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Praise for Vegan Love

“Whether it’s advice, great food, or a fashion find, Maya Gottfried is the friend who’s always there for you with compassion and a new way of looking at something. You’ll be hard-pressed to read this book and not feel like Maya has done you a solid.”

—Tracey Stewart, author of Do Unto Animals: A Friendly Guide to How Animals Live, and How We Can Make Their Lives Better

“Vegan Love is a thoughtful, practical, timely guide to help vegans navigate the challenging terrain of finding rewarding relationships in a not-yet vegan world.”

—Jonathan Balcombe, author of What a Fish Knows

“Maya Gottfried’s delightful book Vegan Love offers great support for those seeking help in navigating romantic relationships while maintaining a cruelty-free lifestyle. Maya reveals that by staying true to our love for animals, we often inspire those around us to live more compassionately. Fun, honest, and informative, Vegan Love shows that our authenticity benefits both the animals and our relationships.”

—Gene Baur, president and cofounder of Farm Sanctuary and author of Farm Sanctuary and Living the Farm Sanctuary Life

“Adopting a vegan lifestyle can cause tension with friends and relatives. This is especially true in love relationships. Vegans and those considering veganism will find support and answers to their questions in Maya Gottfried’s book.”

—Élise Desaulniers, author of Cash Cow: Ten Myths about the Dairy Industry

“Everything you need for falling in love, getting hitched, and living happily ever after vegan-style! Whether your soul mate is vegan, veg-curious, or not yet either, true love will find a way, and Maya Gottfried helps it along in this delightful book that draws on the experience of vegans who’ve found that romantic bliss can coexist beautifully with scrambled tofu and leafy greens.”

—Victoria Moran, author and podcaster, Main Street Vegan

“Be gone vegan myths! Author Maya Gottfried shows us just how easy it is to integrate veganism into our everyday lives. Vegan Love offers great advice for new vegans and those new to the dating scene, too. A very powerful book.”

—Stacey Wolf James, author of the wedding planning guide Never Throw Rice at a Pisces

“Practical, probing, and poignant, Maya Gottfried’s latest book is a gift to all women who are embracing the vegan lifestyle. Filled with insight, guidance, and resources, this is a go-to book that sheds light on love and the vegan path. A wonderful contribution and a great read. Hats off to Maya!”

—Amy Hatkoff, author of The Inner World of Farm Animals: Their Amazing Social, Emotional, and Intellectual Capacities
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INTRODUCTION

Out and Proud Vegan

I was in college when I first heard the term vegan and found out what it meant. I understood why someone would want to be a vegetarian, not eating animals, but I couldn’t completely comprehend why a person would want to be a vegan, cutting all animal products out of his or her diet and life. A basic definition of vegan is refraining from consuming or using anything that comes from a non-human animal, whether those products appear in food, clothing, household items, or whatever else one might come across in life. That sounded like a pretty tall order to me.

I am an imperfect vegan despite trying my hardest to avoid all animal products, and my guess is that all other vegans are imperfect, too. I am certain that I’ve sat on a leather seat. I can say with confidence that despite believing a dish was vegan, at some point I was handed a meal with dairy in it at a restaurant, and sadly, I’ve run over insects with my car on the way into town. I do my best. When there’s a choice to be made, I choose the compassionate route.

I’ve found that, despite my fears that going cruelty-free would be difficult, the world is generally vegan-friendly. If I’m in a clothing store, there are usually many more cotton and rayon (vegan) items than silk and wool (not vegan). When I’ve flown internationally, there has always been a vegan meal available on the plane (though I’ve needed to request it in advance). In foreign countries, I’ve consistently been able to find vegan food, whether in Europe or Asia. Even when I order coffee at massive chains, I have options including soy and almond milk. Of course there have been challenging moments, and sometimes a little preparation (like packing my own food) has been required, but in the eight years since I went vegan, I have never been forced to eat an animal or gone without a meal.

