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An enlightening narrative history—an entertaining fusion of Tom Wolfe and Michael Pollan—that
traces the colorful origins of once unconventional foods and the diverse fringe movements,
charismatic gurus, and counterculture elements that brought them to the mainstream and
created a distinctly American cuisine.Food writer Jonathan Kauffman journeys back more than
half a century—to the 1960s and 1970s—to tell the story of how a coterie of unusual men and
women embraced an alternative lifestyle that would ultimately change how modern Americans
eat. Impeccably researched, Hippie Food chronicles how the longhairs, revolutionaries, and
back-to-the-landers rejected the square establishment of President Richard Nixon’s America
and turned to a more idealistic and wholesome communal way of life and food.From the mystical
rock-and-roll cult known as the Source Family and its legendary vegetarian restaurant in
Hollywood to the Diggers’ brown bread in the Summer of Love to the rise of the co-op and the
origins of the organic food craze, Kauffman reveals how today’s quotidian whole-foods staples—
including sprouts, tofu, yogurt, brown rice, and whole-grain bread—were introduced and
eventually became part of our diets. From coast to coast, through Oregon, Texas, Tennessee,
Minnesota, Michigan, Massachusetts, and Vermont, Kauffman tracks hippie food’s journey from
niche oddity to a cuisine that hit every corner of this country.A slick mix of gonzo playfulness,
evocative detail, skillful pacing, and elegant writing, Hippie Food is a lively, engaging, and
informative read that deepens our understanding of our culture and our lives today.

“An intelligently written narrative refreshingly free of personal admonitions... Kauffman
comprehensively presents the history and the momentum of the organic food revolution while
foraging for the keys to its increasing desirability and crossover appeal. An astute, highly
informative food expose that educates without bias.” -- Kirkus Reviews“An outstanding food and
cultural history…In this informative, briskly paced first book…Kauffman details how the concept
of health food ‘evolved in the kitchens of young baby boomers’…Kauffman is equally thorough in
tracing how these early innovators inspired the food co-ops and whole food stores that exist
today.” -- Publishers Weekly (starred review)“Kauffman describes a time when a simple bowl of
brown rice...and dashes of tamari could be an act as politically symbolic as hitchhiking to San
Francisco with flowers in your hair... Alongside playful prose the great joy of Hippie Food is its
rich cast of characters.” -- Wall Street Journal“Kauffman’s research left him with a fascinating
picture of what longhairs ate and where they got it.” -- NPR’s The Salt“Briskly entertaining… I
thought I knew this story, but Kauffman has added a lot to it, in the way of both fresh information
and narrative verve.”-- Michael Pollan for the New York Times --This text refers to an out of print
or unavailable edition of this title.From the Back CoverSprouts, tofu, granola, brown rice, whole-
grain bread: suspect foods fifty years ago, omnipresent today. Journey back a half century in time



—to the 1960s and 1970s—with food writer Jonathan Kauffman, who tells the story of how a
coterie of unusual men and women embraced an alternative diet that would change how modern
Americans eat. Impeccably researched, Hippie Food chronicles how the longhairs,
revolutionaries, and back-to-the-landers rejected the square establishment of President Richard
Nixon’s America and turned to a more idealistic, wholesome, and communal way of eating.From
the mystical rock-and-roll cult known as the Source Family and their legendary vegetarian
Hollywood restaurant, to the free brown bread served by activists known as the Diggers in
Haight-Ashbury during the Summer of Love, to the rise of food co-ops and the origins of organic
farming, Kauffman reveals how hippie food became part of our diets. He tracks its journey from
California to Oregon, Texas, Tennessee, Minnesota, Michigan, Massachusetts, and Vermont,
and from a niche oddity to a cuisine eaten in every corner of this country.A slick mix of gonzo
playfulness, evocative detail, and elegant writing, Hippie Food is a lively and informative read
that deepens our understanding of our culture and our lives today.--This text refers to an out of
print or unavailable edition of this title.About the AuthorA line cook turned journalist, Jonathan
Kauffman is an International Association of Culinary Professionals and James Beard Award–
winning staff writer at the San Francisco Chronicle. He served as the restaurant critic at the East
Bay Express, Seattle Weekly, and SF Weekly for more than a decade, and has contributed
regularly to San Francisco magazine, Lucky Peach, and Wine & Spirits. His articles have also
been anthologized in several editions of Best Food Writing. A native of Indiana, he now lives in
San Francisco.--This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.From the
Inside FlapSprouts, tofu, granola, brown rice, whole-grain bread: suspect foods fifty years ago,
omnipresent today. Journey back a half century in time--to the 1960s and 1970s--with food writer
Jonathan Kauffman, who tells the story of how a coterie of unusual men and women embraced
an alternative diet that would change how modern Americans eat. Impeccably researched,
Hippie Food chronicles how the longhairs, revolutionaries, and back-to-the-landers rejected the
square establishment of President Richard Nixon's America and turned to a more idealistic,
wholesome, and communal way of eating.From the mystical rock-and-roll cult known as the
Source Family and their legendary vegetarian Hollywood restaurant, to the free brown bread
served by activists known as the Diggers in Haight-Ashbury during the Summer of Love, to the
rise of food co-ops and the origins of organic farming, Kauffman reveals how hippie food
became part of our diets. He tracks its journey from California to Oregon, Texas, Tennessee,
Minnesota, Michigan, Massachusetts, and Vermont, and from a niche oddity to a cuisine eaten
in every corner of this country.A slick mix of gonzo playfulness, evocative detail, and elegant
writing, Hippie Food is a lively and informative read that deepens our understanding of our
culture and our lives today.--Wall Street Journal --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.Read more
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AuthorCopyrightAbout the PublisherIntroductionThe 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.1Although
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.2Those 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.3The 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.5As
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!7The 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.8Another, 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 anew 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.”9Food 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.1Fruits, Seeds, and (Health) Nuts
in Southern CaliforniaIn 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.”2Every 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.4Even 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.”Los
Angeles became one of the nation’s centers for “drugless healers” such as chiropractors and
naprapaths. Some might be practicing the water cure, wrapping bodies in wet sheets and
subjecting them to endless showers. Masters of iridology would stand patients in front of lights
whose colors were picked to correspond to the disease. The infirm and the robust alike could
seek treatments with massage artists, naturopaths, and yogis. There were vibrating chairs and
stretching machines and herbal teas. So prevalent was this interest in healing that in 1899 the
Los Angeles Times inaugurated a weekly naturopathic medicine column called “Care of the
Body.” It ran, with few interruptions, for more than forty years.Twentieth-century allopathic
doctors prized the rigors of the scientific method, with its hypotheses and double-blind studies.
The germ theory of disease—the realization that microscopic organisms were responsible for a
host of infectious diseases—had changed medicine just a few decades before, validating the
medical profession in the eyes of the public more than its previous reliance on purgatives,
bloodletting, and etherless, antibiotic-less surgery had.In contrast, naturopaths, chiropractors,
iridologists, and the similarly inclined put faith in the evidence of their senses: if they observed a
treatment working, it clearly worked. If there was a theme to their advice, one that would carry
through to health promoters of every stripe outside the medical establishment, it was that a body
in optimum health would resist any illness, whether physical, mental, or spiritual.5 While they
didn’t discount the virulence of germs, they argued that germs only affected some people and
spared others. The difference between the two groups must be optimum health.Obtaining
optimum health meant putting one’s trust in the perfection of nature: engaging in copious
amounts of exercise; avoiding toxins, poisons, and drugs in their many forms; eating nutritious
foods; and making sure the digestive system eliminated waste at peak efficiency so that
undigested food didn’t get blocked up there and rot the body from the inside out.Many of the
health reformers and naturopaths of the early twentieth century fixated on living foods because
they were still impregnated with that critical quality of “vitality.” Cooked food was “devitalized,” an
adjective that came to be applied to refined flour, sugar, even salt. A body didn’t just consume a
carrot or a few grains of rice and convert it into fuel, as early-twentieth-century nutrition science
was positing; a living being sucked out the vitality of its food, vampirelike, transmuting the life
force into its own flesh.Needless to say, the devout health seeker needed to be eating the most
vital of foods: fresh, unprocessed, still charged with their life force. Raw, or “unfired,” foods
enjoyed a surge of interest in the first few decades of the twentieth century. For the first time in



