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			ADVANCE PRAISE FOR
 Vodka Is Vegan 
And The Vegan Bros

			“The Vegan Bros kick a**! Their new book educates and enlightens in a fun way, showing that eating vegan is for people from all walks of life. I recommend it to anyone thinking about making the switch!”

			—DANIELLA MONET, actress and activist

			“Vodka Is Vegan makes the case for a vegan diet in a way that’s both hilarious and non-judgmental. The Vegan Bros recognize that everyone is on their own unique path and encourage you on every step you take.”

			—NATHAN RUNKLE, founder of Mercy For Animals

			“Do you know how many NFL players are switching over to plant-based diets? I see it all the time! Look no further than the very best, Tom Brady. But it’s not just a 5x Super Bowl champ that understands the benefits. Vodka Is Vegan is humorous, inspiring, and, most important, educational on WHY the world is choosing to go VEGAN!”

			—ERIN COSCARELLI, sportscaster and TV host, NFL Network

			“If you think going vegan is a great idea, but not for “regular” people like you, think again. The Vegan Bros hilarious and insightful new book shows you the way to a healthier, happier, cruelty-free, new you. A fast, funny, and life-changing read!”

			—SUZY WELCH, bestselling author

			“Hilarious and informative. Vodka Is Vegan is one of the funniest books I’ve read. If you like dogs and don’t want to eat them then this book is for you.”

			—CRAIG COCHRAN, cofounder of Terri restaurant and P.S. Kitchen

			“Vodka Is Vegan is an absolute ice breaker to get everyone talking about veganism. The Vegan Bros obliterate stereotypes and make their case for vegan world domination in a charming way that will tear down walls. A much-needed book!”

			—FLORIAN RADKE, cofounder of Cinnaholic and marketing guru

			“Having long been associated with sprawling, armpit-hair-clad, animal-rights warrior types, the animal-product-free lifestyle is now more closely aligned with ripped, mildly hipster-ish gym bunnies such as bolshy bloggers Vegan Bros.”

			—Vice

			“If you want to see the face—or, to be more accurate, the body—of the new wave of veganism, head to the website of the Vegan Bros.”

			—The Guardian (London)

			“When speaking with them, it is hard not to think: If this lacrosse- room ebullience is the product of a plant-based diet, I want in.”

			—Grist
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			To our parents.

			Mom, let’s be honest, you’re probably the only reason either of us actually graduated from high school. You hustled us from church to soccer, to baseball, to basketball, and you probably single-handedly wrote most of our meaningful reports in school. We always knew we were the most important things in your life.

			Dad, your day job as a commercial pilot had you traveling nonstop, but somehow you managed to be our best friend, our coach, and our biggest cheerleader. You instilled in us the idea that somehow we could accomplish anything we wanted. And here we are having written an actual book.

			Lillie, Skyler, and Peyton. You showed us the emotional bond and connection we are capable of having with animals. The joy you all had for playing ball and taking rides in the car was contagious. You are the reason we fight for all animals.

		

	
		
			
			Set your mind on a definite goal and observe how quickly the world stands aside to let you pass.

			—NAPOLEON HILL
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				INTRODUCTION

			

			HI—WE’RE PHIL AND MATT. We’re brothers. We’re writers. And we’re vegan.

			First off, you might ask, “Are you guys also pieces of shit?”

			No. There is a difference between “vegan” and “piece of shit.” But there are the people who are both at the same time.

			We, on the other hand, do our best to have love for everyone. And we know you may have interacted with a “vegan piece of shit” in the past. On behalf of all the vegans and all the animals, we’re sorry you experienced that.

			We totally understand if you want to let that experience, or those experiences, cloud the way you view vegan eating. But we beg you to give us another chance.

			If Beyoncé, Jay-Z, Jared Leto, Mike Tyson, Kylie Jenner, Serena Williams, Miley Cyrus, Liam Hemsworth, Olivia Wilde, Tony Gonzalez, Joaquin Phoenix, and Brad Pitt are exploring it or 100 percent on-board now, then maybe we’re on to something with this whole “vegan” thing.

			A vegan is two things:

			
					
					Someone who thinks it’s wrong to brutally torture and kill animals. That’s 90 percent of the definition.

