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            To Linda and Sandy Kauffman, who have nourished me in ways I appreciate more with every day

         

         
      

   
      
      
      
         
            Introduction

         

         The Sunlight Cafe, Seattle’s oldest-surviving vegetarian restaurant, has been around for so long now that my lunch there is
            as familiar as it is a target for ridicule.
         

         
         Cubes of sweet potato and Us of celery bob on the surface of a chunky “Mexican bean fiesta soup,” the scent of cumin surfing
            on the steam rising off its surface. Alfalfa sprouts jut out of an avocado-havarti sandwich as if its toasted whole-wheat
            shell were a squashed-on hat. A side salad is drizzled with tahini-lemon dressing and speckled with sunflower and sesame seeds.
            Tack on a slice of nutloaf, and you’d have a complete 1970s feast, the antithesis of all-American meat and potatoes, the kind
            of food that would still be associated with hippies even fifty years after San Francisco’s Summer of Love.
         

         
         The Sunlight Cafe, opened in 1977, doesn’t deny its hippie heritage. Although Seattle’s climate often renders its name aspirational,
            when the sunlight does arrive, it floods the brightly colored room. Native American paintings hang above the wooden booths,
            and solid-looking whole-wheat cookies and muffins lurk in the pastry case. The sign on the men’s restroom depicts a stringy-haired,
            bell-bottomed dude. I share the same scuffed wood table with several white guys in their sixties reading the Seattle Times over their huevos rancheros and a group of stout, fleece-clad women debating whether they’re going to order the tempeh or
            the tofu burger because both sound “soooo good.”
         

         
         These are my people. This is the food I have been surrounded by all my life.

         
         For those of you who didn’t grow up eating lentil-and-brown-rice casseroles, it may be hard to recognize what came to be called
            “hippie food.” That’s because so many of the ingredients that the counterculture of the 1960s and 1970s adopted, defying the
            suspicion and disgust of the rest of the country, have become foods many of us eat every day.
         

         
         The organic chard you bought at Kroger last week? In the early 1970s, farming organically was considered a delusional act.
            The granola-yogurt parfait your coworker just picked up at Starbucks? In 1971, both granola and yogurt were foreign substances,
            their reputation as tied to long-haired peaceniks as pour-over coffee is to lumberjack beards and high-waisted jeans. Back
            then, whole-wheat bread had disappeared from grocery stores. Hummus wasn’t a childhood staple but a dish only spotted in Middle
            Eastern markets and vegetarian cafés.
         

         
         The cuisine that the counterculture took to in the late 1960s, and then helped introduce to the mainstream in the 1970s, embraced
            whole grains and legumes; organic, fresh vegetables; soy foods like tofu and tempeh; nutrition boosters like wheat germ and
            sprouted grains; and flavors from Eastern European, Asian, and Latin American cuisines. The food young bohemians concocted
            with all these ingredients was often vegetarian, sometimes macrobiotic, and occasionally inedible.
         

         
         Forty years on, people who didn’t live in that era might assume that hippie food could only be found in big cities and rural
            communes, but that wasn’t the case. I grew up in the 1970s, in a Mennonite community in Elkhart, Indiana. We only ate the
            traditional Pennsylvania Dutch fare of our grandparents—sauerkraut, funnel cakes, shoofly pie—once or twice a year. At my
            parents’ house, dinner was likely to be stir-fried tofu and broccoli one night, lentil stew the next.
         

         
         Ultraliberal Mennonites like my parents were hardly Plattdeutsch-speaking, covering-wearing Amish. Yet the community I was
            raised in was no commune, either. My dad did sport lush sideburns, and my parents’ politics were left of George McGovern’s,
            but even the leftiest Mennonites raised their kids on hymns and social justice activism rather than “Sympathy for the Devil”
            and key parties.
         

         
         In 1976 a Pennsylvanian named Doris Janzen Longacre changed the diet of my parents, their friends, and all my Sunday school
            classmates with the publication of the More-with-Less Cookbook. Informed by Frances Moore Lappé’s 1971 Diet for a Small Planet, as well as the experience of Mennonite contributors who had volunteered around the world, recipes in the More-with-Less Cookbook combined whole-grain ingredients with African, Asian, and Central American flavors, garnished with earnest discussions of
            how to live on a planet with limited resources.
         

         
         I was five when my mother bought her copy of More-with-Less. She was no purist. Yet for the next decade Velveeta cheese and Frosted Flakes disappeared from our pantry, to be replaced
            by a host of strange brown substances.
         

