain, every Tapas Bar serves a Spanish omelette. So, let Spain be our next port of call. Peter and I
have always been independent travellers, and we arrange
self-catering accommodation whenever possible. One September, we decided to try a new experience and booked a
package holiday to Southern Spain. Before confirming the
reservation, I advised the agent that I was vegetarian and had
been told that this would be no problem.
Our first meal gave the lie to that. There were all kinds
of dishes, lots and lots of food, but nothing for me. If there
were six types of pasta, all six had meat or fish—ditto for the
rice dishes. Even the salads contained a plentiful supply of
animal flesh. I searched in vain for something to eat, but it
was a fruitless search—there was no fruit either! There was
nothing for it but to see the manager. He came, and I explained the problem. I asked him to please ensure that some
plain rice or pasta was put aside for me in future. He readily
agreed to this. So, once again I dined on cheese and bread
and went on my way, hoping that the next night would be
better. It wasn’t. Nothing had changed. After that, I made
my own arrangements, and when we returned to England, I
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received a refund from the tour company of the money I had
spent on food.
I do like mushrooms and truffles, but I would not want
to live on either of these fungi for any length of time. In
France, they seem to think that a vegetarian can survive on
truffles, and in Hungary, mushrooms will do nicely for every
veggie meal. I don’t think that many Hungarians even know
the word vegetarian, but they are a hospitable people, and
they definitely wanted to please. It was not the take-it-orleave-it approach. They just had no idea what to offer a person who did not eat meat. I was part of an official delegation
from Bournemouth University, and meals took up an awful
lot of our time, so it was important for me to have something
to eat. So far, things vegetarian were not going so well, and
then someone asked if I liked mushrooms. I answered in the
affirmative. After that, I had mushrooms for lunch, tea, and
dinner. When I was leaving, what did my Hungarian doctoral
student give me for a parting gift? A jar of mushrooms! Now,
whenever I think of Hungary, I think of mushrooms.
A Veggie in Asia
In theory, one would expect that Asia would be a comfortable
place for veggies, especially in Buddhist countries such as Bhutan and Thailand—not true. Let us explore Asia from a different
perspective. Our journey starts in India—where else?
India
During my student days in Calcutta, I had been introduced to
all kinds of delicious and, to me, exotic meat and fish dishes.
Among the people I knew, few were vegetarian, and my stay
in India had nothing to do with my ultimate decision to become vegetarian.
Being vegetarian is normal in India, so one never has to
worry about having one’s dietary needs catered for. Worries are of an altogether different kind: Will I get Delhi belly
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from eating this food, or did the milk used to make this yoghurt come from a plastic-bag-eating cow? Yoghurt was one
of the many foods that I first tasted in Calcutta. In India,
cows are holy, so one would assume that the milk from these
cows, and therefore the yoghurt, would be blessed or at least
nontoxic. Well, hear this.
I was in my friend’s kitchen in Hyderabad, South India.
I was complimenting her on the tasty yoghurt, which she’d
made and of which I was liberally helping myself. There
were times when yoghurt has been the mainstay of my diet,
either by itself or with fruit or cereal. I was first introduced
to yoghurt in Calcutta, by a Bengali friend, who bought it
from a street stall, and I have loved it ever since. Without it,
my diet would be boring and possibly inadequate. So, I was
interested when my friend began to explain to me the intricacies of local milk production.
She told me that she faced the constant dilemma of where
to buy her milk. She really wanted to patronize the poor man
who owned one cow but feared that, as the cow regularly
ate plastic bags, the milk might be toxic. So, although she
did, on occasion, buy his milk, she did not use it (was I glad
to hear this!). Milk for the family came either from a commercial dairy or was bought from a farm in the countryside,
where the cows ate only grass.
The first time I saw a cow eating a plastic bag, I was
amazed, and then, I began to see some benefits. It was, after
all, a form of recycling. Plastic bags litter the Earth, and it
seemed to me that, in India, the cows were helping to keep
India free of plastic bags by eating them. It must help having three stomachs. My friend was not thinking along these
lines. She was sensibly worried about the toxicity of plastic
and the danger this posed to anyone who drank the milk of a
cow whose diet consisted mainly of plastic bags.
We mulled over the problem, and in the end, agreed that
there really was no answer. The poor man had no money to
feed his cow, yet he depended on the sale of cow’s milk for
his own living. The cow fed itself on what it could find, and
plastic bags were plentiful. So, we left it at that.
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During the mad cow disease crisis in England, an offer
came from India to receive the millions of infected cows in
order to save them from being slaughtered. England turned
down the offer, which was just as well; otherwise, there might
have been a plastic bag crisis as the English cows competed
with the Indian cows for their share of the goods. That is my
India, full of contradictions, cows too holy to kill but not too
holy to feed on plastic bags.
China
I have been told that all Chinese cooking is done with pig
fat, so as a vegetarian, I should not eat in Chinese restaurants. I try not to worry too much about such things. Like
so much else in my life, I was first introduced to Chinese
food in Calcutta, and right away, I loved it. And whatever the
cooking oil may be, I know that, wherever I am in the world,
there will be a Chinese restaurant with a menu containing a
wide variety of vegetables.