When I made the commitment to go vegan at the age of thirty-five, I expected that a lot of challenges lay ahead of me. I was aware that my diet would change significantly. I dreaded the inevitable parting with non-vegan makeup. I felt fear as I surveyed my leather shoes, anticipating the day when I’d bid them adieu, and I experienced separation anxiety when I came across wool sweaters in my bureau. One thing I didn’t take into consideration right away was how being vegan might impact my dating life. Soon, though, questions arose—more from curious friends and family than conjured up by my own mind. A close relative told me that as a vegan I would be difficult to date and suggested that it was not a smart path to take as a single woman in her thirties. A friend urged me not to tell dates about my cruelty-free lifestyle.

All of a sudden, I had to make decisions about when to tell someone I was dating that I was vegan and whether or not I could dine at a restaurant of that person’s choosing. Should I put it in my online dating profile, save it for a phone conversation, or wait to gently explain it upon a first meeting?

This book’s intention is to share with you my own and others’ experiences of dating and partnering as vegans and help you find your own way. I believe you will discover, as I did, that it is much more of a stroll through a flower garden than a minefield.

I had always considered myself an “animal lover.” Growing up in New York City, we had cats and dogs as companion animals in my home. I loved them and thought of them as part of the family. My heart would soar when I spotted wildlife, whether they were ducks on a pond or fish in a stream. However, I hadn’t made the connection that the animals I was eating had also once been living beings with emotional lives, likes and dislikes, friends, family, and personality quirks just like the animals I lived with or saw scampering across the forest floor. For some reason, I completely separated my love for animals when I was putting food in my mouth.

Going vegan happened to me in one sudden, life-changing moment. I had gone vegetarian the previous year out of my love for animals and had been reading about factory farming and veganism for months. I had friends who were vegan. I saw it as a way to save lives on a daily basis by simply choosing not to eat certain foods or use particular products, and I wanted to take the plunge—yet I felt fear and doubt when it came to making the commitment. I had little faith that I could live my life without consuming animal products. I knew there were vegan lifestyle options a-plenty, but I had convinced myself that life would be significantly less enjoyable minus my eggs, cheese, and milk. That was my conundrum.

Of course there was also the panic caused by imagining a life of not being able to order anything I wanted in every single restaurant on the planet. People with severe nut allergies can’t order just any item on a menu without risking death. Often kosher individuals dine only at certain restaurants, and those with celiac disease need to pick and choose their dishes carefully if they don’t want to become sick. People exclude ingredients from their diets all the time for reasons ranging from saving their own lives to following religious traditions. Clearly, having limits on what I was able to eat was not the real problem.

I continued to read the evidence favoring a vegan diet. The facts are staggering.

According to the national farm animal rescue and advocacy organization Farm Sanctuary, 280 million hens laid 77.3 billion eggs in the United States in 2007. Male chicks won’t grow to lay eggs and are therefore considered useless by the egg industry. About 260 million of them are killed each year, many being ground up while still alive. Ninety-five percent of egg-laying hens live in tiny cages granting them a space smaller than a sheet of letter-sized paper. In industrial farming facilities, chickens are crammed into cages and usually have their beaks cut with a hot blade at a young age to prevent them from pecking each other—behavior caused by their close confinement.

All of that so that I could eat a spinach and egg wrap in the morning.

But what about the milk in my coffee? According to Farm Sanctuary, in 2008 the number of cattle used in the production of milk in the United States exceeded 9.3 million. These grand dames are confined in small spaces and continually impregnated (so that they will produce milk). The mama cows’ calves are taken away, usually within hours of birth, while the mothers frequently bellow for their babies, experiencing horrific and visible emotional distress. Because the male calves will not grow to produce milk, they are usually raised for beef or slaughtered for veal at only a few months of age. Millions of them.

That’s just the pain I caused at breakfast.

It finally hit me. I felt compassion and love for the animals, I wanted them to live happy and healthy lives, yet I felt a great disconnect from them—because I was hurting them. I could no longer deny the reality that the unnecessary choices I was making on a daily basis were causing pain to these beautiful, sentient, intelligent beings. It was as if I were a parent telling my children (the animals) that I loved them and then I was hurting them. Saying “I love you” doesn’t erase the abuse. It doesn’t stop the hurt. By going vegan, I was stopping the cruelty and letting the love shine through.