America, such a diet was now feasible, thanks to California’s mild climate and robust agricultural
industry, which was sending railcars of fruits and vegetables across the country at all months of
the year.To this day, Californians enrage and bewitch North Americans from snowier states with
their smug insistence that gorgeous local produce should be accessible year-round. Is it any
surprise that raw foodists concentrated in Los Angeles? By the late 1920s, the Los Angeles
Tribune’s health columnist, Philip Lovell, talked up a local “Health Cafeteria” and the even more
appealingly named “Corrective Eating Cafeteria,” both of which served vital nourishment, as well
as two locations of the Eutropheon, one of the first raw-foods restaurants in the United
States.Eutropheon owners John and Vera Richter, who had opened their first location in 1917
and stayed in business until 1940, were serving what Lovell raved were “tasty salad
combinations of every conceivable type and description,” as well as crushed-fruit pies with
sunbaked crusts made from ground raisins and whole wheat.6 Vera Richter’s 1925 Mrs.
Richter’s Cook-Less Book contained recipes for such delights as Cabbage-Cocoanut Salad,
Avocado Soup, and Carob Fruit Cake (well, “cake”). As she wrote in the introduction:An alert,
clear-headed, springy feeling is . . . the reward of the followers of nature’s diet, and since one
cannot readily over-eat, the super-abundant fat cells that make life a burden and induce disease
need not be feared. If disease is already upon the consumer of fired foods, the way out is plain—
eat what nature produced for your food, and eat it as nature made it ready for you. Unfired food
does not produce disease, because it contains no inorganic sugar, soluble starch, and partly
decomposed protein; neither inorganic salts to irritate the nerves; nor does it readily decay and
ferment in the alimentary canals and so produce toxic elements. It has true remedial value for
curing disease by supplying the proper food elements in organic form.7In the early twentieth
century, a group of writers and freethinkers from German-speaking countries introduced
Southern California to the ideas of the lebensreform (life reform) movement, which embraced
nudism, vegetarian diets, and drugless medicine. In several spots in German-speaking Europe,
long-haired, bearded naturmenschen (natural men and women) clothed in free-form peasant
dress were gathering into intentional communities where they absented themselves from
capitalism, practiced free love, and embraced a spirituality that combined Germanic myth and
Rousseauian nature worship.8One of them was Arnold Ehret, inventor of the “mucusless diet.”
Ehret, born in 1866, had left his position as a drawing instructor to operate a clinic in a radical
commune in Switzerland. There, he claimed to have discovered his diet after curing himself of
Bright’s disease, a chronic inflammation of the kidney. He immigrated to Los Angeles in 1914
and, soon after, began writing in English.In Ehret’s two best-known books, Rational Fasting and
Mucusless Diet Healing System: Scientific Method of Eating Your Way to Health, the author took
the naturopath’s horror over the decaying contents of the intestines to an extreme. “I maintain
that in all diseases without exception there exists a tendency by the organism to secrete mucus,
and in case of a more advanced stage—pus (decomposed blood),” he wrote.9 The mucus that
dripped from one’s nose during a cold was only the overflow from a vast lake of the sticky,
repellent gunk that clung to the organs and thickened the blood. The veins clogged up with