         
         Much of what my friends and I grew up eating in the 1970s had all the characteristics that still define hippie food to me,
            like oatmeal whole-wheat bread, homemade yogurt sweetened with a spoonful of my mother’s own jam, date-pecan granola, West
            African ground-nut stew, and vegetables pulled from our garden—grown without pesticides or herbicides, of course.
         

         
         My parents, like many of their generation, eased up on the restrictiveness of the More-with-Less diet as their careers accelerated and their children grew more persuasive. Yet the consciousness around food that the cookbook
            inspired—of the political significance of what we were eating, of the sense that no cuisine is truly foreign, of the goodness
            of whole-wheat flour and honey—remained. In fact, it has colored my entire career in food.
         

         
         So I ask with all earnestness: How can you not love an avocado-havarti sandwich? The gush of the ripe avocado. The crunch
            of the toasted bread. The intense green flavor of the alfalfa sprouts, which smell as if a field of grass were having sex.
            To me, lunch at the Sunlight Cafe evokes the same warm-blanket comfort that macaroni and cheese does for other Americans.
            Lunch here isn’t satisfying in the same way that a well-charred steak is. But it’s satisfying just the same: earthy, fresh,
            and straightforward.
         

         
         A decade ago, over a meal of steamed vegetables and brown rice with tahini sauce at the Sunlight Cafe, a thought caught hold:
            Why didn’t I accept hippie food as a unique, self-contained cuisine? Why did I treat it as an outdated curiosity, instead
               of giving it the same respect and attention I did Vietnamese pho shops and French bistros? As I mulled the idea over, two more questions arose: Why did the counterculture start eating foods like brown rice, tofu, granola, and whole-wheat bread in the 1960s and 1970s? And how
            did this cuisine spread across the country, reaching a tiny city like Elkhart, Indiana, in a matter of just a few years?
         

         
          

         Fifty years on, it may seem inconceivable how revolutionary a stir-fry of tofu and vegetables over brown rice could have been
            in 1967 and how alienating a havarti-and-avocado sandwich on whole-wheat bread would have seemed to most Americans.
         

         
         Just for comparison, I picked up a copy of the 1963 Good Housekeeping Cookbook at a used-book store. It contained 166 pages devoted to meat dishes and 138 pages of desserts, compared to just 79 pages
            for salads and vegetables. Adventurous cooks could make Shish Kebabs and Transylvanian Goulash, but the most-stained recipes
            in my used copy were Scalloped Potatoes, Pot Roast, Deviled Eggs, and Chicken Cacciatore. The majority of recipes relied on
            boxes and tins: Turkey Cashew Casserole, for example, called for canned meat and condensed cream-of-mushroom soup. A dessert
            called Rice Chantilly was made with vanilla pudding mix, precooked rice, and heavy cream.1

         
         Although the nineteenth century and early twentieth century saw the invention of canning, freezing, and other methods of processing
            food, World War II marked a turning point in American manufacturers’ ability to manipulate our food into forms never seen
            in nature. Out of the war came the technological processes to produce dried soup powders and pudding mixes, salad oils, canned
            fruit juices, and ready-to-eat meals. Out of the war, too, came sixty-five approved pesticides, including DDT, invented by
            scientists researching nerve gases—a fortuitous accident, you might say.2

         
         Those advances merely set the stage for a postwar boom in agriculture, food manufacturing, and retail. In the 1950s, the so-called
            green revolution took hold, led by American scientists who bred higher-yielding strains of staples like corn and rice, whose
            growth was turbocharged by chemical fertilizers, herbicides, and pesticides. American farms produced 60 percent more in 1959
            than they had at the start of the war. Fertilizer use doubled over the course of the 1960s.3

         
         The American diet changed drastically as well. Per capita meat consumption rose by a third between 1950 and 1965, and chicken,
            pork, and beef replaced eggs, dairy, and grains on the plate.4 Supermarkets took over from small family-run markets, and the majority of new foods introduced in the 1950s and 1960s were
            tailored to these humongous new stores. Grocery chains added rows and rows of shelves to fill with boxes, bags, and cans.
         

         
         Middle-class Americans could pile their wheeled grocery carts high: the average wage was rising even as food was getting cheaper.
            Between 1960 and 1972, household spending on food dropped from 24 percent to 19 percent, and it would drop to 15 percent by
            the 1980s.5

         
         As packaged, industrially engineered foods multiplied, close to four hundred new food additives were developed during the
            1950s alone. Newly affluent workers invested in refrigerators and freezers, and by 1959, frozen foods had become a 2.7-billion-dollar
            business.6 As Life magazine pointed out in 1962, “The food industry will spend more than $100 million this year inventing and developing new
            products, two times what it spent five years ago.” Food manufacturers’ marketing budgets skyrocketed, too, their core message
            to consumers: processed foods are more convenient.
         