I listened to what I knew was true in my heart and acted accordingly. I simply believed that if I did what I knew to be right for me, everything else would work out. And it did.

When going vegan, I learned there is an abundance of vegan foods out there to be enjoyed. I didn’t feel deprived; in fact, I tried many dishes I hadn’t before, finding new favorites like tofu scramble and the Indian classic saag bhaji (a spiced spinach dish). Of course choosing to dine at a steak house probably would result in limited options, but plenty of restaurants offer a variety of delicious cruelty-free selections. Most importantly, avoiding certain foods was a small sacrifice to make for the sake of saving lives. I realized that forsaking ingredients painfully harvested from living, feeling beings was not difficult. I might have enjoyed the taste of a cheeseburger before I went vegan, but I don’t need to eat them to live. The consumption of just one of those diner classics meant that a cow who might have enjoyed the sun on her back and the breeze against her face, a social animal with family and friends, had experienced an unnecessary death. Eating vegan just meant rethinking what I thought of as food, and by doing that I would save lives.

As soon as I eliminated the animal products from my diet, I instantly felt a connection with all beings that had previously been blocked. Whether it was a chicken living on a factory farm, or one of my companion cats purring on my lap, I experienced a deeper love for all animals. Perhaps that is not so surprising, but I also felt an increased compassion for human beings. I was no longer justifying violence, any violence. I had discovered that my life was sustainable without hurting others. Of course there are many unconscious ways we cause pain to other conscious beings. But by going vegan, I was making a choice that was significantly reducing my negative impact on others.

But then there’s the issue of cravings. Some argue that a craving is our body telling us we need something. So if I craved milk or eggs, what would I do then? Our bodies often crave things that are not necessarily healthy: sugar, alcohol, and other controlled substances. My experience has been when I abstain from consuming what I crave, eventually the yearning for that substance disappears. When I first became vegan, I occasionally craved eggs, but I refrained from eating them, and at some point along the way I stopped desiring them.

I remember standing on a subway platform in New York City, soon after going vegan, and feeling a general lightness of spirit that I had not previously experienced. I knew I was consciously causing less suffering, and it changed my relationship with the world. I became aware that I had previously been subject to a subtle yet constant sense of guilt that was now gone. It was as though a wall had come down from around me. Somewhere in my subconscious, my entire being knew I was causing less pain, and I felt significantly better. It was a similar feeling to admitting to my dad, as a teenager, that I had used his credit card without his permission. Even though I justified purchasing those concert tickets in my seventeen-year-old mind, it was as if every part of me knew that it was wrong, and it haunted me until I told him. Then the veil lifted. The same guilty feeling disappeared when I went vegan. I just hadn’t realized that it was there.

What I gained in losing hamburgers was emotional access to the billions of living beings I share the planet with. I felt a greatly increased sense of peace. I had lots of energy and was healthy.

Next, I veganized my lifestyle. In my closets sat many hundreds of dollars worth of leather handbags and shoes. In the top drawer of my bureau was a recently purchased pair of black leather gloves. Winter often found me cozily wrapped in wool scarves, and a family member had recently given me a sweater that flaunted a fur collar.

I don’t know which was harder—the shoes or the handbags. They were just objects, but for some reason I was very attached to them. I reminded myself that cattle had died so that these accessories could be made. When thinking about going vegan, I had met and petted cows and steers at Farm Sanctuary’s expansive shelter in Watkins Glen, New York, where hundreds of animals who have been rescued from the farming industry are cared for. I had experienced their incredible serenity, and their affection for bovine friends and human caretakers. I had even been nuzzled by a cow who had never met me before, freely offering me warmth despite having been previously hurt by members of my species. Still I clung onto these inanimate items made from the bodies of animals who I now considered my friends. Finally, knowing the truth in my mind, I ignored my more materialistic side and let go. I filled a bag with the shoes and got rid of them, giving some to a friend and dropping the rest off at a thrift shop. There was no justifiable reason that animals should suffer for the sake of my fashion sense.