				

					
					Someone who doesn’t support torturing animals with their diet. That’s the last 10 percent that most of us have fucked up on.

				

			

			We acknowledge that we’re all on our own unique personal journey. Rather than look for ways to exclude people, we try to be as inclusive as possible. If you’re opposed to animal abuse and you enjoy fruit or, hell, an Oreo (yes, they’re vegan), guess what? You’re already 90 percent vegan. We’re just here to help you get that final 10 percent. Or at least move a few more percentage points up.

			One of the reasons that we wanted to write this book was because, as veganism has risen and become very popular in the mainstream, there was also a small segment of vegans who were assholes.

			There used to be a joke about vegans. “A vegan walks into a bar . . . and I only know this because he told everyone within two minutes.” Okay, we get it. Vegans were pretty outspoken about their veganity in the past.

			But it’s not that way anymore.

			We became vegans for two basic reasons: we loved animals, and we wanted to be healthy and fit. Refusing to eat animals, and products derived from animals, helps spare a bunch of adorable critters torture and death while also keeping us toned as fuck. And that’s good. But we also want people to know what eating vegan is NOT.

			Eating vegan is NOT . . .

			
					
					A way for you to feel superior to other people. Hey, we’re all human, we’re all composed of similar weaknesses and flaws. And for a lot of people, one big commonality is that we want to matter, we want to stand out, we want to be special. A productive way to achieve that perfectly reasonable goal is to do things like learn shit, work out, and have stimulating conversations with interesting people and listen to what they have to say. A less productive way to achieve this goal is to try to put people down. And a lot of people have done this. Instead of saying something interesting, they would just shit all over what someone else said. Instead of helping someone and being awesome, they would rag on someone for being selfish. And that’s how some vegans gave the word “vegan” a bad rep. They adopted a super-aggro vegan stance purely as a way to make other people feel shitty and make themselves seem, by contrast, superior. That’s some bullshit right there. We don’t believe in that negative shit. We’re all about positivity! We want people to eat vegan because of the amazing, compelling reasons to eat vegan, and not because we’ll label them as pieces of shit if they don’t.

				

					
					Some kind of higher plane of existence. Eating vegan is how you eat. This is, we think, what used to drive away a lot of people from eating vegan. They thought it was some weird cult that had lots of rules, and if you broke those rules by eating a brownie made with butter, then you would be banished from the society forever, condemned for the rest of time to feel like a failure and an outsider. And that shit’s just not so. Being vegan isn’t like being part of Opus Dei or the Promise Keepers or Heaven’s Gate. Eating vegan doesn’t mean you can’t associate with meat-eating friends, or that only go to vegan-only restaurants or coffeehouses. And it sure as shit doesn’t mean that if you eat a veggie burger made on the same grill as a beef burger that you get sent to vegan prison or vegan hell or are publicly disconnected in some humiliating ceremony. Eating vegan just means you prefer to not eat food made from animals. Let’s keep the pressure low.

				

			

			We also wanted to write this book as a way to address something we saw as an important cultural progression. We’re bros. Literally, we’re brothers, but we’re also a couple of guys who like to party, and for lots of people, it’s incomprehensible that we’re also vegan. They have this image of vegans as these crunchy hippies who just spend the day in a drum circle, or as pencil-necked hipsters who play in ironic kickball leagues and vape aerosolized patchouli (also ironically). And as far as that goes, we honestly don’t think there’s anything wrong with it.

			But it’s also just not the way it is. Vegans can also be bros who love to party. They can be artists with nothing but contempt for the czars of fashion. They can be ballerinas or linebackers. They can be lawyers, doctors, construction workers, accountants, Beatles fans, Elvis fans, Veronica lovers, Betty lovers, Prius drivers, and pickup truck drivers. It’s everyone. It’s all of us. It’s inclusive. You don’t have to be part of a certain group to eat vegan, and you don’t have to change anything about yourself to become a vegan (other than not eating animals). This is a big tent. Everyone is welcome.

			We hope to see you inside.

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER 1

			

			Early Days: Portrait of Two Future Vegans as Meat Lovers

			WE DON’T EAT MEAT. And that’s because we hate it, we’ve always hated it, we find it repulsive, and we’ve only ever eaten tofu all our lives. Right?

			Wrong.