mucus, the intestines were a swamp of it—or its slightly more solid counterpart, feces. As a
writer, Ehret was a poet of putrescence, who took delight in wading into the bogs of effluvia he
decried.The optimal, mucusless diet for humans, he argued, was one that other scientists might
have prescribed for lorikeets and arboreal sloths: stewed fruits, salads with simple lemon-and-oil
dressings, greens, and plain boiled or steamed vegetables.10 Occasionally, the mucusless
eater could eat a slice of toasted whole-grain bread (toasting prevented it from turning into
phlegm in the stomach). But ridding the body of mucus was not merely a matter of abandoning
putrefying foods. No! The moment a person stopped eating mashed potatoes and pork chops,
his body revolted by throwing off all the mucus it had been storing since birth. Unchecked mucus
would coat the tongue and the stomach lining and flow out into the urine. One could, in fact,
drown in one’s own mucus.The secret to scouring the mucus from one’s viscera without killing
oneself was to transform one’s diet slowly and to fast frequently, aided by regular doses of an
herbal laxative Ehret concocted called InnerClean.11 Sadly, he was unable to prove to the world
how long a perfectly mucus-free body might live; he died in 1922 at the age of fifty-six, when he
fell and fractured his skull. Nevertheless, his books remained in print for more than ninety
years.12Arnold Ehret, the Richters, and their generation of nutrition experts were succeeded by
a pair of showier figures who built on the dubious wisdom of their predecessors to become
Southern California’s greatest dietary evangelists of the 1930s, 1940s, and 1950s: Paul
Chappuis Bragg and Gayelord Hauser. Where Ehret spoke the language of illness and health,
poison and purity, Bragg and Hauser added another dimension to their message: the confluence
of health and beauty.By the late 1920s, when both men had arrived in Southern California, the
motion picture industry had started drawing beautiful people to Hollywood. Within just eleven
years of 1911, when Centaur Film Company set up the first film studio in Los Angeles, 85
percent of all U.S. films were coming out of Los Angeles.13 Reliable weather and cheap land
aided the proliferation of studios. By 1923, the Hollywood Chamber of Commerce complained to
the New York Times that ten thousand young men and women were arriving in Los Angeles
each month, desperate to become stars.14As the concept of a movie star crystallized in the
1920s, so did the idea of a movie star as being young and acutely fine-boned or dashing and
well muscled. Fan magazines began chronicling the plight of actresses who were dieting to lose
weight, having discovered that the camera added ten pounds to their figures.Hollywood took to
health food—particularly its promises of vitality and eternal youth—with a seriousness of intent
that can still be found in Gwyneth Paltrow’s cookbooks. And in fact, the bran breads, bright
salads, and light entrées that health-food experts recommended were far more likely to produce
a glow than Lawry’s Diamond Jim Brady Cut prime rib and baked potatoes.Paul Bragg moved to
Los Angeles in the early 1920s after working in New York for the best-known health advocate of
the time: Bernarr Macfadden, a bodybuilder, vegetarian activist, and publisher of Physical
Culture and True Detective magazines. Bragg supplemented his work experience by claiming
bona fides including several naturopathic degrees and titles (which some online detectives have
gone to great lengths to disprove).15In his early Los Angeles years, Bragg taught physical



education classes at the YMCA and organized a club called the “Wanderlusters” that led hikes
up and down the hills surrounding the city. He also founded a health center where he gave
lectures; the center’s cafeteria, endorsed by the Los Angeles Times’s health columnist, claimed
in its advertisements to serve “mucusless” foods.In his earliest cookbook, 1930’s Live Food
Cook Book, Bragg described the people who attended his lectures as being desperate for some
way to regain their health after medical doctors and drugs had failed them. “I have helped
thousands of hopeless sufferers back to new life and health by teaching them the cause of all
disease—a poisoned blood stream resulting from the popular diet of unnatural, demineralized,
devitalized, foodless foods,” he wrote.The diet the book recommended was vegan and relied
heavily on the recipes of the Richters and other Los Angeles health-food proselytizers of their
time. The reason for the absence of animal products, Bragg wrote, was that meat was the
ultimate devitalized food: bury a cow and all it does is decompose, he offered as evidence
supporting his claim, while a buried peach can yield an orchard. A quarter of the recipes in his
early cookbooks were for salads, while another quarter gave instructions for baking, steaming,
and boiling vegetables without devitalized salt or spices. He included a few recipes for whole-
grain breads but, in honor of Arnold Ehret, cautioned that they should be “thoroughly toasted,
dried out, and dextrated” before being consumed.Bragg eventually softened his stance on meat
and dairy as his fame, as well as his bibliography, grew. Bragg’s home base remained in Los
Angeles for many years, but he acquired a reputation akin to a traveling evangelist. He called his
peripatetic talks “the Bragg Crusades.”“Old Age is not a matter of years,” states a 1930
advertisement for a Bragg lecture in Oakland, California. “It is a matter of the poisons in your
tissues. . . . Learn how to eat vitality giving foods, foods nearer the natural diet of mankind, foods
that do not store up waste poisons in your tissues and produce Old Age in your body.”16In the
ad, Bragg promised to show up in athletic costume to show off his “remarkable physique.” Paul
Bragg’s muscles may not have been as finely etched as those of Bernarr Macfadden or fellow
Macfadden protégé Charles Atlas, but his torso was as strong as his jaw; he bared his chest at
every photo op well into his middle years, flexing his muscles like a call to victory and showing
off an almost maniacal vitality in his two-foot smile. His followers may have come to the lectures
desperate for medical cures, but Bragg promised them that the rewards of optimum vitality were
so much greater than good health: vitality could be awfully sexy, too.In Oakland, the Bragg
Crusades sold one notable convert on the beauty of good health. A French American teenager
named Jack LaLanne, who later described himself as a pimply weakling at the time, was
convinced to change his diet and lift weights. By the time he reached his twenties, he had bulked
up into a V-shaped hunk with a Hollywood jaw and a body built for bikini briefs. LaLanne would
open gyms in Oakland and Los Angeles, invent “trimnastics,” and in the 1950s become daytime
television’s biggest fitness instructor.A teenager named Jim Baker—future owner of the Aware
Inn—claimed, too, to have attended a Bragg lecture on another Crusade stop in Cincinnati,
privately consulting the gut-health guru afterward about a persistent case of hemorrhoids.
Bragg, Baker would tell his followers three decades later, was the reason he devoted the next