I dreaded, in particular, letting go of one purple purse with gold detailing. I had spotted it in a local store and stalked it for months while the price remained too high for my modest budget. Finally, one day I strolled into the shop to discover the coveted leather satchel on sale for 50 percent off. I swiped my debit card and brought it home. When I went vegan, I balked at giving it away. Wasn’t it divinely ordained that I should have that bag? Hardly. I don’t think the powers above want me hauling dead bodies around. I packed it up along with the rest of the expensive handbags that I barely ever used and donated them to a community center.

Now my closets contain gorgeous cruelty-free shoes and handbags. I’ve learned that vegan designers take care of my every fashion-induced desire, and that animals don’t need to suffer in the name of style, just as they don’t need to suffer for my food. Now I get to walk around knowing that no one died for the sake of my vanity. Letting go of my non-vegan accessories was also an important reminder to me that some things are more important than possessions.

And then, just as I had finished veganizing my life, I was blindsided. A week after turning thirty-six, I found out I had cancer. Stage three colon and rectal cancers, to be specific. I was instantly launched into a completely different life than what I was used to. I left my job as a publicist at a respected New York City book publishing company within a week of the surprise diagnosis and embarked on a full-steam-ahead journey to save my life. My path to wellness included surgery and chemotherapy. I also incorporated complementary therapies such as restorative yoga, visualization, and acupuncture. I drank lots of vegetable juice. I was intent on doing everything I could in order to stay alive, and in my mind I would accept no other outcome. I was shocked but I was hopeful. Though there were horrible days of feeling overwhelmed by the side effects of chemotherapy, I maintained a positive attitude and focused on all of the love that surrounded me.

Many of my relationships with friends and family became stronger during this time. One of my favorite memories of those days was spending an evening camped out in bed eating takeout food with a friend while we watched a Duran Duran documentary, transfixed by the film like teenagers. With our busy grown-up lives, it had been hard to find space in our schedules for quality time together, but now my friends and I had a great excuse to just hang out and appreciate one another. I made myself vulnerable to the people around me and they reached out to help, even if it just meant sitting and keeping me company while I lay weakly in my small apartment, or coming with me on the subway when I went to the hospital. It was a difficult time with some very bright moments. When I was feeling depleted and sick, I still enjoyed the effects of my now regular meditation practice and the sunshine pouring through the window at the studio where I practiced yoga. In the end I recovered, but I realize how lucky I was. Others around me with similar positive attitudes lost their lives to the disease. It was during that year of treatments that I learned veganism not only saved the lives of animals, but it could help save my life, as well.

One evening, nauseous and weak from chemo, I went to a talk and book signing by the president and cofounder of Farm Sanctuary, Gene Baur. I got the opportunity to speak to Gene one-on-one for a few minutes at the small Brooklyn shop, and he mentioned a book titled The China Study, stressing the importance of its contributions in the area of nutrition. A little embarrassed that I hadn’t heard of what was clearly an important entry in any vegan’s library, I quickly purchased it. I read as I sat in the waiting room at Memorial Sloan-Kettering Cancer Center before my chemotherapy treatments, and when lying in bed at home, recovering from the harsh effects. Among the many revelations about the health benefits of a plant-based diet, the book presented undeniable evidence that being vegan could help prevent the growth of cancer; that the consumption of animal proteins did nothing less than facilitate the lethal disease’s spread. Going vegan wasn’t a cancer cure-all, but animal products undoubtedly helped cancer along.

Could I have been encouraging the growth of this disease inside me by what I had been eating all of those years? Though I had known before that as a vegan I could be as healthy as an omnivore, now I knew that veganism could make me healthier than those who consumed animals. Now not only did I stand strong in my new lifestyle for the sake of the animals, but I held onto it for my own life. I was already a devoted vegan, but after reading The China Study, I was certain that a plant-based diet was a crucial part of my path to good health. It turned out that what was best for the animals was also best for me.