			We weren’t born by springing out of a pod and then munching on the grass. We’re a couple of normal, red-blooded American guys who grew up like a lot of other guys. We used to eat meat. We used to love eating meat. For breakfast, we’d eat bacon with a fucking side of sausage. Our club sandwich was a layer of turkey, a layer of bacon, a layer of ham, and some lettuce as a garnish. Probably with a side of bacon. Dinner was a turducken. So we loved meat.

			But meat didn’t always love us back.

			This asymmetry became obvious to us when we were still very young, about seven and ten years old, when we went on vacation in Puerto Rico.

			The trip was awesome. Our dad had been a captain for Delta, so we got to take lots of free flights. It was both a vacation and an anniversary present for our grandparents, who joined us on the trip. It was our very first vacation to a tropical island, and we discovered that we fucking love tropical islands. What’s not to love? It’s warm, there’s a nice breeze, pineapples grow out of the ground as if by magic, you can swim in the ocean, and everyone seems really nice and in a great mood (perhaps caused by all the warm weather and the pineapples and the beaches).

			And we weren’t one of those families that checks in at the hotel and then just hangs out by the pool all day and eats in the hotel restaurant at night, and then lather, rinse, repeat for a week. We liked doing shit. We stayed at a coffee plantation in the mountains (possibly where we started a fascination with the bean that would culminate in our becoming full-fledged coffee nerds), we saw a castle in Old San Juan, and we saw plenty of beaches.

			
				Fun Fact: Americans consume a shitload of coffee, to the tune of about 400 million cups per day and 146 billion cups per year. We drink most of ours at Starbucks.

			

			And when we were there, we didn’t just tan, we did shit, like snorkeling, kayaking, exploring a side island overrun with iguanas (Iguana Island), and making our first attempts at surfing. The results perhaps explain why you’re not reading a surfing manifesto.

			We even went to church. Our family had a policy that when we went on vacation, there was still no vacation from church. God didn’t take days off, dude. And our dad would want to go to places that were really part of the culture of the places we’d be visiting. So we went to this tiny Spanish-speaking church, where a guy who spoke English tried to serve as an interpreter (even though our dad spoke Spanish), and later we visited a Puerto Rican megachurch. It was an experience! The reverend spoke with a microphone and sound system (the most efficient way to reach a few thousand parishioners), they did laying on of hands, the whole nine yards. People were excited to share their faith with us, and we were super jazzed about experiencing Puerto Rican culture.

			It was a blast!

			But things went south when we tried to make them a bit meatier.

			MCD, Por Favor

			Our family saw this trip as an opportunity to sample the local culture. And one of the most pleasurable ways to do that was through the food. There were mallorcas (ham and cheese sandwiches). There was chillo frito (fried red snapper). There was sancocho (chicken and root vegetable soup). There were almojábanas (cheese fritters). There was ramp escabeche (ramps grilled in garlic). There was conquito French toast (French toast with an amazing coconut flavor). There was arroz con gandules (rice with pigeon peas). There was mofongo con salsa de tomate (mashed plantains with tomato sauce). There were tostones (fried plantains). Suffice it to say, there was a lot of different stuff to eat.

			Unless you were Phil.

			There we were, sitting around a table at a nice restaurant in San Juan, looking at menus and trying to figure out what to eat.

			“I’m thinking of the bacalao, this fish stew thing,” said our dad.

			“I think I’ll have the tostones and maybe the rice and beans,” our mom said.

			“I’m going to have the octopus,” Matt said.

			“Really? That seems adventurous,” said our dad.

			“Well, an octopus bit me yesterday, so this is how I get my revenge,” Matt said. “What about you, Phil?”

			“This looks gross,” Phil said, pushing away his menu like it was a colony of maggots.

			“That’s not true,” said our mom. “There are plenty of delicious things on the menu. You just haven’t tried them before.”

			“Seafood is disgusting. I want a burger.”

			“I don’t think there are any burgers on the menu,” our dad said.

			“Then let’s go to a place that does have burgers on the menu,” Phil replied. “I think I saw a McDonald’s down the road. Let’s go there.”

			“We’re eating here,” our dad said.

			“Damn you, old man! You may be able to land a 747 on a mosquito’s butthole, but you’re not getting me to do shit! Now get me a Big Mac!”

