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The Peanot

What looks like a peanut, is colored like a peanut, and smells like a peanut?  A peanut, one would say – but not me.  I know from experience that many things take on the appearance of a peanut on the outside, but inside are nothing like a peanut.  Because, one hot and humid day in Gunma, Japan, lunch happened to be sushi, and being a person who doesn’t like to eat seafood, I immediately searched for the vegetarian rolls.  And I swear it was peanuts I saw adorning a lonely group of sushi.  Apparently, looks can be incredibly deceiving… though sometimes things turn out better than expected.  


As I picked up this “peanut sushi,” I heard a gasp of surprise from my gracious hosts and aunties.  “Oh you’re so brave,” they gushed.  This caught me by surprise – it was not fish eggs or seafood, it was a peanut… right?  They asked me if I knew what it was, and I relayed my suspicions, prompting more laughter around the table.  It should have been obvious by then that it was not the desired peanut, but rather something else; something that is usually offered to guests as “delicacies” – only because nobody else likes to eat them.


Giggling, my cousin offered to explain the nature of this “peanut;” I politely declined, knowing that if I found out, I probably wouldn’t eat it.  I sat there for another minute, pondering my predicament.  To eat, or not to eat – that was the question.  My choice was either to not eat, saving my taste buds from a fatal encounter and my dignity from a bruising, or to swallow my fears, uphold my honor, and try something new.  “Fill your bucket of experience,” I could hear my dad say.  And to the amazement of everyone (including myself), I discovered the truth about this “peanut” as it vanished into my mouth.


It may have looked like a peanut – golden brown, drizzled in nut sauce – but that was where the similarities ended.  Peanuts, are not squishy.  A queasy look spread across my face as the mushy thing slid down my throat, to the amusement of everyone else.  Eating this was like eating a solid jell-o, yet it was not solid either.


“Uni” informed my cousin in awe, was what I had inhaled.  Turns out that uni isn’t Japanese for “peanut” – but it does mean “sea urchin”.  Good thing I found out after eat it, otherwise I probably would still be wondering if it really was a peanut.  Yet even after the fact had been revealed, I ate some more, because it really wasn’t that bad.


And even though the best way to describe the flavor of sea urchin is “interesting,” I am glad I ended up eating it.  Not only can I boast that I have eaten sea urchin, but that in itself was a journey I can recount years from now with laughter.  Good or bad, each experience makes my life more interesting than before – so why not take the risk and do the unthinkable?  Like food, it should not matter how life look, sound or by how good (or not) they taste, but rather by what they offer.  For although something may look like a peanut and smell like a peanut, it might be nothing like a peanut.

