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    To my brothers and sisters in the kitchen, in recovery and suffering in silence. I feel your pain. I wish for you to find peace, strength, and the passion to keep fighting. You are worth it. Your story has purpose.
-Moses

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1: Intro-The Pressure Cooker
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The kitchen is a relentless dance—a ballet of controlled chaos where every step takes you from one inferno to the next. Dry heat blasts from ovens, thick steam billows from thirty-gallon pots, and scalding vapor rises off the steam tables. All of it—standard conditions during service.

The first sizzle and pop of cold product hitting 375-degree grease is so loud it drowns out the sound of a boil-over. Raw vegetables crash into scalding sauté pans, ready to be flipped, seasoned, and plated. After years in the kitchen, you stop reacting to heat. You don’t even flinch when your fingers brush the edge of a pan that’s been over open flame for a few minutes. You can grab boiled pasta or rogue fried potatoes without hesitation—never mind they’d burn the hell out of a guest’s mouth.

Your brow, your back, your neck—all drenched in sweat. No matter how much water you drink, your chef coat clings to your body like a ten-pound wet rag. You check the clock.
“I’ve got time,” you mutter.
“Where are we with the entrée?” you call out.
“Two minutes, Chef!” someone answers.
You trust them. In ninety seconds, that entrée will be plated and hitting the line, ready for the stampede.
Just another day at the office.



As a chef, I spent years putting service before my own health. The pressure to never let my crew down—to always show up—became my fuel. Cold? Take some medicine. Headache? Pop an aspirin. Slept like shit? Drink more coffee. Just push through.

In a twisted way, the roughest days were the most rewarding. When I had to dig deep just to stay upright, I felt invincible. I’ve worked through fevers, the flu, food poisoning, mono, high blood pressure, and on an hour of sleep—all in the name of service.

That was my badge of honor: showing up no matter what. If others didn’t, I saw them as soft, undedicated. But over time, I realized maybe they just cared more about themselves than I did. And maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing.

The stress, the strain, the mental wear—that’s not new. It’s baked into the culture. There’s always pressure to outdo your last plate, and do it without complaint. You finish one service and dive right into prep for the next, sometimes with just minutes between.

Problems are constant. Equipment breaks. People call out. Deliveries run late. You feel like crap. That’s just Tuesday. I became an expert in the “internal scream.” I tried hard not to explode, to keep the dance flowing. I told myself staying stoic was leadership. Most days, I believed it.

But that approach takes its toll.

You feel it in your gut—a hot, heavy lump—as the clock ticks down. You prepped. You planned. But service always throws curveballs. Experience helps soften the blows, but it won’t stop the sucker punch you didn’t see coming.

Your heart races. Your mind scrambles. You run through five solutions in ten seconds, push pride aside, and do what service demands. Shift the line. Swap the menu. Jump on a station. Get it done.



Criticism used to crush me. One guest could leave a comment and undo what I thought was a perfect service. It made me question if I was any good at this at all.

Failure is scary—for anyone. Nobody likes being told they’re not enough, especially when you gave it your all. But failure’s necessary. In this business, judgment is part of the job.

I had to learn that being a good chef wasn’t the only way to be a good man. For years, I believed my value lived and died on the line. But the truth was, if I wasn’t mentally sharp and physically well, I couldn’t truly be great at my work.

And the voice inside? It was the loudest critic of all.
“You have to be better.”
“That wasn’t good enough.”
“Your kitchen’s slipping.”
“Your team’s dragging. Push them.”
“You’re sick? No one cares.”
“Stop whining. Just get it done.”
That voice pushed me—but it also broke me down. Anxiety and pressure eat away at you. During service, you’re in survival mode—firing on adrenaline, solving problems, moving fast. But once it ends, the crash hits hard. It’s like running full speed into a brick wall.

You grab your head, trying to shake off the spinning thoughts, like a cartoon character seeing stars.

Even with all the pressure, the kitchen was always my refuge. But there’s no denying—it’s also a pressure cooker. And pressure cookers need to let off steam. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 2: Coping When No One Can See
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There’s an old proverb that says silence is golden.
I found it to be dangerous, too.
Those pressure-filled services never left me, even after I clocked out. On the drive home, I’d replay every detail—what went wrong, what I could’ve done better, whether I was too hard on someone or not hard enough. It became a mental tug-of-war I couldn’t turn off.