         
         The authors of the 1963 Good Housekeeping Cookbook certainly bought the message. For instance, the “Dining Deck Supper,” one of one hundred suggested menus for homemakers,
            begins with Bouillon on the Rocks (canned condensed bouillon and a squirt of lemon juice) and Shrimp with Spicy Dunk Sauce
            (chili sauce, horseradish, meat sauce, and spices). The feast segues into Lamb Shanks with Parsley Pockets (with a sauce of
            orange juice concentrate, butter, and lemon juice) and Quick French Bread (two rolls of canned biscuits pressed into a long
            loaf).
         

         
         The cookbook does contain a recipe for whole-wheat bread, and glancing mentions of brown rice and soybeans, but they’re novelties,
            with no mention of their health or ecological benefits. You won’t find tofu, yogurt, or tahini, let alone nutritional yeast
            or carob. Seasonings such as cumin, garam masala, and soy sauce are all but absent. Kale merits a vague mention or two.
         

         
         The food Americans were eating in the mid-1960s resembled nothing that any civilization on Earth had ever eaten before. The
            United States outright manufactured a meal like the Dining Deck Supper—through innovations in farming, food processing, flavoring,
            packaging, and, yes, marketing, as well as a queer eagerness to abandon the culinary wisdom of the generations that preceded
            them.
         

         
         The same might be said of 1970s hippie food.

         
         It is impossible to talk about this Esperanto of a cuisine without talking about the conversation around food that shaped it. In the late 1960s and early 1970s, food came to mirror the fears of a generation of young Americans as
            well as their idealism. Hippie food was a rejection—of all the forces that created the Dining Deck Supper—as much as it was
            an embrace of new ingredients and new flavors. Eating brown rice was a political act, just as wearing your hair long or refusing
            to shave your armpits could subject you to ridicule and harassment.
         

         
         The food the counterculture embraced had to be grown differently, sourced differently, cooked differently. Like a sestina,
            perhaps, the series of strictures cooks had to observe—no pesticides, no flavorings, no packages, no refined sugars or grains,
            and for some, no meat—was more important, at first, than the taste of the meal. Ingredients had to arrive in the kitchen looking
            like they were pulled out of the fields, not a package.
         

         
         Young Americans wanted to strip their cuisine back to its preindustrial roots. And then, as they tried to figure out what
            they should eat instead of military-industrial trash, a reactionary generation sought counsel from the fringes. They found
            it in health-food faddists, rogue nutritionists, mystical German farmers, Japanese dietary prophets, and nameless cooks from
            countries their parents had barely dreamed of visiting. That Harvard nutritionists or newspaper journalists thought these
            sources were all bunkum only validated that the counterculture was on the right track.
         

         
         Something happened around 1969 and 1970 to draw the counterculture’s attention to food. I have interviewed more than a hundred
            members of the baby boom generation since I began research on this book—bakers, cooks, restaurant owners, cookbook authors,
            waiters, co-op workers—and asked each of them the same question: Why did you start eating this way? It was just in the air, many of them said. Some told me about LSD trips and spiritual awakenings. Others mentioned books that had inspired them or
            cited their belief that food could help them change the world.
         

         
         But the answer that came up most often: America had betrayed their trust.

         
          

         Imagine that it is 1970 and that you are twenty-two years old and white (more on this in a few pages).

         
         Even as you grew up with the Cold War, nuclear bomb drills, and canned dinners, the greatness of the United States was impressed
            upon you. Your entire childhood was basted with stories of the Bold, Brave Country that had won World War II, saved Europe,
            and was now sending out missionaries, Hollywood stars and Peace Corps members alike, to teach our way of life to the rest
            of the world. American industry was great. American values were great.
         

         
         Then, just as you entered adolescence, you became aware of America’s violent, repressive side.

         
         Even as you studied civics in junior high, you came across articles about African American college students holding sit-ins
            in restaurants and entering the “wrong” section of segregated highway rest stops, only to be beaten and arrested for the audacity
            of claiming the liberty and equality your teachers told you were America’s great gift to the world. At the age of fifteen,
            in 1963, you heard news of the March on Washington led by Martin Luther King Jr.—perhaps you saw King give one of the most
            iconic speeches the modern world has ever heard—and then the assassination of your president. The year you earned your driver’s
            license, President Lyndon Johnson signed the Civil Rights Act into law, and you realized that protest could change the world.
         

