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				Dear Buddy,

				These pages hold more than recipes. They are the stories of where I came from and where you came from. And long after I’m gone, these recipes will be here to remind you that you will always belong. No matter where you are, you belong to Hawai‘i, to this earth, to the ocean, and to nature itself. I hope these recipes remind you to be resourceful and scrappy. To use what you have and make it shine. I hope they remind you to stay curious and taste new flavors and never stop seeking and learning from the world around you. I hope they teach you to embrace the struggle and make the best of it because creativity rarely comes from having a wealth of options—it’s usually quite the opposite. As long as you have nature, you are not alone. It’s who you are and what you’re made of and I’m there too. I’m in the trees and rocks and rain and fish and in the ridiculously tiny tomatoes that sprout up from the cracks in the concrete. I’m in these recipes and so are you. So, cook them and eat them and make them your own, my boy. And with every bite, remember who you are and that you are always home.
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			Introduction

			My family was quite poor until I was about seven years old, but I remember this time only as magical. I didn’t realize that my parents struggled to make ends meet and that the main reason my dad went spearfishing for food was to save money. Nor did I realize that the lessons and values my mom taught me—of respecting nature and using every morsel without waste—was led by her need to be financially resourceful. All I knew is that I was happy living in our rented shack of rotting wood in the rainy and rural town of Haiku, Maui. And that I loved following Dad around in the deep blue sea and watching in awe as he’d hold his breath, disappear into the depths below, and return to the surface with my favorite dinners in hand. Fried fish, sashimi, lobsters, Kona crab—these are the meals that still make me smile when I think back to those times.

			I was his cheerleader, always clapping for him at the surface, giddy with delight over his catches. I never actually caught anything myself—I was too young. But I was a devoted tagalong and enjoyed every second in the ocean with him, sometimes so much that I would get distracted by the magic of it all, only to look up and realize that I had no idea where my dad was. The fear was jolting. The ocean immediately seemed bigger and darker, and I suddenly felt so small. But as long as I could look at the very edge of my visibility, I could find the bubbles left by Dad’s fins. They would calm me down and assure me that he was near; like finding a trusty street sign while lost, they’d read, “Swim that way!”

			My sister and I played in the river behind our house, where we caught crawdads to eat and picked fruit to bring home. We spent many afternoons helping my parents process the fresh fish my dad caught or the animals that my parents raised to feed us.

			When I turned seven, things changed dramatically. My parents started making money. They saved up enough to enroll Mom at Maui Community College to get her nursing degree, and my dad’s construction business took off. And just like that, our family was thrust into a more civilized way of living. We moved to a subdivision with paved roads and other houses all around us; our days of living in the boonies came to an abrupt end.

			Although I grew up in a civilized, “normal” way from there on out, those ocean memories never stopped speaking to me. And neither did my love for food. After high school, I moved to O‘ahu to pursue a degree in culinary arts. I got a job at an Americanized Mexican restaurant as a line cook, but I hated it. I had no connection to the ingredients or meals I was preparing. I found no creative joy in pumping out the same dishes every night using ingredients all imported from afar. Weighing me down the most was the feeling that I had arrived and no longer had a path unfolding in front of me. I got the degree, got the job, and was starting to fear that this would be it for the rest of my life.

			It started to become apparent that those memories of foraging meals from the ocean were the most treasured moments of my entire upbringing. At the time, I thought that lifestyle was a way of the past that no longer existed in this modern world. That is, until one day after competing in a paddling regatta, I watched as a few guys in my canoe club gathered around a small barbecue. The fish they placed over the fire were ones that I recognized from my youth. Kole, menpachi, and goatfish. When I asked where they got these fish, they simply said, “We went diving.” Seeing this memory come to life in this present-day world felt like gold to me. I begged those guys to take me along and told them that I loved to dive. But the more I talked, the more I must’ve sounded like a liability—claiming to love spearfishing while explaining that my experience consisted of tagging along with my dad when I was five years old. Needless to say, they didn’t call.