few decades of his life to health food and exercise.By the 1950s, juicing also had taken hold in
Southern California, the base of the nation’s fruit bowl. Patricia Bragg, whom Paul adopted as his
daughter in the 1950s after she divorced his son, claims her father was the first person to import
hand-cranked juicers from Europe in 1937. Magazines like California Health News, Prevention,
and Let’s Live, Southern California’s own health-food magazine, soon advertised dozens of fruit
and vegetable juicers.17Bragg used his physical beauty to sell a message of good health. For
Gayelord Hauser, beauty was the message. Born in Germany in 1895, Hauser immigrated to the
States as a teenager, studied naturopathy and chiropractic, and moved to Los Angeles in the
late 1920s. The city became the base for his cross-Atlantic lecture tours and, later, radio shows,
and he published several bestselling books.Hauser looked like a cross between Dirk Bogarde
and Humphrey Bogart. His friendships with Greta Garbo—he played Rock Hudson to her Doris
Day—and the Duchess of Windsor were reported in celebrity magazines and newspapers alike,
which helped endear him to his core audience of middle-aged women.18“I believe you are as
young as your diet,” Hauser would tell his followers, whom he called his capital-P “People.” Much
of his fountain-of-youth diet—centering on lean meats and vital fruits and vegetables—was in
line with Paul Bragg’s. Hauser also liked to hold elaborate parties where he would serve glasses
of vegetable cocktails instead of martinis and daiquiris. In his books Eat and Grow Beautiful
(1936) and the bestselling Look Younger, Live Longer (1950), Hauser supplemented this diet
with copious doses of his five “wonder foods”: brewer’s yeast, blackstrap molasses, yogurt,
wheat germ, and powdered skim milk.19Naturopaths and health-food-store owners alike had
already revered these five foods, though few sold them with as much panache as Hauser.
Brewer’s yeast and wheat germ, for example, had first been used to produce vitamin B extracts
in the 1920s and 1930s, when the general public was becoming aware of the power of vitamins
to pump up their vim and vigor.20 By the 1950s, manufacturers were able to chemically
synthesize these vitamins, but the aura of health still clung to their natural sources. Molasses
was reported to be a great source of iron and trace minerals. Powdered skim milk provided
protein and vitamins while keeping the figure trim. Health foodists took to yogurt after
discovering Elie Metchnikoff’s 1907 study of soured milk’s supposed life-lengthening effects on
Bulgarian peasants, who were rumored to hit the century mark with astounding frequency.
Hauser also touted yogurt’s vitamins and protein, giving a polite nod to the mysterious and
possibly beneficial bacteria that made it tart.21By the 1950s, Hauser and Bragg had both
realized that their traveling lectures and books weren’t the only way to reach health-conscious
Americans. As scores of health-food stores popped up, the two experts also turned their
message into merchandise.Los Angeles was particularly rife with outlets. Lindberg Nutrition
stores, vitamin and supplement shops with lunch counters, had been set up in communities
across the Southland, and stores such as Organic-ville, Foods for Life, the Health Pantry, and
Full O’ Life offered the health seeker enough means for chasing vitality to electrify Frankenstein’s
monster into life.Vitamins were certainly the primary currency of these stores, and the popularity
of the multivitamin was reaching its peak in the late 1950s and 1960s, but health-food stores