         
         You entered your junior year in high school in 1965, the year the United States began sending troops to a tiny country in
            Southeast Asia that barely registered in your elementary school geography classes. Then it was sending more and more. The
            choices that graduation would soon thrust upon you and your friends became pregnant with peril: College? Job? Marriage? Army?
         

         
         By 1967, if you were lucky enough to defer the draft by making it to college, the news grew bloodier. More than 160 riots
            broke out in African American neighborhoods all over the country, killing dozens, black and white. The rhetoric coming out
            of the country’s two largest student activist groups—Students for a Democratic Society (SCS) and the Student Nonviolent Coordinating
            Committee (SNCC)—became more dire, accelerated by the charismatic urgency of the Black Panther Party. Your friends were listening
            to a clutch of bands coming out of San Francisco, like the Grateful Dead and Jefferson Airplane, as well as the Beatles’ psychedelic
            new songs on Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band. You grew your hair out and donned harlequin clothes that evoked both cowboys and Indians (Asian and Native American). At the same time, friends murmured of government crackdowns, FBI informants, and even, in the case of the
            Panthers, outright assassinations.
         

         
         In 1968, the country careened toward disintegration. The photos and news stories from Vietnam grew ever more horrific, and
            the antiwar protests crescendoed in volume and number. The campuses of Columbia University in New York and San Francisco State
            revolted. Martin Luther King Jr. was assassinated. Robert F. Kennedy was assassinated. Paris broke out in revolts. The Czechs
            attempted to separate from the Soviet Union, an uprising quelled by the arrival of Russian tanks in Prague. At the Democratic
            National Convention in Chicago, the police whaled on thousands of protesters who looked just like you and your friends. No
            matter how hard the New Left fought, the conservative Republican candidate, Richard Nixon, won the presidency. And talk entered
            the news of a draft lottery that would scoop up more young men and send them to kill . . . for what?
         

         
         The talk among your friends turned toward revolution, whether that meant dropping out and detonating their psyches into a
            kaleidoscope of color, love, and music, or hunkering down, preparing for the government to send in its own people to suppress
            lasting social change. The speed at which the country was going to hell horrified and confused your parents, who became obdurate
            and defensive about what was happening. Maybe you were indignant. Maybe you were thrilled. Maybe you were stoned.
         

         
         And so here comes 1970. Nixon is now president—not your president, the president of “Amerikkka.” The rhetoric of the activists among your friends grows even more militant and paranoid.
            At the same time, many more movement fighters are giving in, disgusted, and saying that if we can’t win the rigged game of
            politics, and we can’t stop the war, maybe the system is too fucked to redeem.
         

         
         You talk of ecology, of women’s liberation, of Afrocentrist black power. What we have to do, many of you say, is build a new
            America in the decaying shell of the old. We need to take all those new values that this country has impressed upon us from
            childhood—the liberty and equality, of course, plus peace, love, and personal liberation, too—and build a society around them.
            The revolution has to come from within.
         

         
         That’s when you go over to dinner at a friend’s commune, and they set out bowls of brown rice and some quickly fried vegetables
            tossed with something they’re calling “tamari.” With the meal comes some rap about how your hosts are effecting real, personal
            change in their life through this very dinner plate.
         

         
         That might make sense, you think, and you tentatively take your first bite.

         
          

         From the perspective of fifty years on, it’s convenient to lump everyone who wore a peasant blouse or a pair of flared jeans
            in 1970 as a “hippie,” but in truth, that word still sets some people in the counterculture aback, prefaced as it was at the
            time with the word dirty, stinky, or lazy.
         

         
         The real hippies, the ones who flowed up and down Haight Street in 1966 and smoked joints in Golden Gate Park, didn’t care
            much about food, to be frank, or at least the natural foods that came to be called “hippie food” in the 1970s and 1980s. The
            Haight Street freaks, too, with their penchant for mysticism and tie-dye, acid rock and acid, were only a small segment of
            a much larger counterculture, one that encompassed leftist radicals plotting the overthrow of the state in smoky basements,
            community organizers knocking on doors in poor urban neighborhoods, overalls-clad farmers living on communal homesteads, gauzily
            robed acolytes of Indian and Japanese gurus, and many, many people in their twenties living on the cheap and trying to make
            a life beyond oppressive jobs and marriages.
         

         
         The hippie food of this book actually emerged in the late 1960s and then took off, among the counterculture, in 1970 and 1971,
            part of a much larger shift from the turbulent political activity of the 1960s to the more gentle cultural change of the 1970s.
         