			But the spark had been ignited, and my yearning for relearning freediving grew so strong that I finally decided I’d just go on my own. At the age of twenty-four, I drove out to the North Shore with a newly purchased three-prong spear and fins. When I got out of the car and started walking to the beach, I felt disabled with intimidation and anxiety. I felt like everyone was looking at me—this girl with a spear—and that everyone knew I had no idea what I was doing. I tried to hide my spear as I walked past beachgoers and slipped into the water.

			The ocean was choppy, making the water hazy, and the more I tried to push my anxiety away, the more frantic I felt. I was scared and uncomfortable and felt like this whole thing was a stupid idea. But right when I was going to finally obey my demanding urge to turn around and return to shore, a small wind swell in the distance broke on the surface.

			And when it did, I saw bubbles.

			My body was triggered into a state of calm. The same comfort of relief swept over me just as it had when I was four years old, when Dad’s bubbles said, “Swim this way!” My muscle memory took over and I leaned into it. Eventually, I ended up swimming over a small reef in about twenty-five feet of water. I held my breath and kicked down. The reef was loaded with those same fish of my childhood. Over and over again, I let my spear fly at them. I missed a lot. It was hard. They were fast little suckers, but the hunt was on! Hours flew by in the ocean and by the end of the day, I returned to shore with five fish on my stringer.

			The woman who got out of the water that day was not the same woman who had entered it. I held my spear straight with my head high as I walked on the beach back to my car. I kept staring at my catch and felt the most primal sense of satisfaction I had ever felt. I was a lioness, returning from my hunt with food to bring home. And that night, when I simply cleaned, scored, and seasoned these fish with salt and pepper, then fried them, I felt like I had made the most delicious meal of my culinary career.

			This day changed my life. It felt like falling in love. Nothing else in life really seemed to matter—I just wanted more of this happiness. I dreamed about fish in my sleep. I saw them every time I closed my eyes.

			Eventually, the same canoe paddling boys who once avoided my persistence started calling when I started showing up at barbecues with my own catch to contribute. Soon, I got the dive partners of my dreams when I was introduced to Kalei Fernandez, Wayde Hayashi, and Andy Tamasese. These guys were the best divers in Hawai‘i, and once they took me under their wings, my diving went to the next level. I had no idea I could dive a hundred feet and deeper until they taught me how. The possibilities became endless, and within a few years, I found myself the United States Spearfishing National Champion.
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					Culinary school was my path, but I found my purpose in the sea.
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			This got me recognition among the spearfishing community, and soon I was getting offers to travel for my diving. I kept competing until I realized it was taking away from the joy I felt in the ocean. Winning became all I thought about. I’d swim out to get food but think only about how many points each fish would be worth. I didn’t like what it was doing to me. My roots were all about the ocean giving me food, not trophies, and I found a deeper sense of self and passion when I was cooking for my friends and family and tinkering with recipes—frying, grilling, and seasoning the hard-won sustenance—than when I was just winning. So I stepped away from competing and, to my surprise, that didn’t hinder any of the opportunities.

			My freediving has taken me to depths below 150 feet and to every continent. I’ve been able to spear dogtooth tuna in Africa, cod in the Arctic Circle, giant yellowtail in Chile, and so many other delicious fish of the world. I’ve swum with orcas in Norway, great white sharks in Mexico, sperm whales in the Caribbean, and leopard seals in the icy waters of Antarctica. It’s given me a community of ocean-loving friends across the world, partnerships with a spectrum of great brands, and the ability to do what I love for a living. But it’s never felt as full circle as it does right now, living in a simple home near the ocean with a humble but prosperous garden and going to the sea with my husband and my three-prong spear to fetch food for our son, Buddy.

			From the roots of where I came from to the winds of where I’ve been, there’s so much of the life and lessons I’ve learned woven into the recipes in this book. Knowing where to find food and how to cook it is a combination that will give you far more than just survival. It can give you community and an inner sense of belonging no matter where you go. As you flip through these pages and learn of my journey, I hope that maybe it evokes a curiosity in you. I hope that maybe you look at the edible plants growing in your own backyard, or learn about the fish that surround your own coastlines, or explore any invasive species in your ecosystem that might just happen to be tasty. Or maybe you just get to know your neighbors and their fruit trees, your local butcher or artisan fisherman, or check out your farmers’ market more often. I hope that this book inspires you to look a little closer at your own local ecosystem and community and connect with them through cooking and eating. Perhaps by making our home cooking just a little more wild, we can join hands and tighten the gap that often forms between us and nature.