And, by doing what was best for animals, and for my own good health, I was doing what was best for the planet. The farming of animals is incredibly destructive to the environment in a number of different ways. Massive amounts of manure are produced in the raising of animals for food. In fact, as reported by the United States Environmental Protection Agency (EPA), “a single dairy cow produces about 120 pounds of wet manure per day which is equivalent to the waste produced by 20–40 people.” According to Farm Sanctuary, “Factory farms typically store animal waste in huge, open-air lagoons … which are prone to leaks and spills.” In 2012, an Illinois pig farm spilled waste into a creek, killing more than 140,000 fish. The Chicago Tribune newspaper found that pollution from hog confinements killed at least 492,000 fish in Illinois from 2005 to 2014. In a report titled “Livestock’s Long Shadow,” The Food and Agriculture Organization of the United Nations (FAO) states “… the livestock sector is a major stressor on many ecosystems and on the planet as a whole. Globally it is one of the largest sources of greenhouse gasses and one of the leading causal factors in the loss of biodiversity, while in developed and emerging countries it is perhaps the leading source of water pollution.”

Even with life or death issues staring us in the face, and awareness that the planet is being destroyed, we can still be concerned about seemingly superficial lifestyle issues like, What if my favorite perfume isn’t vegan? What do I do then? Given all of the above information, why wouldn’t I be vegan? Because I couldn’t continue to wear the same perfume?

As a vegan, I’ve been asked a lot of questions about shoes and sweaters and makeup. The truth is that these seemingly trivial items can be fun to indulge in. If they weren’t available in vegan forms then I might be a little bummed out. Luckily, I don’t have to fantasize about fancy footwear and lip color because there are so many vegan options to choose from. I can take the train from my upstate New York home into Manhattan and soon be surrounded by footwear options aplenty at vegan shop MooShoes (or buy online from my comfy couch). I can even walk into the local mall and have a wealth of vegan makeup products to choose from. I just need to do a little research online beforehand to confirm which are free from animal products.

More than one person showed concern for how a single gal like me would be able to date as a vegan. I still start to burn up when recalling warnings that being vegan might make dating difficult. It was as though someone suggested I not take life-saving medicine at a restaurant because it was a social faux pas. It was a no-brainer to me. I was going to be vegan no matter what. If someone had a problem with it, that was their problem. But the truth was, being vegan did have the potential to throw a possible partner for a loop. It didn’t prevent me from dating, but there were some new considerations to keep in mind.

Dating as a vegan, I prioritized being true to myself and honest with those I dated. I didn’t hide my veganism under a bushel—I let it shine. I also didn’t pressure those I dated to share my way of living. I wrote in my profile at the dating website I used that I was vegan. When going on dates, I was open to going to non-vegan restaurants, as long as there was something I could eat. The truth is that veganism didn’t really come up in conversation that much on my dates. Mostly I was just trying to get to know the people I was going out with, finding out what they were interested in. One date enjoyed comedy so we chatted about the short film he was making while sitting at a café a few blocks from my Brooklyn apartment. Another person I went out with a few times was an opera singer whose day job was at the United Nations. We talked about the children’s books I’d written over steamy beverages at a cute SoHo teahouse. I didn’t speak too much at first about my ethical commitments, because our conversations often went in other directions. When questions did come up, I calmly shared with my date what I knew, passing on information that had helped me find my plant-based path. I discovered that by staying true to my love of animals and being honest, I avoided those who couldn’t embrace my veganism and steered clear of dating disasters. I spoke from the “I” perspective (not telling them what they should do, but what I had experienced), and nobody argued with me. The truth is that I didn’t run into one person who had a problem with my being vegan.

I had detailed why I didn’t consume dairy to one tall, artistically talented crush of mine, an omnivore. In telling him, I explained that the cows are forcefully impregnated so that they will produce milk, and their calves are taken away from them. We left it at that and I didn’t pressure him to go vegan. He had mentioned to me that friends of his family ran a small dairy farm. Originally he had told me he thought it was an ethical operation. A few weeks later, he said he had visited the farm and his friends who ran it. He had asked if they took the calves away from the mother cows. “They do,” he said very seriously, clearly having taken in the gravity of that act. He had processed a very important piece of information—that cruelty is inherent in the farming process, even at small dairies. He may not have immediately become vegan, but because I was honest with him, he had the opportunity to see the truth for himself and is now conscious of the suffering in that industry—a big step. He became a good friend, and whenever we have gone out to dine, he’s offered to eat vegetarian. I learned a truth, too: that we are better suited as friends than romantic partners. So by being honest, with him and with myself, everything worked out for the better in the end.