         
         As members of the Rainbow Party (formerly known as the White Panthers) wrote in the Ann Arbor Sun in 1972:
         

         
         
            More and more people are realizing that the industry that is in control of providing food for the people is in fact ripping
               them off. The food industry is one small part of the larger corporate structure whose only interest is in making money. The
               deadly chemicals that are put into virtually every food on the market shelf to make the foods last longer, taste better, or
               look better according to their honky, death-like values are in fact destroying your body and its energy. . . . Food is naturally far out. If properly prepared, good clean food gets you high and helps you stay high by giving your body all the life-giving
               energy that you need!7

         

         The burgeoning food movement did not impress everyone in the counterculture. In 1973, one Minneapolis journalist wrote a cynical
            takedown of what the revolution had become.
         

         
         
            Non-involvement seems to be a returning tendency among people who think these days. After the 1972 election, how can anyone
               avoid feeling helpless? Calculated ignorance brings some degree of false optimism, and no one worries about the bomb anymore
               and the Dow Jones is up, so who cares? Get out of the city and onto a farm. Peace marches are down to cops and kids, playing
               parts in a television play, wearing glamorous armbands and shouting ostentatiously to one another to “watch out for provocateurs.”
               There’s nothing for a liberal to do these days, peace and ecology are old hat, and the blacks, women, and homosexuals have
               thrown everyone else out of their movements.8

         

         Another, equally patronizing perspective came from a university professor in Iowa City: “At the University of Iowa, last year’s
            window busters are this year’s baby sitters, vegetable gardeners, and abortion counselors,” he wrote in the New York Times. The university was infiltrated with a
         

         
         
            new kind of radical who is convinced that the revolution is in fact going beautifully, with a whole new set of issues. These
               are not national issues, for the radicals believe that they have failed at political action and must now turn inward to more
               real and personal projects. “You can take care of your own life and liberate yourself,” [student] Debbie Bayer says. “When
               you read The Whole Earth Catalog you know it. We have to live our politics now, like the Women’s Center and day care.”9

         

         Food was safe, especially compared to bombs and billy clubs. Food was under your control. Food was personal, both intimate and communal,
            at the same time a universal need. Every twenty-two-year-old who was trying to forge some life outside the dead architecture
            of their parents’ society had to eat, cheaply and well. So did shoemakers in Maharashtra, bus drivers in Pittsburgh, and Maoist
            farmers in the Sichuan countryside.
         

         
         The counterculture thus embroidered the ubiquitous, populist subject of food with all the other ideas of how life should be:
            how people should be treating the earth, what their bodies needed, how they should engage in work.
         

         
         Because income wasn’t as important as intention, and because the economy was still flush and the cost of living was so much
            lower, millions of young Americans gave their time and their bodies to build a new infrastructure for growing and selling
            this good food. Over the course of the 1970s, the freaks and back-to-the-landers introduced this food to Americans far outside
            the counterculture, too. It turned out that radicals weren’t the only ones concerned about pesticides on their carrots, breakfast
            cereals rimed with sugar, and bread so pallid and squishy that it hardly seemed like food.
         

         
         It is possible, however, to overstate the impact that hippie food was having on America at the time. One of the uncomfortable,
            even painful, inadequacies of this movement, which became clear to me with each new chapter I researched, was how white it was. A generation of activists inspired by the civil rights movement to change the world was rarely able to change it—or
            at least their food—in ways that invited Latinos, African Americans, Native Americans, and a tiny but swelling group of Asian
            Americans to join them.
         

         
         The health-food movement of the 1950s that preceded hippie food was largely white. The macrobiotic movement, despite its Japanese
            origins, barely extended outside white circles in the 1960s and 1970s. The communes and the back-to-the-land movement were
            almost exclusively white. The members of natural-foods co-ops focused on “pure” food were largely white and middle class,
            while urban groups who worked to obtain inexpensive necessities were working class and much more racially inclusive. Over
            and over again, counterculture publications would ask: Why aren’t we reaching nonwhite audiences? Many groups would make a
            cursory appeal and give up, or settle for one or two token members.
         

         
         Some of this failure could be attributed to the broad social segregation of the time, and the fact that the U.S. population
            was 87 percent non-Hispanic white in 1970. To me, however, the natural-foods movement was stunted by the same problems that
            hobble the sustainable-food movement fifty years on: longhair circles were almost exclusively white, which left people of
            color with the burden of adapting to the majority’s terms, beliefs, and unconscious prejudices to join. Most food co-ops opened
            in white or rapidly gentrifying neighborhoods. The back-to-the-land movement took hippies to rural areas hostile to African
            Americans in particular. Plus, the food movement was characterized by a pervasive nostalgia—a preindustrial romanticism—that
            was disconcerting and painful to anyone whose ancestors, in that preindustrial era, were slaves.
         