		

	
		
			The Rules

			[image: ]

			
				Keep your knives sharp.

				You don’t have to be religious to gather and give thanks for food.

				Respect the plants and animals that feed us.

				A fresh ingredient in its prime, ready to be prepared with love, is always and absolutely a good reason to cancel plans and change your schedule.

				Leftovers are absolute gold. Do not neglect them; transform them!

				High heat is my jam. It keeps me present and on my toes. It browns. It sears. It’s the flavor and texture maker. But if a fast pace causes anxiety, do not be too stubborn to turn it down.

				Learn to appreciate the off-cuts. Using the whole animal will give you resourcefulness, creativity, deliciousness, and health.

				Pick fresh flowers for your kitchen as often as possible.

				If you don’t have a certain ingredient, ask yourself if something else can stand in its place. Activate innovation.

				Fresh citrus is as essential as salt in my house.

				Know how to make a fire.

				Eat the bait!

				Before you harvest an animal ask yourself: Is it my appetite or my ego buzzing?

				Get to know your local ecosystems and realize which species are becoming scarcer, and act accordingly.

				Return all fish guts and scales to the ocean or the soil.

				Listen to elders and learn about the ways they eat. If you can provide those meals to them, do it. Keep it going.

				Let your kids get involved. Let them slow you down. Don’t stress the mess.
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				My Pantry

			

			These are ingredients that I reach for constantly. Together, they make up the flavor profile of my cooking.

			Oils and Fats

			Frying Oil: I use olive oil for just about everything, including pan-frying a meal for my family. But if I need a lot of oil because I’m making multiple batches of deep-fried octopus or serving enough fried fish for a party, I’ll tend to go with an oil that withstands higher heat for long periods of time. Avocado oil is great for this.

			Olive Oil: From dressing and dipping to sautéing and even frying, I find olive oil to be much more versatile than it’s usually given credit for. Using the good stuff is important to me. I love Kirkland Signature 100% Spanish Extra Virgin Olive Oil for the price if you use it as generously as I do.

			Salted Butter: I don’t believe in unsalted butter. My favorite butter is Kirkland Signature Grass-Fed Butter from New Zealand. I cook with it often and cut it thick like cheese if I’m eating it on a piece of good bread.

			Seasonings

			Chili Pepper Water (this page): Chili peppa watah (the correct way to say it) is a main staple here in Hawai‘i. I tend to make mine on the salty, spicy, tangy side because I want a single splash of it to add some immediate punch and brightness to a meal that needs it.

			Crunchy Garlic Chili Oil (this page): I love making my own version of chili crisp because I prefer avocado oil as the base instead of the typical canola oil base of those sold in stores. This is the most addicting thing. Make it, keep it in your fridge, and thank me later.

			Fish Sauce: This can be aggressively pungent stuff, taking over your whole kitchen with its fishy smell as soon as a drop of it hits a hot pan. But, wow, does it give dishes the savory satisfaction of umami in an instant. I like experimenting with different brands from Asian grocery stores.

			Flaky Sea Salt: Always have lots of flaky, good-quality salt on hand. I have a huge tub of Maldon salt that never leaves my countertop, as well as at least two more of the same size in my pantry for backup at all times. I tend to use this salt a bit too freely and need to remind myself to switch to finer-grain table salt for things like soup and sauces that will dissolve that beautiful flake anyway. It’s still hard for me. I like to live indulgently.

			Fresh Garlic: I know it takes time to peel and chop the cloves, but it’s always worth it and the result is far superior to the already minced jarred garlic.

			Fresh Ginger: This is something I buy at least every other week. I love to keep my ginger fresh, as it’s juicier and easier to peel than when it gets old and starts to shrivel. Fresh ginger should be easy to snap and easy to peel with a spoon.