Being honest and truthful can be a little scary, but I’ve never regretted telling it like it is. Sometimes I feel a little bit like holding my breath when talking to an adamant omnivore about my vegan lifestyle, but no one I’ve dated has ever criticized or even questioned my commitment. If anything, they have been curious and shown admiration.

I never needed to, but had a date ever responded to my vegan values with antagonism, I like to think I would have put the kibosh on any potential relationship and deemed the scenario a no-go. Negativity toward something so important to me is not a trait I would tolerate in someone I was dating, and implementing that boundary didn’t prevent me from meeting great potential partners. Overwhelmingly the response I experienced was positive. The disaster dates I did have had nothing to do with my being vegan.

I’m only one person, and there are a lot of vegans who are dating or in relationships. So in writing this book, I turned to them. To think that I have all of the answers would be silly. What I learned above all in interviewing these women and the people who love them is that there is a beautiful world out there for vegans who are looking for or living in relationships.

While researching the book, I heard no accounts of terribly uncomfortable dates during which someone was taken to task on their cruelty-free lifestyle. I was pleasantly surprised to be told no stories of someone needing to end a date early or exiting a relationship because they were disparaged for being vegan. In many cases, veganism was part of the bond one had with a partner—their love of animals becoming a place where they connected. For others, living with an omnivore was an opportunity to share compassionate qualities with a person who they loved, and they often saw their partner move toward a more cruelty-free lifestyle. Some people will let it be known right away that they don’t want to date a vegan, and that makes it clear that they are probably not worth pursuing. Plenty of people out there embrace the vegan lifestyle, and I found there is no reason to waste one’s time with someone who looks down on it. You may end up opting out of certain scenarios, like getting engaged to a butcher, but cutting out the cruelty doesn’t mean forgoing a love life.

There are no rules when it comes to dating and partnering as a vegan gal, but there are many ladies who have traveled the path and found love by being true to themselves and honest with others. In being honest, one woman even found that someone who wouldn’t date a vegan actually respected her choice of a cruelty-free lifestyle. Whether settling down in a long-term relationship or continuing to hop around the dating block, vegans I interviewed for this book have found peace and happiness by looking inside their hearts to realize their beliefs and needs and communicating those with others. Over and over again, the testimonies of vegans clearly lead to the conclusion that there is no conflict between a love for animals and a loving relationship. If anything, vegans who have stepped up to the dating plate and gone through the motions of introducing their lifestyles to new people have seen others grow in surprising ways, often going vegan themselves.

I’ve also included a wealth of information on makeup, fashion, and weddings. Dating and partnering isn’t all about the practical, but material matters undeniably come into play. Let’s face it: getting ready for a date has the potential to take as long as the date itself. Weddings often involve many months of planning. Whether your tastes are more casual, or you are a fan of the extravagant, I’ve provided tips, ideas, and resources to find what you are looking for, while cutting out the cruelty.
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CHAPTER 1

The Dating Game: Looking For Love as a Vegan

Dating as a vegan brings with it a new set of questions and conundrums, concerns, and considerations. What I learned from my own experiences, and speaking with vegan women who are dating or in relationships, is that honesty is indeed the best policy. When I respect my own feelings and beliefs, and am truthful with others about who I am, I find the people who appreciate me and am able to let go of those who don’t.

Above Average

Not long after I’d recovered from my cancer treatments, one of my lady friends and I chatted in a cozy bar on Manhattan’s Lower East Side, exchanging dating tips and stories. It was a true girls’ night out, complete with concert tickets to see a singer whose work I adored, Kristin Hersh, fronting her band, the Throwing Muses. My pal and I sat huddled in the amber glow of the dimly lit bar, comparing notes and confiding in each other. In the midst of talking, she advised, “Don’t tell them you’re vegan.” In part I’d anticipated this remark, yet sat somewhat stumped.



