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    To my brothers and sisters in the struggle. Keep fighting. Scars heal but progress is forever. 
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Hello, my name is Moses Hernandez.

If you’re reading this abridged version of my published work, there’s a strong possibility that you’re in the process of healing. Whether you're in recovery, rehab, incarcerated, or simply taking an internal look and trying to make a change in your life—I hope my words can offer you some light.

I’m a chef with over 25 years of experience in a demanding and visceral occupation.
I’m also an addict.
I've struggled for much of my adult life with alcoholism. I've also battled addictions to work, food, and anything that gave me a jolt of dopamine. That rush is hard to describe—but something tells me, you understand.

The road to recovery is anything but simple. It's never a straight line. Sometimes, you have to return to the place you began just to reroute yourself and get back on track toward your destination.

My father struggled with drugs and alcohol too. Sadly, his demons took his life far too soon. But even through his flaws, he was one of the most influential people in my life. I’m proud to be a product of his love, and I was blessed to learn from him.

After years of debating whether or not to share my story, I finally sat down and wrote my first ebook:
“Raw Truths of a Chef’s Life: Addiction, Passion, and the Lessons That Saved Me.”
That book focused on my early years in the kitchen, while digging deep into my struggles with addiction.
I followed it with a second ebook titled:
“The Raw Reality: A Chef’s Honest Struggle Behind the Meal.”
This one focused more on the mental toll of working in kitchens. It explored alcoholism, food addiction, and body image. It was a personal manifesto—a message of growth and redemption.
Eventually, I self-published a paperback that combined both ebooks:
“The Raw Journey: A Chef’s Honest Path Toward Growth.”
The chapters included in this special edition were chosen specifically for my brothers and sisters still struggling with “the disease.”

I know addicts hear stories of recovery and redemption all the time.
So what makes me different?
Nothing.
I’m just like you.
I took a raw, honest look at myself. I picked up the broken pieces. I made the choice to love myself and to share my journey with anyone who’s willing to take a moment and read it.

If anything in this work—or in my earlier books—helps even one person consider taking a single step toward healing, then it was all worth it. Every hour spent writing. Every late night in front of the laptop. Every keystroke.

Words are powerful. They can wound—but they can also heal.
Addicts spend so much of their lives in pain. They hurt others, yes—but more than anything, they hurt themselves. I know because I lived it. The chapters that follow are proof of that.
There’s no cure for addiction. There’s no final destination or moment when it all ends. Recovery is a constant walk down a path filled with temptation. It takes patience. It takes strength. And it’s never easy.

But change is possible.
I’m proof of that.
The choice is yours to make. No one can walk the path for you—but if you choose it, you'll find you're not alone.

I wish you strength.
I wish you courage.
I wish you the serenity you need to make it through the grip of this devastating monster.
I've known loss. I've carried grief. I've felt pain I wouldn’t wish on my worst enemy.

And still—I found a way to show up.
To get better.
One day at a time.
With hope,
Moses “Chef Moe” Hernandez
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Selection 1: 

Reigniting the Spark, Then Into the Dark


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


Working at a boarding school felt like stepping into a whole new world. Boarding schools often carry a stigma—places where troubled kids are sent to get straightened out. But these girls were different. They were respectful, well-behaved, and genuinely appreciative of our work in the kitchen. 

The head chef had already been at the school for over five years when I arrived. She was deeply loved by the community, ran a tight ship, and treated her team like family. I grew to love her just the same. 

Our menus were some of the most exciting and creative food I’d produced since stepping into the independent school world—upscale taco bars with house-made guacamole, carnitas, and elote corn salad; hoisin barbecue pork with stir-fried rice and vegetables; parmesan-crusted salmon with quinoa pilaf and roasted vegetables; bacon-wrapped buffalo chicken thighs with crumbled bleu cheese and gouda mac and cheese. The soups were just as impressive: clam chowder, Italian wedding, curry carrot bisque, lemon orzo chicken, and potato bacon corn chowder—every one of them made from scratch. Nothing came from a can or a bag. We were chopping, prepping, and putting our hearts into the food. I felt like I had taken my skills to another level—and it was fun. 

We were a tight crew of five. The chef and I did it all—washing dishes, taking out trash, cutting fruit, slicing deli meats, chopping vegetables, and even butchering meat for service and events. It was collaborative, and it felt like family. 

Chef was also an incredible pastry chef, having trained and worked in France. She taught me to turn leftover pastries into bread pudding, roll scrambled eggs and bacon in puff pastry to make a breakfast stromboli, and repurpose production smartly to reduce waste. She also taught me the importance of laughter—and we laughed a lot. 

Catering was a huge part of the operation, and one woman—a short, energetic Latina— was the soul of that side of the kitchen. She taught me how to drop linen, wrap trash cans with tablecloths, do simple napkin folds, and creatively use milk crates and hotel pans wrapped in linen to elevate buffet displays. It was an inspiring time in my career. 

Every Friday, our “kitchen mom” made espresso for the team. One shot and we were lit up like rocket fuel. 

Outside of work, both the chef and I were carrying our own struggles. I was still mourning the loss of my father and unsure about my career path. She was going through a painful divorce. During those chef-famous smoke breaks, we talked, vented, and supported each other. She often reminded me how good of a chef—and person—I was. She told me to start seeing in myself what others saw in me. That kind of encouragement was something I really needed at the time. 

I told her I hadn’t been through a divorce, but I’d seen my parents go through one. I knew how painful and exhausting it could be, but I reminded her that doing what she needed for her peace and sanity was valid. That friendship helped me grow—not just as a chef, but as a man. It was a deeply meaningful period of personal development, and I look back on it with gratitude. 

Not long after, leadership offered me the chance to run my own kitchen—this time at a convent with an attached high school. The job involved feeding a small group of sisters and some staff. It was a seven-day operation, and they thought I was the right fit. 

At first, I hesitated. I had spent years working in convents, and I worried it might feel like going backward. Sure, I’d be in charge—but I really loved the boarding school, and I was just hitting my stride. 

“You’re going to outgrow this place fast, Moe,” the chef told me. “You’ve got what it takes to lead. You’re too good to be a number two.” 


I applied. I got the job. 


The kitchen was smaller, but the team was larger. Leadership wanted a fresh, friendly, team-driven culture, and I believed I could create that. I leaned on past chefs for advice and took time to observe and learn the rhythm of the kitchen. I built menus, took staff suggestions, and tried to lead with humility. 

But leading came with pressure. I had to report daily to the client and leadership team, justify every cost overage
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