			Freshly Ground Black Pepper: There’s no need for any other kind. My pepper mill is by Männkitchen, and I always have it set to a very coarse grind.

			Hawaiian Sea Salt: I use coarse Hawaiian sea salt for massaging octopus to tenderize and clean it; a nice coarse salt helps get that scrubbing going while seasoning it at the same time. If you can’t find Hawaiian sea salt, coarse kosher salt is a great substitute.

			
				
					
					[image: ]
				

			
			Shoyu: This is the word for “soy sauce” in Japanese, and that’s what we call it here in Hawai‘i. When I started doing YouTube cooking videos, I once referred to it as soy sauce, and my sister called, immediately exclaiming, “Who are you?” I will refer to it as shoyu from now on. My favorite brand is Yamasa.

			Toasted Sesame Oil: This oil has such a beautiful aroma and nutty flavor. It’s the only oil I know to have its own sense of umami already in it, and it’s a glorious thing.

			Miscellaneous

			Bouillon: I love the brand Better Than Bouillon. Up until this brand came along the only options for store-bought stock were bouillon cubes or cartons of bland broth. Game changer!

			Coconut Milk: Nothing will ever beat coconut milk freshly pressed from mature, sweet, grated coconut meat, but I live in Hawai‘i and I rarely squeeze my own, so I don’t expect you to, either. Chaokoh is the brand of canned coconut milk that I have on hand, but any canned coconut milk brand that is unsweetened and full-fat should do the job. Hawaiian Sun Frozen Coconut Milk is even better.

			Maple Syrup: Please, use the real stuff only. I won’t even look at the artificial syrup we used to put on pancakes as kids. My husband is from Minnesota, so we always have a variety of small-batch good stuff that my mother-in-law sends consistently, but there are so many great brands in stores. Just make sure the label says “pure maple syrup.”

			Mayonnaise: I grew up on Best Foods mayo and I still love it. Its flavor and consistency are amazing and work so well for any recipe that calls for mayonnaise. But in my effort to choose healthier oils, I have strayed and tried Primal Kitchen mayo made with avocado oil, and I must say, I love it. Its consistency is great, it has no weird flavors, and it’s extra lemony, which to me is always a good thing. So, I find myself switching off between buying those two brands, depending on what’s available and how much I feel like spending.

			Rice: In Hawai‘i, we use white Calrose rice, either short or medium grain. It’s not jasmine rice and it’s not fall-off-your-fork rice. It’s slightly wet and sticky when cooked and can hold a shape when pressed.

			My Equipment

			I believe that hands are often our best tools. But here are some other ones that make cooking easier and the food more delicious.

			Blender: It’s not just for smoothies. It’s the secret to my hollandaise sauce, it makes my bisque extra silky, and it’s a great hack for making poi at home.

			Cast-Iron Skillets: They are heavy but special. Learn to love them and know that the more you use them, the better they behave.

			Chest Freezer: A freezer is a beautiful thing and a great way to stock up on abundance to save for later. But it’s a total sin to use it as a black hole to send good ingredients to a forgotten graveyard of freezer burn. Never do that. I think a standing freezer would probably be a great idea, but I have a chest freezer where I can see only the very top layer of what’s in it and everything else gets buried. It’s very important to me to take inventory often. I dig through it a lot and try to put the oldest items or the poorly packaged ones on top so that they get used first. My freezer is filled with wild game, fish, steamed breadfruit, cubed taro, and cooked spinach. Whatever is in yours, you should know about it because that’s the only way it’s going to make it to a dinner plate.
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			Cooking Chopsticks: My mom always cooked with cooking chopsticks (which are extra-long), and I have taken after her. They provide more space between your hands and heat for safety but offer the same dexterity and intuitive flow of stirring, flipping, and pushing food. If you don’t know how to use chopsticks, it’s not too late to learn!

			Electric Pressure Cooker: I love my speedy little Instant Pot that makes tough meats tender and cuts the time of lengthy braising and steaming into mere minutes. My sister bought me one years ago even though I didn’t think I needed one. I get it now, Christy, I get it.