			Okay, seven-year-old Phil didn’t actually drop a ton of F-bombs at dinner, but he sure as hell threw a fit. He did NOT want to eat Puerto Rican food. So he bitched and he moaned and eventually got our mom to agree to a stop at the Golden Arches after our regular dinner. Moms are funny that way. You threaten to starve a child, even if it’s the child who’s threatening the starvation, and the moms will fold faster than Superman on laundry day. No sofrito for Phil.

			So we had a delicious dinner of plantains and beans and rice and some octopus and cod, and then we went to McDonald’s and got Phil his Quarter Pounder with cheese and some fries. And, of course, Matt, who was large and in charge, couldn’t quite resist. If we were getting something for Phil, then it would be wrong to deny getting Matt something as well, so he’d follow up on his dinner with a second dinner of McDonald’s. A cheeseburger or two is the traditional digestif after a nice octopus; any gourmand will tell you that.

			The whole thing was one big shame detour. Our grandparents had lived during the Great Depression, so they just couldn’t understand why Phil would refuse to eat perfectly good food so that he could be served a hamburger of questionable quality. Our parents wouldn’t even go inside the restaurant. We’d get the food through the drive-in, so nobody could see us and so the Puerto Rican locals wouldn’t witness us being the stereotype of Americans who come to another place and then refuse to eat anything other than McDonald’s or Burger King or KFC. Then we’d drive off as fast as we could while Phil stuffed himself with his whiner’s booty.

			You’d think that there would have been enough factors to give Phil a greater appreciation for the food he was being offered. When we were on Iguana Island, our guide also showed us an area full of what looked like nightmare boats. Calling them boats at all was pretty charitable, because these shitty rafts were little more than a few wooden planks and good intentions. They’d come to the island from Cuba, full of refugees looking for a better life. These boats must have been scary as fuck to sail from Cuba to Puerto Rico. But that’s exactly what these refugees did. They took a chance. And they made it. Though we knew we couldn’t see the ones that had gone to the bottom. But those people would have been happy to get some rice and beans, and here was Phil turning his nose up at it. How was that possible?

			Maybe it wasn’t so unlikely that Phil would have become enthralled and obsessed with something that wasn’t necessarily in his best interests. Back then, that seemed to be just part of his personality. He showed the same kind of behavior when we visited the casino in our hotel. Phil LOVED the casino. Was this because Phil was an absolute shark at baccarat and paid for our entire vacation with his winnings? No. Was this because Phil got his vodka cranberries comped while he was at the gaming tables? No—Phil only drank Long Island iced teas as a seven-year-old. Was this because Phil was inspired by the singers and comedians working the stage, dreaming of a career as an entertainer? Not quite. Mostly, Phil loved the blinking lights. He loved the electronic displays of the slot machines. Both Phil and Matt loved video games, and the casino looked like an entire building devoted to video games! You pushed in a quarter, lights would blink, bells and whistles and beeps and growls would sound, and sometimes, money would come out. Phil loved all of that. Maybe there was just something about Phil’s brain at seven that was starved for a kind of instant stimulation. And slot machines and McDonald’s cheeseburgers both seemed to scratch that itch for him.

			It was kind of amazing. Here we were, a family trying to enjoy Puerto Rican culture and one another’s company, and that all gets destroyed because Phil insists on going to a “family” restaurant! And it would happen every night. Every night! Our parents would try to find a nice little spot to eat, and Phil would flip his shit about how he needed some cheeseburgers from McDonald’s, and our mom would try to avoid an intranational incident and calm his ass down, and we’d hit the drive-through.

			So that was the low point.

			But it wasn’t the only one.

			Another big part of the vacation was going fishing.

			We’re on a Boat!

			Our grandpa must have been Quint or Ahab in a past life (even though both those guys were fictional characters, but referencing a great historical fisherman is kind of useless, so here we are), because he LOVED fishing. And so we looked forward to it, too. And on this trip, since it was partly an anniversary present for him, we had a special treat: a deep-sea-fishing charter.

			This wasn’t the kind of fishing where you slip on hip waders and stand knee-deep in a river and think about the sun rising and paint watercolor landscapes in your mind. This was the “bring it on” kind of fishing. This was the type of fishing like in Jaws, where you strap yourself into a chair that’s bolted to the deck, because the kinds of fish that you’re hunting for are hundreds of pounds and would rip you right out of the boat if you snagged them without some kind of anchor. With these rigs, you could go after swordfish or marlin.