offered far more than shelves of pill bottles. They were the League of Justice headquarters for
Gayelord Hauser’s superfoods and advertised special products for the diabetic, the allergic, the
starch restricted, and the obese.Alfalfa and desiccated liver tablets shared shelves with Arnold
Ehret’s Innerclean laxative and “vegetal salts” (as opposed to devitalized mineral salt). Lecithin—
purportedly for emulsifying fat and removing it from the bloodstream—was sold by the tub. Some
stores also stocked Southern Californian foods like Alta Dena raw milk, El Molino stone-ground
wheat, Hain Pure Foods safflower seed oil, and whatever “organic” vegetables they could buy
from farms that eschewed pesticides and fertilizers. Some sold fresh-pressed juices as
well.22The health-food marketplace grew so self-aware that stores all over the country banded
together to form the American Health Food Association in 1936, later known as the Natural
Nutritional Foods Association. The association held conferences starting in the 1930s; by the
1950s and 1960s, it was battling crackdowns by the U.S. Food and Drug Administration over the
many untested claims the health-food industry generated.The American Medical Association
and public-interest groups joined the FDA in attacking health-food-store owners and writers like
Paul Bragg and Gayelord Hauser. The battlefield: the press, congressional hearings, and
occasionally the courts. Their weapons: disdain and outrage. Health-food gurus were called
“food faddists” when a critic was being polite and “quacks” when he or she wasn’t. Experts from
Harvard and Cornell, the Food and Drug Administration, and the Department of Agriculture took
to the nation’s general-interest magazines and newspapers to fight the rise in food faddism.A
typical salvo, from Science Digest in 1952:No matter what the food faddists say, there is no such
thing as the “perfect” food. Yogurt and wheat germ and brewer’s yeast and blackstrap molasses
and a host of more obscure dietary fads may not do you any harm—true. But they also won’t do
you any special good.23Or this, in the March 1963 issue of Better Homes and Gardens:The
term [health food] is meaningless; all foods contribute to health. But it usually refers to a food or
food product sold through so-called health-food stores on the basis of claims about its health-
preserving powers. If the food tastes unpleasant, as it often does, or if its price seems
excessively high, so much the better for business.24The nutritional establishment characterized
shoppers at health-food stores as “little old ladies in tennis shoes,” a cliché that made its way
into story after story about food faddists, though sometimes they exchanged their sneakers for
dungarees. Health-food critics heaped pity on the industry’s deluded victims and fury on the
deluders; health-food proponents promised the faithful that their illnesses were proof that
medical science was failing millions of people.Articles pooh-poohing food faddists rarely veered
in their tone or their conclusion: when we eat a regular balanced diet—which might well include
Coca-Cola, T-bones, and canned peas—we get all the nutrition we need.The critics didn’t slow
the growth of the health-food market. By the mid-1960s the American Medical Association
estimated ten million Americans were spending $500,000 a year on vitamins and nutritional
supplements. Southern California continued to be the industry’s capital: three of the five national
groups devoted to promoting health food were based in Los Angeles.25Health food didn’t lure
Gypsy Boots, founder of the Back to Nature Health Hut, or Jim Baker, co-owner of the Aware



Inn, to Los Angeles. One wafted there in his lifelong flight from convention; the other fled there to
gamble on fame and only found it after he gave up. For both men, spectacular health was their
birthright, their entry into health-food circles, and a currency they used to pay their way in the
world.Robert Bootzin—Boots’s legal name—was born in San Francisco in 1915, the son of
Russian Jews. His father was an itinerant door-to-door broom seller, his mother an iconoclastic
vegetarian who would dress the children in coat-of-many-colors outfits and lead them into the
orchards of Sonoma County to pick fruit for extra cash.From his teenage years on, Bootzin
possessed an untamable energy. It is hard to imagine how one body could vibrate at so high a
pitch. He had the cheekbones of Errol Flynn and the physique of Channing Tatum, but the
zigzagging mania of Tigger. He spoke as if he’d been plugged into the biggest amplifier a cock-
rocking stadium act could buy. His body exuded kinetic feedback at every turn. It’s not surprising
that school could not contain him. No one job could contain him. A state as big as California
could barely contain him.What little sense of conformity he might have retained dissipated after
tuberculosis killed his older brother, a barber, at the age of twenty-two.26 In mourning, Bootzin
slipped out of the habit of cutting his hair and beard. He dropped out of school and claimed to
have lived in the wilds of San Francisco’s Golden Gate Park for a spell, then began roaming with
the picking season, hitchhiking the length of the state.27 “I lived for twenty years in caves and
under trees and on top of trees,” he later told Groucho Marx.28 During the summer, he’d head
north of San Francisco to pick apricots and berries in Sonoma, travel south through its coastal
vineyards and Central Valley almond orchards to the date palms of the high desert and the citrus
groves of Orange County. He subsisted on nuts, cheese, and fruits, supplemented by foraged
watercress from the streambeds and alfalfa from the fields.The backdrop to Bootzin’s vagabond
youth was the Depression and World War II, when young men circumambulating the state,
hitching rides from farm job to farm job, were hardly rare. It was no crime then for him to set up a
fruit stand along the side of the road, dealing oranges from a stack of crates until there was
nothing left to sell, nor to camp in the wild lands that still covered much of Southern California
when he had amassed enough money to buy food for a few weeks.Along the way, Bootzin
picked up the name “Gypsy Boots” (for a few years he was called “Figaro,” from a song he’d belt
out when peddling figs). He also joined up with a band of similar-minded, similarly hirsute men
who came to be called the “Nature Boys.”Among them was Maximilian Sikinger, a strapping
blond German who settled in the Santa Monica Mountains in the 1940s to practice massage and
teach yoga, as well as Bob Wallace, who looked so much like Jesus that everyone called him
that.29 Then there was the ethereal eden ahbez, one of Boots’s closest comrades in the Nature
Boys for a time. ahbez was so humble he forswore capital letters in his assumed name, dressed
even more Christlike than Bob Jesus in robe and sandals, and spent his days meditating and
composing songs with equal intensity. In 1947, ahbez managed to slip Nat King Cole a few
songs he had written after a concert, and Cole took to “Nature Boy,” recording the song—with its
Eastern harmonies and lingering melancholy—in 1948. The song became such a hit that it
earned ahbez tens of thousands of dollars, as well as profiles in newspapers and major