         
         To some degree, there were parallel conversations around food happening in African American circles, and obvious crossover
            between the spheres of white counterculture and African American activists, and I’ll reference them as I can. But most of
            the movement I ended up tracing in the 1960s and 1970s took place in white homes, farms, and businesses.
         

         
          

         How do you cover a grassroots movement that had no geographic center and few leaders? This movement was taking place, simultaneously,
            in every state of the land. Of course, big cities such as San Francisco, Seattle, Boston, Los Angeles, Chicago, and Minneapolis,
            famous for their hippie enclaves, were home to businesses and publications that reached the entire country.
         

         
         Smaller college towns were vortexes of influence, too, culinary paradises if you had certain tastes in food. Take, for instance,
            Ann Arbor, home of the University of Michigan. By 1977, a section of its downtown housed the People’s Food Co-op, an herb
            and spice collective, the whole-grains Wildflour Bakery (which also housed the Grainola Collective), and the Soy Plant. Nearby
            was Eden Foods, a macrobiotic wholesaler and retail store. Vegetarian restaurants like Indian Summer and Seva both thrived
            close to campus. Many of these enterprises were getting wholesale goods from the collectively run People’s Wherehouse and
            its collectively operated grain mill. And if you showed up at the Ann Arbor Farmers’ Market on a weekend, you’d spot Frog
            Holler Farm, a tribe of back-to-the-landers who were calling their vegetables and greens “organic.”
         

         
         The scene wasn’t much different in Buffalo and Ithaca, New York; Madison, Wisconsin; Fayetteville, Arkansas; Burlington, Vermont;
            Iowa City, Iowa; Eugene, Oregon; Tempe, Arizona; Boulder, Colorado; and Austin, Texas.
         

         
         But the movement expanded, almost instantly, beyond those cultural hubs. Homesteads five miles from the nearest house were
            taking to brown rice and yogurt as quickly as twenty-person communes in Manhattan. And by the end of the 1970s, so were white-haired
            members of food co-ops in Tallahassee and Mennonite social workers in Elkhart, Indiana. In fact, many of these foods made
            their way to kitchens in Stuttgart, London, and Montreal—in my attempts to corral a narrative that threatened to bolt in every
            direction every time I found a new source of information, I limited the scope of this book to the United States.
         

         
         Tracing just how these fringe ideas and ingredients spread to so many communities felt like an impossible task, fifty years
            later. When I would ask former hippies why they thought natural foods had taken off all over the country at the same time,
            swear to god, half a dozen of them answered, “Magic.” Then I would start talking to them about what they themselves were doing
            during those years, and the real answer emerged: travel.
         

         
         “I see a vision of a great rucksack revolution thousands or even millions of young Americans wandering around with rucksacks,
            going up to mountains to pray, making children laugh and old men glad, making young girls happy and old girls happier, all
            of ’em Zen Lunatics who go about writing poems that happen to appear in their heads for no reason,” Jack Kerouac wrote in
            The Dharma Bums, one of the canonical books of the counterculture.
         

         
         Millions of young Americans obliged. Make-work jobs were easy to come by, work in hip circles even easier to take leave from.
            Hitchhiking cost almost nothing, and couches were everywhere. Communards in Vermont would leave the farm in January to stay
            with friends in Berkeley. Macrobiotic students would pay pilgrimages to Boston and Chico. The co-op circuit was particularly
            well established: someone would drive from Austin to Minneapolis for a conference, spend a few weeks visiting other co-ops
            and staying with the people they’d met, then invite all her hosts to Texas, offering them places to crash.
         

         
         Longhairs didn’t need the Internet. They had word of mouth. Reared on protests and community organizing, schooled on political
            discourse, committed to the consensus decision making that would turn every meeting into a four-hour debate, they talked and
            talked and talked and talked. Articles about food from underground newspapers and pamphlets slipped into packages of whole-wheat
            bread were simply the blooms that sprouted from this vast and fast-growing patch of ideas, not its roots and runners.
         

         
         So, instead of telling the story of hippie food with an academic’s omniscience, I took a journalist’s approach, following
            chains of influence as they wound through the personal stories of the people I interviewed. Some of the people I profile in
            the book are well known—the figures who galvanized their generation to act—but, just as often, they’re bakers or tofu makers
            or co-op workers whose names didn’t show up in Google searches. Their stories were distinctive and yet not unique. More significantly,
            few acted alone. This movement was collective in both its spirit and its structure. For every person I named, another eight
            or one hundred people worked alongside him or her: an army of millet-loving cooks.
         