			Electric Smoker and Grill: I never thought I’d want a grill that can be plugged in. I always loved cooking over wood or hot coals, and when Traeger offered to send me an electric wood pellet–burning smoker and grill, I thought I’d be sure to hate it. Man, was I wrong. It’s almost annoying how easy it is to perfectly cook everything from huge roasts of wild game to delicately smoked fish. There are many smoked recipes in here and that’s all Traeger’s fault. They made it too easy for me to achieve smoky flavor and preserve fresh catches for weeks to come.

			Good Set of Knives and Honer: This is another area where my collection has grown to the point where I had to cut myself off. But, all you really need is a good chef’s knife—you can achieve anything with that alone. But if I had to choose just four knives to own, it would be in this order: Chef’s knife, fillet knife, sashimi knife, and bread knife. I always keep a honer in my knife drawer and use it often. It can quickly bring back a sharp edge to a blade with a few swipes.

			Mortar and Pestle: It seems like other cultures know that cutting doesn’t release the same flavors and oils that smashing and crushing can, yet most of us continue to only chop away. It’s ingrained in me too, and I need to remind myself to get out my mortar and pestle. When I do, it’s worth it.

			Vacuum Sealer: This is an important tool for keeping frozen food in top quality.

			Wooden Cutting Boards: Wooden cutting boards over plastic, always. I love beautiful boards and own too many of them, but I adore my collection. And they’re not just for cutting! They are also for serving, so I love having a variety of organic shapes and different sizes. When slicing roasted meats, I always have a couple options with a drip groove to catch all the juices.

			Wooden Spoons: Own a wooden spoon that feels good in your hands and makes your soul happy.

			My Garden
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				Sourcing Fish

			

			As fishing and farming become more industrialized on a mass scale, our oceans and natural world are paying the price. My brother Randy Kosaki is one of the world’s top fish conservation biologists and served as the National Oceanic and Atmospheric Administration’s deputy superintendent of the Papahānaumokuākea Marine National Sanctuary (one of the largest conservation areas on Earth). In other words, he’s the biggest fish nerd I know. He’s also a fisherman who feels strongly that globally, we need to be fishing in a way that’s sustainable not just now but generations into the future. Randy inspires me to believe that, by changing our practices, it’s entirely possible that we could get quite a bit more protein out of the ocean than we are now without overfishing.

			So much about cooking delicious, sustainable meals from the sea comes down to knowing how your seafood was sourced and harvested. I know this can be really hard to gauge when shopping for fish, as information can be difficult to find. That’s why I really encourage you to try to get to know your local fishers or fishmongers. If you have neighbors, friends, or anyone in your community who fishes or hunts, try to source directly from them. Look for the people with coolers and boats and ask them to point you in the right direction. Local farmers’ markets are also a good place to start. Seek out the people closest to the actual harvest and learn directly from them.

			You can search online for your local community-supported fishery, or CSF for short. More and more CSFs work to connect customers directly to fishermen and their catches through memberships or weekly subscription boxes. Every place, ecosystem, and fishery is incredibly different, so it’s difficult to give broad and general rules where one size fits all, but the answer typically lies in your local community.

			To assess the freshness of fish, here are a few recommendations to guide you:

			
					
					Smell the fish. It should smell fresh like the ocean, not stinky or overly fishy. It’s okay for it to smell a bit briny, but it shouldn’t smell “off” or like it’s spoiling.

				

					
					Feel the fish. It shouldn’t easily give to the touch or be so soft that it’s mushy.

				

					
					Avoid wet fish. It should not be sitting in its own juices or in too much moisture.

				

					
					Look at the fish’s eyes. If you are selecting a whole fish, they should be clear and vibrant, not sunken and milky.

				

					
					Look at the gills. If the fish still have them, they should be a vibrant red.

				

			

			Raw Fish

			When it comes to eating fish raw, you should follow certain precautions, especially with any fish that have spent any part of their lives living in freshwater. Salmon spend most of their lives at sea, but they still come from freshwater habitats and carry freshwater parasites with them that are easily killed
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