Talking to other chefs helped. There’s a certain clarity that comes when someone else has worn the same apron and walked the same floor. But still—loneliness has a way of creeping in. And the truth is, loneliness can be just as addictive as any substance.

Long hours, the physical grind, and constant heat created a craving for quick relief. For many chefs, food becomes a coping tool. People always assumed I made myself gourmet meals at home. The truth? I lived on microwave dinners, cereal, peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, cheese and crackers—cheap, easy comfort. I loved that cereal.

And despite weighing nearly 500 pounds at one point, there were days I barely ate. But when the hunger hit, it hit hard. I would eat with the rage of a caged animal. That feeling of my stomach filling up—that was the real comfort. It helped me forget how hard I’d pushed that day. In those private moments, I didn’t need discipline—I needed escape.

Then came alcohol.

At first, drinking was social—weekends, cookouts, get-togethers. But slowly, it shifted. After work, I’d head straight to the liquor store. What began as a six-pack turned into a twelve-pack. Then came the whiskey. Two pints and twelve beers—every day—for nearly a decade.

And I drank alone.

I told myself it was to unwind, to release the pressure. But the truth? It was to disappear. Alcohol made me feel like I could stop carrying the weight for everyone. When I was drunk, I didn’t have to be the dependable chef, the problem solver, the strong one. I could just sit in silence.

I justified it. I was still functioning. Still working. Still leading a kitchen. In this industry, drinking is normalized. I thought I was just doing what chefs do.

But really, I was self-medicating. I was drowning the emotional noise. I was numbing everything that scared me or made me feel small.

Addiction runs in my family. My father. My grandfathers. My uncles. I swore I was different. I had a career. I had talent. I had drive. I wasn’t like them.

But deep down, I knew I was slipping.

People started to notice. Friends, coworkers, family—they told me I looked tired, that I wasn’t taking care of myself. They noticed the weight gain. The dull eyes. The exhaustion. But I brushed them off.

“You don’t understand,” I told them. And then I poured another drink.

I stopped caring how I looked. I didn’t care if I was broke from hitting the liquor store daily. I didn’t care about hygiene. I just wanted the drink. I wanted to forget.

People at work asked if I was okay.
“Yeah, I’m fine.”
But I wasn’t. I was spiraling.
It took a moment of pure fear to wake me up. I was pulled over in my own driveway after drinking. That shook me. But not enough to stop—at least, not right away.

One Friday evening, I was at my desk finishing up weekly reports when I felt a tightness in my chest. My breaths shortened. I thought I was having a heart attack. In a panic, I drove myself to the ER.

They admitted me immediately. My blood pressure was through the roof. My arms were so swollen they couldn’t find a vein, so they used my hand. When they finally got the IV in, my blood shot out like ketchup from a bottle. The nurse had to wrap my hand and change the sheets.

Then the doctor came in. First question:
“Do you drink?”
“Yeah. Every day,” I answered.
“When was your last drink?”
“Couple days ago.”
He looked at me and said, “You might want to think about cutting back. This was likely a panic attack—and possibly alcohol withdrawal. Combine that with your weight and your job stress, and it’s a dangerous mix.”
I sat there in silence.

And on the way home from the ER?
I stopped at the liquor store.
That’s how powerful the grip was. I told myself that if withdrawal caused the panic attack, then clearly, I needed to drink. That was the logic addiction handed me.

Our minds are slick. They trap us. They make us believe that our vices are our lifelines. That without them, we can’t cope.

Alcohol had rewired my brain. I believed I needed it to survive the pressure. But those were lies—excuses I told myself to avoid facing the real work. The hard work. The healing.

Eventually, I had to take that honest look.
Do I want to be another casualty in my family’s story?
Another broken dream?
Another man who chose a bottle over his potential?
I chose sobriety. I chose to fight for my peace. And I chose to keep cooking.

But even the kitchen itself... can become an addiction if you’re not careful.
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