The Language of Vegan Love

Throughout this book, some terms will come up that may be unfamiliar to you. Here are explanations of what they mean.

Cruelty-Free: In this book, I use the term cruelty-free to indicate that something does not involve harm to animals and is vegan. The cosmetics industry uses the term cruelty-free to indicate that a product was not tested on animals. However, in the case of cosmetics, these “cruelty-free” products may contain animal ingredients and therefore not be vegan.

Ethical Vegan: Someone who eschews animal products in the interest of helping animals, not only for health or environmental reasons.

Pescatarian: A person who eats fish or other seafood, but no land animals.

Plant-Based: The definition for this term varies depending on who is asked. As nearly all vegan foods are derived from plants, in this book I use the term plant-based to refer to food or a diet that is vegan.

Sanctuary: Sanctuaries are generally shelters providing high-quality care for rescued animals, usually with a great deal of land for the animals to roam. However, some organizations using the term sanctuary may not offer the high standards of those included in this book.

Vegan: Not eating or drinking any animal-derived ingredients, including (but not limited to) meat, dairy products, and eggs. In addition to food and beverages, vegans eschew animal products in other areas of their lives (such as clothing and makeup).

Vegetarian: A person who does not eat the bodies of any animals (including land animals and fish).





I’ve heard whispers among acquaintances that vegans are “high maintenance,” “difficult,” or “demanding.” Advocates for omnivorous diets have peppered the media with comments implying that vegans are disrespectful of their dinner hosts and of traditions. There is a lot of fear-perpetuating propaganda out there.

My friend at the bar was concerned that by revealing my animal-product-free lifestyle, I might scare off prospective suitors. I worried, as she did, that the word vegan could trigger fear in the heart of the average man. But did I want to date the average man? The answer was No, I didn’t. I wanted to date the above-average guy. And I told her that not only would I not hide my vegan lifestyle, but I would stand strong in my vegan boots. Perhaps I would even decide to date only other vegans. Veganism is a huge and bright light in my life, and I was not going to sweep it under the carpet for fear of remaining single. Since becoming vegan, I felt significantly better, both physically and spiritually. I was conscious that my daily decisions about what I consumed meant that there was less pain and suffering in the world. My involvement in activism fueled my sense of purpose—I wasn’t just living my life for me anymore, but for other beings, as well. In becoming vegan, I had reached inside of me and realized what I truly yearned for: to be kinder to the animals I shared the planet with and not cause them pain. I had become vegan by living my truth. Was I really going to find love by living a lie?

It was a revelatory moment for me. I, like so many other single and seeking ladies, had been working to twist and contort myself into the perfect mold of the desirable date. Don’t wear costume jewelry, don’t put on too much makeup, don’t dress in quirky clothing, don’t tell them that you’re vegan. I was finally fed up. I don’t know what struck this faith in my heart that being true to myself was the answer, but I realized that I needed to pay attention to my own feelings and comfort levels—and not try so hard to fit a generic format that was rumored to be the ticket to love (and wasn’t working for anyone I knew).

I didn’t make it a rule to only date other vegans; I just promised myself I’d respect my own feelings and beliefs. I was not going to hide my vegan lifestyle, but instead pay attention to whether I was comfortable dating those who consumed animal products. If I wasn’t, I wouldn’t. If love is about honesty and being true to one’s heart, wouldn’t that include being honest about and true to one’s love for animals? The question for me changed from whether or not someone could love me when I didn’t eat animals, to whether or not I could love someone who did.

The answer was complex, certainly not black-and-white. However, what I found was that as soon as I put my foot down about being open, out, and unapologetic about my veganism, people started to respond in a very positive way.

I was subscribed to one online dating site with mixed feelings. I’m a big believer in serendipity when it comes to relationships, and I wasn’t sure if that translated to the Internet. I was very clear in my profile that I was vegan, but I didn’t indicate whether I would exclude omnivores from my dating pool. I heard from vegans, vegetarians, and omnivores alike.
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