magazines like Time.30The Nature Boys orbited one another rather than traveling as a pack,
taking on itinerant farm work like Boots did and sometimes assembling at a raw-food store in Los
Angeles that would employ them from time to time (one source suggested it was the Richters’
Eutropheon). They would pile into the seats of Gypsy’s Jeep—he ripped off the canvas top and
slung bananas over the bars—and drive to Tahquitz Canyon near Palm Springs or Topanga
Canyon just west of Los Angeles, where they would spend weeks living in the caves.Other times,
the Nature Boys would roam down to Muscle Beach in Santa Monica, just as tan and athletic as
the bodybuilders who gathered there in the late 1940s and 1950s. There, bikini-clad women and
melon-biceped men, so clean-cut you could barely spot a hair on their chests, put on gymnastic
shows for the gawkers. The Boys would join them to hand out fruits and nuts or even give
lectures on the sand about the awesome powers of raw vegetables.31The Nature Boys’ hair and
beards may have been repellent to the straights of the time, their vegetarian and fruit-focused
diet almost incomprehensible. Boots, who traveled with his tambourine, was the group’s clown
and troubadour. With every performance he espoused a way of life far outside the norm of
postwar America: no possessions, no status, a reverence for the natural world that blended the
spiritual and the dietary. As ahbez’s hit song proclaimed, “The greatest thing you’ll ever learn / Is
just to love and be loved in return.”32In the early 1950s, Boots migrated back to San Francisco,
pursuing an improbable courtship with an Indiana immigrant named Lois Bloemker, who had
studied at UC Berkeley and was then working in a department store. They wed in 1953,
scandalizing her family, and Alex, the oldest of their three boys, came along soon after.Lois
remained Boots’s straight man, so to speak, for more than forty years. In the early years, the two
traveled up and down the state, but several years after Alex was born, they returned to Los
Angeles for good. Boots took jobs as a traveling salesman, as an opener for novelty act Spike
Jones and His City Slickers, as a chauffeur and a tree trimmer’s assistant—most of which he
was fired from for being, well, Gypsy Boots.In 1958, just after the couple gave birth to a second
child and needed to settle down, a relative loaned them just enough money to rent a restaurant
on La Cienega. The Back to Nature Health Hut and its nutty luaus brought Boots to the attention
of Hollywood’s more bohemian stars, like Red Buttons and Gloria Swanson, as well as the
bodybuilders the Nature Boys had befriended on Muscle Beach. The restaurant also attracted
television cameras. On one local show, host Jack Linkletter circles the yard, quizzing the guests
on why they don’t eat meat, before making his way to a bare-chested Boots, who rips into an
alfalfa-sprout sandwich like a cheetah devouring a gazelle. Then Lois dances sinuously across
the screen, and five-year-old Alex, wearing a turban, pretends to meditate so hard he doesn’t
notice the microphone under his nose.33Unfortunately for the world, the luaus would not last
very long.Before the Aware Inn opened, Jim and Elaine Baker had never run a restaurant, either.
In fact, at the age of thirty-six, Jim was embarking on perhaps his third career, having already
lived enough lives to wring the vitality out of most men.34Baker was born in Cincinnati in 1922,
raised by a single mother and converted to the cause of exercise and diet by Paul Bragg. He
married at the age of nineteen, then rushed into World War II. Baker served in the Marines as a



sergeant for three years, earned a Silver Star for bravery at Guadalcanal, and trained in the
service as a judo instructor, where he befriended another muscle-bound soldier and Bragg
convert named Jack LaLanne. Like his friend, when Baker returned to Cincinnati, he ran a
fitness studio for a half dozen years.35Yet it was then that the restlessness that would plague
and inspire Baker for the rest of his life first set in. At the age of thirty, that fear of claustrophobic
boredom compelled him to leave his wife and young daughter for Los Angeles. Like many
immigrants to the land of the beautiful, Baker came west to audition for Hollywood: a new Tarzan
movie. The part went to another actor, but he ended up staying.Part of the reason was that he
met up with Elaine Ross. The two met on a double date, accompanying other people, and hit it
off so electrically that halfway through dinner the couples swapped.36 A shared interest in
exercise and health food, as much as their beauty, brought them together. Early in their
marriage, the Bakers decided that they were not suited to working for other people and plotted
together on some business enterprise that would allow them independence. Their pursuit of
health and fitness redoubled after the birth of their first son, who was deaf. Not only were they
always active, both had also become skilled and enthusiastic cooks.37The couple first settled in
the bohemian enclave of Topanga Canyon. Located in the hills east of Malibu, just a few physical
miles and a world away from Hollywood, Topanga Canyon was developing a reputation as an
enclave for actors and blacklisted artists, and the Nature Boys often circulated through. Baker,
who had always been good with his hands, made belts and sandals. Elaine plied her trade as a
graphic designer. Together they began studying mystical traditions, attending every Sunday the
lectures of Manly Palmer Hall, a Los Angeles spiritualist and collector of arcane teachings from
all over the world, who had compiled an occult encyclopedia called The Secret Teachings of All
Ages.38Topanga Canyon was where Jim Baker was arrested for his first murder in 1955: the
Bakers were living on a small campground, and a neighbor who had left his dog in the Bakers’
care while he was in prison had gotten into a fight with Baker upon his release. In the fight,
reported the LA Times, the victim had pulled a knife on him and Baker had countered with a judo
throw and a couple of sharp chops. He broke the man’s neck. After a few days in jail, the death
was ruled justifiable self-defense.In 1957, a few years after a second son was born, the couple
took over a fur shop on the Sunset Strip—a mile-plus length of Sunset Boulevard located just
outside the Los Angeles city limits, where laissez-faire police presence had allowed a
burgeoning nightlife to flourish. After gutting the space and installing a kitchen in the store’s
former vault, Elaine painted the walls and Jim built out the booths.They tested and retested the
dishes they’d serve, blending high-end and healthy. Through the health-food store they regularly
shopped at, they located a few Southern California farms supplying antibiotic-free meats and
vegetables grown without chemicals. Natural-foods bakers supplied them with whole-wheat
breads. The couple worked with Rosa Cardini, daughter of the inventor of the Caesar salad, who
was running her father’s packaged-salad-dressing business, to develop a proprietary lemon-
herb vinaigrette. Fervid believers in the evilness of refined sugars, the Bakers concocted
desserts using raw sugar or honey.According to Elaine, the restaurant’s first customers were