         
          

         I’d divide the story of hippie food into three eras. The first is the prehistory, the years before 1968. The period from 1968
            through 1974 I’d call the revolutionary era, when the prospect of dramatic, instantaneous political change felt imminent and
            food was going to fuel it. As the Vietnam War ended, in late 1975, and the early baby boom generation looked at the prospect
            of turning thirty, revolution gave way to lifestyle changes. Most of the counterculture adherents turned their efforts away
            from protest and created institutions, businesses, and cookbooks that brought the food movement to a much broader audience.
         

         
         The first three chapters of Hippie Food largely focus on the prehistory and attempt to answer the question “Where did hippie food come from?” Looking for the deep
            history of this new cuisine takes us to Los Angeles in the 1950s and Boston in the early 1960s, then turns back to century-old
            strains of resistance to the industrialization of food. Each of these chapters traces specific influences—health food, macrobiotics,
            whole foods—and talks about how these concepts evolved in the kitchens of young baby boomers.
         

         
         The following chapters cover the second and third eras in the development of hippie food, looking at how the counterculture
            created this new cuisine and introduced it to the mainstream. The book follows tofu makers as they travel from Tokyo to rural
            Tennessee, documents a historic meeting on a hilltop in southern Vermont, examines how a generation’s wanderlust influenced
            a restaurant in the heart of Minneapolis, and burrows into the warren of food cooperatives in Austin and Ann Arbor, Michigan.
            Each of these stories is specific to its place and the people involved, yet mirrors what was happening in hundreds of other
            cities and towns.
         

         
         One last caveat: Since the 1960s people have tended to talk about countercultural staples like organic kale or brown rice
            in one of two ways. Either these foods are going to save our planet and our souls, or they’re the equivalent of a cod-liver-oil
            gargle, prim and repellent.
         

         
         To me, the story of hippie food became so much more interesting once I shook off both the rhetoric and the reactionary disgust.
            Although I have been a fan of tofu since the age of eight, I have no interest in telling you why you should be eating it. Rather, I want to know why so many other people did.
         

         
         
      

   
      
      
      
         
            1
Fruits, Seeds, and (Health) Nuts in Southern California

         

         In 1958, Joseph McCarthy’s Red scare was petering out, its instigator discredited. The newly formed National Aeronautics and
            Space Administration was sending space probes out beyond Earth’s atmosphere. The oldest members of the baby boom generation
            were just taking to hula hoops and pompadours. And the Aware Inn and the Health Hut opened in Los Angeles.
         

         
         The Aware Inn and the Health Hut were located two miles apart from each other, two now-forgotten health-food restaurants in
            a city that had seen dozens come and go. The two restaurants couldn’t have been more different. And yet, within a dozen years,
            their founders would help shape the diets of a younger generation.
         

         
         The Aware Inn, located on the Sunset Strip, was close and enveloping, with rose walls hand-painted with an art nouveau leaf
            motif, booths that pulled you close to your date and pushed the world away, lights just dim enough to make everyone a little
            ruddier, a little more beautiful. Up a set of stairs was an even smaller dining room with five tables and a bank of windows
            overlooking the Strip.
         

         
         The proprietors, Jim and Elaine Baker, were the kind of couple that Hollywood seems to conjure out of sunshine and free-floating
            molecules of celebrity. Elaine, a willowy blond artist in her thirties, was running the kitchen in back. Jim, who watched
            over the dining room, was six foot three, powerfully built, with light brown hair and a snub-nosed, square-jawed, deep-dimpled
            appeal. The Bakers hadn’t come from money, but they had that cool confidence that wealth and ambition convey.
         

         
         When you and your date cracked the Aware Inn’s stiff, leather-clad menu open, your first scan of the menu would have picked
            out any number of dishes common to tony restaurants in the 1950s, like shrimp scampi and veal Marsala. But then, as you glanced
            back, you might see bold, intricate salads, a hamburger whose patty was studded with melted pockets of cheese and chopped
            vegetables—vegetables in a hamburger?—and vegetarian dishes like mushroom rice pilaf served as main courses, not sides. Even
            the restaurant’s signature dessert, cheesecake, was a bit queer, made with honey and unrefined sugar. The Aware Inn was one
            of the very first restaurants in the country to print organic on its menu. If you asked what that word meant, the Bakers would explain that their vegetables and fruits were grown without
            chemicals. They cared as much about the provenance of the ingredients as they did the way the dishes were put together.
         

