
What’s For Lunch? 

I’ve had my lunchbox for seven years. Its black fabric is dusty, the metal of its containers 

is dented--it’s been through a lot. 

So have I. 

My father never hesitated to pack what was right. Every school day, I resented opening 

up the containers to find vegetables instead of more chips or the cookies we baked last night. 

Even throughout middle school, I was unable to appreciate his being more rational than 

thirteen-year-old-me could ever be. The times I dreaded the most were when he packed 

dumplings. 

I loved them at home, eating more than ten at a time. I looked forward to Chinese New 

Year, when he would wrap a second skin around a coveted “lucky” dumpling and it’d end up in 

someone’s bowl. Helping my parents make them was a dignified tradition when the chance 

arose; being allowed to assist was a measure of trust. I even appreciated store-bought 

dumplings--when he worked late, I took what I could get. 

But I was reluctant to eat them at school. I had to deal with frowns and side-eyes when 

people figured out where the smell was coming from--soy sauce, sloshing in the familiar 

containers. I was self-conscious, not unfamiliar in middle school, but definitely unwanted. 

Nervous laughs were a deflection. I grew wary of opening the containers, trying to eat as fast as 

possible before the inevitable questions came. Eventually, I stopped wanting dumplings at all. 

I said as much. Every night, we had established a familiar routine--he would ask what I 

wanted for lunch tomorrow, I would absently ask what was in the fridge, and he would 

eventually end up picking in my stead. However, my opinions changed within a few weeks of 



dumplings at school. He asked what I wanted as always, I asked about our refrigerator like 

normal, but in the end, I made the decisions myself--and I always made sure it wasn’t dumplings. 

I would make excuses about how they got soggy in the containers, or how certain fillings weren’t 

up to my standards, and I only ate them when there was nothing left. 

It took me until the end of my eighth-grade year to realize that the trouble wasn’t worth 

it. I’ll be attending boarding school soon, and I won’t have packed lunches anymore. 

Occasionally, the dining halls will provide some imitation of Chinese food. Maybe it’ll even 

measure up to the high, high standards my dad has set. But I know I’ll miss what I so reluctantly 

accepted in my middle school years. Dumplings were my culture wrapped neatly in dough and 

packaged in unforgiving metal containers, and it would be a shame to forget them. 

I have a month until I move a thousand miles away to a state I’d never even considered 

until five months ago. In the meantime, I’m trying to appreciate what I was too prideful to love 

during school. 

So what’s for lunch? Home. 


