
What I don’t know. 

I was once a meat-eater. I am not now. I have been a strict vegetarian since I was nine years 

old. I remember the various smells however. I can identify the type of meat when I smell it for 

example, pork, chicken or turkey. But I am not sure I can recall the actual taste anymore. It all 

seems so vague. Often when I smell certain aromas such as fried chicken or ham cooking at 

Thanksgiving brunch, I feel the familiar cravings which linger still. I do miss fried chicken, even 

though I may not remember the flavor. It is all so strange - to crave something you don’t even 

remember. But there is one thing type of meat I have never tried. One thing I would never touch 

even back then. I was honestly quite revolted by the mere thought of seafood. Although crab and 

lobster had a certain appeal, the rest of the seafood menu was simply not my cup of tea.  I have 

never eaten lobster but my mom loves it. I once even cooked a lobster dinner for her many years 

ago for Mother’s day. I am not a skilled cook either, but with a little help I managed to prepare it 

appropriately. While watching my mother’s enjoyment of this dish, I wonder what the taste of 

lobster actually is. I would never be able to try it myself to know but I imagine it is a 

combination of sweet and salty flavors. Add in the melted butter and it becomes even more 

palatable. It is likely that is has a great texture - smooth, with no gristle or grainy feel to it. It 

might almost seem like chocolate, melting in your mouth as you place it there. The work of 

cracking and opening the shell always seems so tedious and time-consuming. It seems almost not 

worth it for such a small snippet of meat. Yet, so many enjoy this one delicacy and do not seem 

to mind the work involved. It must be delightfully delicious to work so diligently for such a tiny 

portion. 