			We were fishing for mahi-mahi in Puerto Rico. Now, mahi-mahi aren’t as big as marlin, but they can top off at about forty pounds, which is about the size of a four-year-old child. And if you hooked into some preschooler on a fishing boat, it would pull the rod out of your hands if you weren’t anchored in. And then you’d go to jail, because it’s illegal in Puerto Rico to fish for children (but not in Florida, which was a surprise to us all).

			Keep in mind that we didn’t quite understand how fishing worked. We knew that you put bait on a hook, and put the hook in the water, but then the details kind of got fuzzy for us. We just assumed that you’d hook a fish in the mouth, he would instantly die in a pretty painless way, then you haul him into the boat, and upon making contact with the deck, he’d just kind of disassemble into a bunch of filets.

			Not quite.

			When you hook a fish, sometimes you get her in the mouth. Sometimes you don’t. Sometimes you hook her in her eye. That’s a horrible thing to see, pulling a fish the size of a child up by her eyeball. Sometimes the fish gets the bait and swallows it, which means that when you pull on the rod, it doesn’t pull on the tough skin of the fish’s mouth (which is also pretty horrible when you think about it), but is instead pulling on the soft organs. Sometimes, that just rips her stomach right out, which seems a fucking awful way to die.

			Usually, however, the hook will catch in a fish’s mouth. Then you battle it for a while, reel her in, and haul her onto the boat. That’s the best-case scenario. And even then, it was pretty terrible to watch. Our grandpa wasn’t just pulling a fish onto the deck of the boat and then giving her a lethal injection. He was reeling her in as far as he could, and then someone on the boat would “help” the fish by trapping her with a gaffing hook. This is a pretty medieval-looking implement, and it’s not some catcher’s mitt that handles the fish into the boat, it’s a metal hook that rips into the mahi-mahi’s side to gain control over it. Blood spurts everywhere, because you’re basically stabbing a fish to death. Then you get her on board and smash her in the head with a club. Now you can eat her!

			Whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa! It is not, at this point, ready to eat. First you have to clean her. And we can’t envision a more misleading term than “cleaning” a fish, because there’s nothing clean about it. When you really get down to it, it’s actually pretty weird and disgusting. This is when you rip out the guts and throw them in the chum bucket for future trips. We couldn’t really participate in the cleaning process. That was for the adults, because we sure as hell didn’t want to have a hand in that. That, perhaps, should have been a clue to us. If part of the preparation for a meal involves something so gross or so offensive or so sickening that you can’t do it or even watch it, then maybe that is the sort of thing you shouldn’t be eating to begin with. “Yeah, I’ll have those hummingbird wings for you in a second. First, I just have to remove them with a pair of rusty pliers and then stick some bamboo shoots under its toenails for kicks and then pour some turpentine on it.” Yeah, I’ll pass.

			But we ate it that night. Except for Phil, who insisted on going to the fucking McDonald’s.

			Knowing where that food came from definitely altered our interest in eating it. And that’s something that most people never experience. If you do all your shopping in a supermarket, all you see are pristine, bloodless fillets of fish, perfectly butchered steaks, chickens with no beaks or eyes. The food doesn’t even look like an animal, really, which is intentional. If people had to fish for their own mahi-mahi, if they had to hunt for their own pork chops, they might realize the pain and the cost involved in acquiring those proteins, and maybe they would make the switch to something better.

			We didn’t become vegetarians that day, but that trip laid some of the groundwork. We learned what kind of pain a fish goes through before she becomes a meal. (This gal had it pretty good though compared to a lot of her fish friends that are destined to a life of underwater imprisonment in small tanks crammed with thousands upon thousands of fish.) We learned what kind of deprivation a refugee faces. And most important, we learned that the only people who insist on a McDonald’s hamburger, when there are plenty of delicious and healthier options available, are probably folks who just don’t know any better. Phil was just seven and had some time to figure his shit out, and if you’re reading this, we hope you’re coming to the same conclusion that he did, a conclusion he’d arrive at only a few years down the line. . . .
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