people they’d encountered through the health-food world, as well as Jack LaLanne, who worked
out with Jim Baker, and his family.39 The initial suspicion with which first-timers greeted the
restaurant gave way to success. The Aware Inn’s mix of health and intimacy, combined with its
relatively affordable prices, drew in Hollywood both young and old.For all the money that
Angelenos were spending on vitamins and lecithin, brewer’s yeast and wheat germ, Gypsy
Boots’s Health Hut still drew bohemians rather than Betty and Tom Smith from Bakersfield. The
restaurant was an anarchic circus, a permanent stage for Gypsy, whose gregarious charm and
need to perform bordered on mania. “He had a switch that just turned on,” his second son, Dan,
says. “If there was anybody around, he was on.”As Boots later explained in his autobiography,
his almost desperate eagerness to amuse was combined with a sacred veneration of laughter.
“People laugh at me,” he wrote, “but I don’t care. So long as they are laughing. Laughter is the
healthiest thing in life.”Gypsy Boots got his chance to be on the biggest stage of his life in 1962.
The Health Hut had closed—“I gave away more than I sold and the landlord said I was making
too much noise,” he admitted40—but it introduced Boots to enough people that he segued into
selling fruit to a rarefied clientele. He began delivering fruits and nuts, dark breads, avocado-
sprout sandwiches, and carob cookies to rich patrons and the beauty salons of Beverly Hills, a
job he kept to some degree for much of the rest of his life. Kirk Douglas was a client. So, through
the salons, were Natalie Wood and Joan Collins.Through the salons, too, he met a producer for
Steve Allen’s nationally syndicated late-night show. The producer was the show’s designated
“kook-booker,” who met Gypsy Boots once and invited him on. Allen loved the element of
surprise, so when he announced that his next guest was the “goodwill ambassador of health and
happiness,” he had no idea what was going to walk out onto the stage. Out from the wings
bounded Boots, grinning like a jack-in-the-box head and howling, “Hello, Steve Allen! It sure is
good to see you! Boy, am I going to get you healthy!” Boots blended up a banana-soy-milk
smoothie for Allen, recited a poem, and charmed his way into stardom.By this time, the forty-
eight-year-old’s looks were grizzling over, his beard and long hair striping with gray, but he still
had the physique of a young man and all the reserve of a six-month-old puppy. For three years,
Boots appeared on the show at least once a month. He might swing in on a vine or lead in a goat
that he’d coerce Allen into milking; he decorated a Christmas tree with daikons and kiwis,
hopped up and down on sharp rocks to prove his bare feet had become as tough as hiking
boots. He dived into the audience or passed out oranges. And every appearance came with a
poem or a lecture about his philosophy:I feel so fine, I feel so great.So let me go open up that
gate.I just have had a tremendous dateWith a glass of milk and a soy bean cake.All my muscles
are strong and loose,Because I drink lots of mango juice.For scorns and frowns I have no
use,’Cause I feel wild as a goose.Life is a game of take and give.The world is my brother and I
love to live.So what’s this living really worth,If there isn’t any peace on earth?41Boots became
such a regular character on the show that his appearance would be announced in newspaper
television listings across the land, sometimes as the headlining guest. His sons say he began
receiving letters from viewers across the country who’d tell him about how much he inspired



