
Bugging Out: A Whole New Experience 

If you asked 10 people to name something they would never do, it would be a safe bet that 

nine of them would answer “I would never eat a bug!” 

Recently I challenged myself to do the unthinkable. That is eat insects willingly. The idea 

grew on me out of lack of fresh experiences to undertake that were within my means, 

and also out of a morbid, self-loathing curiosity to find out just what my aversion was based 

on. 

Having never tasted an insect before I could not honestly say that it was because they tasted 

bad. Instead I chalked it up to cultural food taboos that had been drilled into me since youth. 

Western cultures shy away from insects as a foodstuff, but there are over 2 billion people on 

earth who regularly include some sort of insect protein in their diets. Many Eastern cultures 

laud insects as a source of low impact, high yield nutrition. With populations soaring around 

the globe it may be time for those of us in the west to reconsider our stance. 

According to the United Nations, the consumption of insects has the potential to reduce 

greenhouse gasses and thwart global warming in addition providing a sustainable means to 

combat world hunger. It is currently estimated that some 842 million people around the 

world are facing food insecurities. More people die of malnutrition each year than from 

AIDS, malaria, and tuberculosis combined. 

As if those numbers aren’t grim enough, by 2050 there are projected to be over 9 billion 

people on the planet. If even half of them develop a hankering for red meat such as we have 

in the west, your favorite burger may well be beyond the means of the average consumer. 

The long and short of it is that for many people sustainable insect proteins will become a 

part of their daily diet in the foreseeable future. 

Being a conscientious world citizen who likes to do my part to help the environment, I 

decided to take a walk on the wild side and get a taste of what the future had in store for 

mankind. That is how on Nov, 24th, 2014 I came to be at El Fortin Restaurant in Fullerton. 

El Fortin specializes in traditional cuisine from the state of Oaxaca deep in southern 

Mexico. While they offer a wide variety of delicious fare, I was there that evening for the 

express purpose of sampling one menu item - chapulines: roasted grasshoppers seasoned 

with garlic, lime, and salt. 

Chapulines are regarded as a delicacy in Oaxaca where their consumption is believed to 

have started in response to famine conditions. They have obviously left a favorable taste in 

the mouths of Oaxacans (pardon the pun) if they are still being served today in times of 

relative abundance. Also, El Fortin has established a reputation for offering such an off 

color dish, so I convinced myself that they can’t be that bad.  

The menu boasted large full color photos of both the chapuline quesadilla and the bowl of 

chapulines which you eat like a serving of beer nuts. I decided that if I was going to do this 

I’d go in all the way and not stop short by disguising what I was eating with cheese and a 

tortilla.  



As the waitress approached to take my order I steeled my resolve for what I was about to 

do. Knowing there was a possibility that I might chicken out at the last minute, I made sure 

that the word, cha-poo-li-nays, was on my tongue to be blurted out when she asked what I 

wanted to order. And blurt I did. 

  

In fact, I was so emphatic in my request that I believe I may have stunned the poor girl into 

incredulity. She had to be thinking "Wow, this güero just asked for chapulines and did so 

without the least bit of squeamishness. He must have meant something else." 

  

She recovered from her disbelief with professional poise and asked me pointedly "Are you 

sure you want the cha-poo-li-nays?" She asked elongating the word in case I had mistaken it 

for something else.  

  

The question allowed me a moment to hesitate. In that moment I had to fight down a healthy 

amount of doubt and 32 years worth of cultural baggage in order to be able to answer in the 

affirmative. I was angry with her for putting me in that place. My anger made me indignant. 

I felt like shouting out "Hell yeah I want chapulines! What of it?"  My actual response 

however was more of a subdued "yes, please." 

  

A few moments later she returned with a small white bowl brimming over with crunchy 

insect carcasses. The moment of truth had arrived. I alternated between staring at the bowl 

unsure of how to proceed with eating them and staring around the room daring myself to 

take the first bite.  

  

I picked up one of the crispy little carapaces and examined it. I had read somewhere that 

chapulines were traditionally prepared with the legs removed. These were not. 

  

Realizing I was psyching myself out I decided that there was no time like the present to take 

the plunge so I popped it in my mouth without ceremony. I settled in to analyzing this 

unfamiliar food source and trying to place it within a framework of known and acceptable 

flavors. Needing a frame of reference for my evaluation I doused it with a splash of hot 

sauce and squeezed in some juice from the provided lime wedge.  

  

I downed a second grasshopper and after it had slid down my throat, I decided that the taste 

wasn't that bad though I wouldn’t necessarily describe it as good either. 
 

By the numbers, grasshoppers are comparable in nutritional value to chicken. Unfortunately 

the same cannot be said about the flavor. I know that it is a common cliché to describe an 

unfamiliar food as “tasting like chicken” but with chapulines that is definitely not the case.  

 

Their flavor is actually hard to describe. If I had to place it I would say they remind me of a 

cross between pistachios and golden raisins, however the majority of what I was tasting was 

the lime juice and Tapatio I had sprinkled on. The chapulines themselves were actually 

somewhat bland in my opinion.  

  

I'm not sure what I had expected insects to taste like, but I was hoping for more of a kick 

than I got, and was genuinely disappointed that they didn't have more of a flavor to them.  



Perhaps it this lack of a distinct flavor profile that makes them such a remarkable foodstuff. 

Imagine their application in our daily lives. Instead of genetically modified corn filler we 

could instead be cutting our meat products with insect based proteins to increase not only 

yield but nutritional value as well.  

  

There are currently several companies on the market that manufacture insect based food 

products. Chapul, which was featured on the television show "Shark Tank" uses 

grasshopper flour as the primary ingredient in its energy bars. On its website the company 

extols the virtues of grasshopper flour stating that it has 15% more iron than spinach, twice 

the protein of beef, and a vitamin B12 concentration equal to that of salmon.  

  

With those kind of numbers it would seem that the only real stumbling block before the 

mainstream acceptance of this type of food source, apart from the mistaken notion that bugs 

are gross, is the cost. For example, Chapul sells their 2oz bars for nearly $3 each. My bowl 

of chapulines at El Fortin put me out almost $5, and I'm not sure I got quite two ounces of 

product. 

The industry is currently experiencing a phenomena where low sales keep costs high. If 

more people were to adopt the eating of grasshopper protein the price for these products 

would come down considerably.  

Whether or not I will buy in to the idea of insect based nutrition is yet to be seen. It will 

depend on a variety of factors. As of right now though, I feel comfortable saying that as 

long as beef prices remain stable I strongly doubt I will get on board. 

 

 

 

 