         
         Decor and soft music be damned, if it all seemed too foreign—as it did for quite a few customers in those early days—and you
            got up to leave, the burly owner would corner you. “I’ll make a deal with you,” Jim would tell you. “Try the food and if you
            don’t like it, you don’t have to pay for it. But at least try it.”1 It usually worked.
         

         
         The Aware Inn at least looked inviting to newcomers. By contrast, most of Los Angeles wouldn’t even have entered the Health
            Hut, on Beverly Boulevard near La Cienega, unless they were seeking thrills or carrot juice. The menu proclaimed the restaurant
            “a haven for movie moguls, folk singers, fire-walkers, fan dancers, phrenologists, philosophers, psychologists, soothsayers,
            saints, showmen, space-people, professors, poets, phony wrestlers, oppressed quiz show contestants, anthropologists, astrologers,
            alchemists, yogis, artists, bongo & balalaika virtuosos, tree-dwellers, zeros, radical intellectuals, Venusians and utopians.”2

         
         Every Saturday night at the Health Hut was Back to Nature Luau night. Guests would pack into the tiny, grotty restaurant,
            which had three rows of shelves selling vitamin supplements and specialty groceries, or more often, they would spill out into
            the fenced-in patio. There, they’d perch on apple crates and picnic tables where Beverly Hills matrons and soon-to-be-famous
            ingenues like Angie Dickinson pressed up against beatniks and glassblowers.
         

         
         Co-owner Lois Bootzin, a red-haired ballet teacher, would shimmy through the crowd toward the stage at the center of the patio,
            delivering glasses of papaya juice and “moonshine-whiches” (sprouts and avocado on soya bread), while back in the kitchen,
            a cook named Joyce would use a couple of hibachis to reheat bizarre fare like soybean-and-tomato casseroles.
         

         
         Grass skirts were never absent from the Health Hut, and when Joyce needed a break from the stove, she’d don one and launch
            into a rather suspect hula. Also stepping onto the stage might be a white-blond giant named Emile Zimmerman, whose guitar
            would lead the guests in raucous sing-alongs, or George Liberace (Lee’s brother) swaying away at the violin.
         

         
         But always at the center of the chaos would be Lois Bootzin’s husband, the overabundantly bearded Gypsy Boots, shaking his
            maracas and riling up the crowd, half cheer-squad leader, half generalissimo.
         

         
         The Aware Inn and the Health Hut were the gallery exhibit and the graffitied wall of health food in Los Angeles in 1958: the
            one reaching for bourgeois legitimacy, the other a populist bohemia. Yet only a city like Los Angeles could have produced
            both. Over the course of the twentieth century, certain ideas about nutrition had coalesced in Southern California, some of
            them eccentric in the extreme. Los Angeles also gave rise to health-minded missionaries and self-made experts who spread these
            notions to tiny storefronts and bookshelves across the country, where young Americans would encounter them in the form of
            strange vitamin pills, fresh vegetable juices, alfalfa sprouts, carob, wheat germ, and salads.
         

         
         The owners of the Aware Inn and the Health Hut became missionaries in their own right, too, who would help introduce health
            food, Los Angeles–style, to the psychedelic era.
         

         
          

         By 1958, Los Angeles had been a mecca for health seekers, beautiful people, spiritual radicals, and not a few hucksters for
            three-quarters of a century.
         

         
         The Southern Pacific Railroad arrived in the West Coast backwater in 1876, the Santa Fe Railroad in 1885. The railroad made
            it possible to travel from the East Coast to Los Angeles in a week, compared to months aboard wagon trains.3 Suddenly, a small coastal town gained access to the rest of America, and the rest of America—not to mention Mexico, China,
            Japan, and the Philippines—poured in.
         

         
         In those last decades of the nineteenth century, when Los Angeles was doubling its population every five to ten years, the
            rush brought tens of thousands of invalids who were drawn to the hot, dry climate by pamphlets and promotional books. “The
            California Cure,” the coughers of blood called it, and for a spell the city was almost as well known for its sanatoriums as
            for its orange groves.4

         
         Even after the city turned away from openly recruiting consumptives—they had too much of a tendency to croak to give rise
            to the metropolis the city’s boosters envisioned—the pursuit of health was etched into the life of the city. And with the
            ill came the doctors: not just practitioners of what was then called “allopathic” or “regular” medicine, but doctors prescribing
            all manner of what we now call “alternative medicine.”
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