them to eat more healthfully (or at least to drink juice). Boots even claimed that twenty-five fan
clubs had sprung up in cities across America.It was the peak of his popularity, and Boots made
the most of it in the way he knew how: hustling. For a few months in 1963, he traveled around the
Southwest with a band, Gypsy Boots and the Hairy Hoots; on the tour he talked to a United
Press International journalist about his plans for a “nature nightclub”—only one watercress
cocktail per person.42 He and Lois crashed celebrity parties, and Boots spent a few months as
a good-luck mascot for a Dodger player until he got himself kicked out of the stadium for
standing on his head in the stands and whipping the crowd into a frenzy.By 1965, Boots was
also hawking his autobiography, Bare Feet and Good Things to Eat, as well as wild man T-shirts
and bumper stickers. Like all good health-food gurus of the time, he became a brand: he gave
his name to an herb tea, a powdered vegetable broth that doubled as a seasoning salt, and a
protein powder. His biggest, and longest-lived, success was the Boots Bar, an energy bar made
for him by a Hungarian candy maker.43 The first version of the bar contained carob, brown
sugar, and malted crunch, but the second version could have been the blueprint for Clif and Kind
bars, a sticky mass of sesame and sunflower seeds, honey, dates, and dried figs.Adults who
entered their twenties in the late 1960s may have remembered Gypsy Boots from their
weeknight television watching. If they lived in Southern California, they certainly encountered
Boots Bars, which were sold well into the 1980s. His direct influence on the burgeoning
counterculture was subtle, perhaps, but direct nonetheless. Gypsy, Lois, and their three sons
would spend their Sundays hiking up Griffith Park—“my church,” he’d say to them—and hanging
out in the trees, where they interacted with Los Angeles’s nascent hippie scene. He became
such a figure at the weekend gatherings that he recorded a song titled “We’re Havin’ a Love-In,”
and made his way onto the program of the Newport Pop Festival, where he was onstage
alongside the likes of Jefferson Airplane and the Grateful Dead.44
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Saraswati, “A Walk Down Memory Lane. I'm enjoying "Hippie Food" because it's the story of my
young adulthood. Although the information is sometimes a bit muddled (particularly about
macrobiotics), the book definitely tells the story of how my generation changed the way many
Americans eat. I highly recommend it to vegan millennials, many of whom seem to think that
their generation discovered soy foods, sprouting, and fermented foods.Reading about the
"Tassajara Bread Book", "The Book of Tofu", and so many other cookbooks of the 1970s took
me right back to baking bread and cooking for my housemates in the communal house I lived in
during college in Vermont. I was surprised to learn from "Hippie Food" that I was among many
who, at the time, looked to the Time Life "Foods of the World" series of books for authentic
ethnic recipes - withdrawing them from the local library one by one. After college I was involved
with the macrobiotic community in my hometown. I helped to cook weekly dinners sponsored by
the macrobiotic center, and participated in macrobiotic summer camps. And, although Kauffman
gives us the impression that macrobiotics was so extreme a diet that some even died of
starvation, I never met anyone in the community who was the least bit malnourished. As with so
many other ideologies and philosophies, some simply went too far in their zealousness.I was in
at the beginning and have been living the organic, vegetarian, natural food lifestyle ever since.
Having been there from the start its been particularly interesting for me to watch this all grow and
evolve over the years. And although "hippie food" has often been mocked and maligned, it is the
food that has literally nourished and sustained me in excellent health for over four decades. I still
use many of the books mentioned in "Hippie Food", their pages stained and rumpled from so
many great meals over the past 40-plus years. Sadly though, many of the original hippie food
companies sold out to mega-corporations, and many of the foods have become nothing but
trendy status items.I do think that Mr. Kaufman did a great job of covering the whole scene as it
progressed. I'm glad he included the chapter on the "hippie trail", as it came to be called. Our
experiences traveling in India, Central Asia and North Africa definitely played a huge role for
many of us, greatly influencing our diets and lifestyles. Thankfully, this book helps to shed light
on my generation's idealism, adventurous spirit, and desire to bring about positive change even
through something as seemingly mundane as food.”

Dana Ewing, “A journalistic history of counterculture food movements, from the ground up.. This
book provides a great, journalism-styled historical deep dive into the origins of the crunchy-
granola facets of contemporary cuisine. Kauffman based his account on hundreds of interviews,
which is evident from the personal details and local atmospherics he provides throughout the
various narratives that make up the book. He also skillfully weaves in historical context,
providing the backstories of the various health foods and fads that fed into the natural foods
movement embraced by the counterculture – including granola, whole-wheat bread, alfalfa
sprouts, brown rice, and tofu.Overall, the effect is a bottom-up approach appropriate for such a



diffuse social movement. He gets as close to pinpointing the origins of hippie food – the chance
encounters and powerful connections that brought it to life – as one could hope. Even so, as with
all attempts to capture the emergence of the counterculture, things moved so quickly, and
people shifted so suddenly to radically different lifestyles, that it remains difficult to comprehend
in terms of strict causation.Kauffman does provide crucial social context by continually pointing
out how much it all depended on an abundance of cheap resources. The growth of the
American economy created a lot of slack capacity: highways and plentiful oil made travel by car
cheap, regular airline travel worldwide made last-minute tickets cheap for the taking, the
abandonment of center cities made rents in places like the Haight cheap, while the depopulated
countryside made farmland cheap. Drugs were widely available. And of course, the expanding
availability of a college education made talk – radical, intellectual, speculative talk – cheap (not
necessarily in the pejorative sense). Catalyzed by the civil rights movement and, above all, the
Vietnam War, the nation’s youth lived on the cheap while devoting themselves to organizing
protestsThis helps address not only the topic of hippie food, but the central paradox of 1960s
history: that the people behind the social movements appear simultaneously to have been
radically aware – rebuking the injustices of the status quo – and obliviously entitled. Their radical
adventures were, after all, enabled by the excess capacity of the society they rejected. The other
open question is whether the shift in mainstream culture from the 1950s to the 1970s would
have happened to some extent even without the radical vanguard; Kauffman points to the
increasing worldliness of Americans, in such matters as cookbooks, as encouraging more
creative eating generally.Overall, in matters of food as in the reimagining of sex, environmental
stewardship, and much else, the countercultural seems to have had a salutary effect in the long-
term, whatever its excesses.”

morehumanthanhuman, “Very informative and a joy to read. This is a fascinating history of the
US organic/natural foods movement in the 20th century, with a focus on the counterculture.
Kauffman tackles a number of subjects -- macrobiotics, vegetarianism, organic foods, the rise of
soy products, and the food co-op movement are all included. I was especially pleased and
surprised by the focus on vegetarianism/veganism, since I hadn't expected that much content
there. The author uses a good blend of contemporary sources and more modern interviews with
key players, which gives the book a nice balance. Highly recommended to those with an interest
in US food culture.”

CrownPointAl, “Great book, highly recommend!. Comfortable to read. A very relaxed and smooth
writing style, which I found appropriate for the topic. The subject of the book is exceptionally well
investigated and explored and held my interest throughout. I felt the passion and appetite
(sorry) for researching the subject of hippie food effortlessly translated into words. From
interviews with more well-known people to those not-so-famous (more impressive and notable);
I found the book to be an interesting study in history intertwined with the purpose I bought the



book: the influence a group had on our food before ‘natural’ was seized and exploited by Big
Food.Thank you Jonathan for your hard work and demonstrating your writing talent, much
appreciated.”
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