Still, on occasion, even to a pragmatist like me, the presentation of a Chinese meal can be a bit off-putting. Once in Hong
Kong, I was attending a banquet in honour of some visiting
American academics. In the centre of the table was a huge
chicken, complete with head and feet. I found it difficult to
ignore the chicken. My eyes kept returning to its eyes, even as
my stomach heaved. My English colleague had a similar reaction and immediately decided that he would become vegetarian for the duration of that meal. It is obvious that the Chinese
are rather indiscriminate eaters, but so what? I can’t quite see
the difference between eating one kind of animal or another,
as long as I don’t have to eat cat, dog, or whatever. It’s none of
my business what anyone eats.
Japan
The Japanese seem to have the healthiest diet in the world;
their diet consists of lots of fish and vegetables served in quite
small portions. During my visit to Osaka in March 1999,
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my friend and her family took me out to dinner. The restaurant had been specially chosen because of its fish dishes. My
friend did not know that I’d given up fish since we’d last met.
There was much consternation all around, but after repeated
assurances that I would be fine with the vegetarian part of the
meal, things settled down. As it turned out, I really enjoyed
the food, cooked fresh at the table, the liquid to be consumed
as a soup when all the vegetables were finished.
The one thing I had not been expecting in Japan was to
be crossed-questioned about my diet and my lifestyle. My
friend’s mother, who is in fact a bit younger than me, was
really fascinated by my diet and kept on asking me about it.
She put all my exploits down to the fact that I was vegetarian.
Finally, she decided that she’d better give it a try herself.
It was most encouraging to be so admired by people who,
with small portions of food and many visits to temples, had
what seemed to me a healthy way of living. I especially welcomed the Japanese interest and approval; this was a nice
change from being challenged and having to defend my lifestyle choice of being a vegetarian.
Bhutan and Thailand
As I mentioned before, I have found that often people can be
more sympathetic to vegetarianism in general if it is underpinned by religious or cultural reasons. Because Buddhism
is a religion that is based on nonviolence, one would expect
a vegetarian to be at home in Buddhist countries, such as
Bhutan and Thailand. My experience was quite to the contrary in both these countries. While it was possible to get a
vegetarian meal without difficulty, it was not normal. This
may well be different for local people, but foreigners are invariably offered nonvegetarian food.
Bhutan is a religious country, with Buddhist prayer flags
blowing in the wind and Zongs (or temples) everywhere.
I was, therefore, surprised to find meat readily available. I
asked about this and was told that so long as the animal died
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“accidentally” or was butchered by a nonBuddhist, the meat
was okay to eat. Needless to say, quite a lot of animals meet
an “accidental death.” I never found out how they got hold of
fish. People learn to live with all sorts of contradictions, so
far be it from me to judge anybody. Live and let live; that’s
my motto.
This is the attitude that I try to adopt when I see what
seems to me to be obvious contradictions and conflicts in
different countries that I visit. Take Thailand, which I can’t
help comparing with Bhutan as they are both Buddhist countries. During my second visit to Bangkok (my first had been
in 1992 when I’d been travelling with Peter), this time, eight
years on, I was on my own. On that first visit, I couldn’t
recall any problems to do with being veggie. There always
seemed to be plenty of both veggie and nonveggie food.
When I am travelling alone, I hardly ever have proper
meals. I tend to buy bits and pieces from shops and supermarkets and make do as I go along. If I am staying in a hotel,
I may have a snack sent up to my room; and I do eat a lot of
safe fruit, such as bananas and oranges. On this, my second
visit to Bangkok, I was taken to lunch by a Thai colleague
and her husband, whom I’d met at a conference in Spain.
Considering that we were in a Buddhist country, I was surprised to notice that they both seemed worried about the catering arrangements and anxious that I would be able to find
something vegetarian to eat.
As things turned out, they were quite right to be worried.
Getting me a vegetarian meal proved to be a challenging exercise. We were at an upmarket restaurant where they hoped
that I would be well provided for. I was not: I searched
among the wide variety of dishes on display, but I could find
nothing to eat. Things that looked veggie turned out not to
be. We discovered this as my hostess checked time and again
with the waiters regarding the exact composition of the many
dishes. I commented that I’d not expect such a performance
in a Buddhist country. My colleague seemed quite amused
by this and muttered something about, “Only money can buy
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you kindness in this place.” I understood her to mean life
and food—in Bangkok at least—was more under the influence of capitalism than of Buddhism.
At lunch, on a day tour to one of the World War Two horror experiences, the waitress plonked a plate with chicken
and rice in front of me. I politely asked for a veggie meal and
was told in no uncertain terms that the meal went with the
tour—take it or leave it! Needless to say, I had asked about
this when I booked and had been assured that I would be catered for. Instead of enjoying my meal, I had to speak to the
tour guide, who then interceded on my behalf, and eventually a vegetarian meal was conjured up.
Musing over my Asian travels and experiences, especially
in relation to food, I experience a variety of emotions. I am
amused, confused, and desperate in turn: amused by the animals “falling off cliffs” in Bhutan so as to provide meat for
people who cannot bring themselves to kill an animal, confused by the difficulty of getting a vegetarian meal in Buddhist Bangkok, and desperate about the plastic-bag-eating
cows of India.

Buy the B&N e-Pub version at:http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/musings-of-a-vegetarian
-traveller-maureen-stone/1102237454
Buy the Kindle version at:http://www.amazon.com/Musings-Vegetarian-Traveller-Ma
ureen-Stone-ebook/dp/B00H7NWH40/

