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  Karen Gaudette Brewer is an award-winning food, culture, and lifestyles writer based in the Pacific Northwest. Her first food memory is the sound of her mother shake-shake-shaking hot homemade doughnuts in a brown paper bag of sugar. Her second is sharing piping hot taiyaki in Japan with her aunties. She’s an avid cook and feels incomplete when she goes more than a week without a meal of wild Alaskan salmon or halibut.




  She began her professional writing career as a journalist with the Associated Press in San Francisco, where she covered energy and transportation and slowly got to know the wonders of the Bay Area food scene. Later, at the Seattle Times, she chronicled the people, restaurants, and ingredients behind a region on the rise as a culinary powerhouse. She continued sharing the stories of Northwest farmers, purveyors, and artisans as food writer and editor at PCC Natural Markets, the nation’s largest consumer-owned natural foods cooperative. Most recently, she joined the editorial team at allrecipes.com, the world’s largest digital food brand, where she helps millions of home cooks answer that all-important question: What’s for dinner?




  Born and raised among the moody and majestic forests of Washington State, she makes her home in Seattle with her husband, sportswriter and broadcaster Jerry Brewer, and their son, Miles. This is her first book.
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Introduction: Your Turn to Explore





  You may have come to love the Pacific Northwest while gazing upon it from the air, plunging through the cloud bank toward Seattle, Vancouver, or Portland to soar above a landscape awash in waterways of every shape and size, fringed by sleeping volcanoes and jagged young mountain ranges, the evergreens a serrated edge along the horizon.




  We’re an unsolved mystery, a region so removed from the Old World that we were among the very last to be mapped and “discovered.” We’re the faraway corner of the lower 48 and the Canadian province farthest west, the uncharted territory, the paradise yet unfound. We’re the coastal Pacific Northwest: misty, woodsy, elusive. Except when the sun comes out, and the whole region feels compelled to call in sick and spend the day outdoors, because, hey, it’s probably going to rain tomorrow.
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  We’re remote and yet strangely familiar: You know us from somewhere. Beyond software and jet planes, running shoes and video games, farm goods and timber, we produce flavors with a distinct sense of here. So prized are our oysters, they lure pilgrims from as far as Thailand, Malaysia, and the United Arab Emirates, eager to taste Pacifics, Kumamotos, and Olympias near the tideflats where they grow best. Sea salt gathered from what’s been called the best-tasting bay along the Oregon coast captures the imagination of chefs and home cooks alike. Many of us notice the subtle flavor differences between the different salmon species, between salmon caught in rivers rather than in the ocean, and between spring Chinook from the Columbia and Copper River kings from Alaska. (Note: Both are delicious.) We strap GoPro cameras to our crab pots and have made thousands of YouTube videos of our fishing, foraging, and seafood dining adventures—we just can’t help ourselves.




  The next time you pass a map or find yourself near a laptop, check us out. So cherished is Oregon’s coastline, the state has protected the entire 363 miles of dramatic headlands and smooth sands for public use. Now shift your gaze to Washington and British Columbia. Squint a bit. When you ignore our borders, the Puget Sound, Strait of Juan de Fuca, and Strait of Georgia meld into the majestic, shore-tickling, island-filled waterway called the Salish Sea.




  Our coast and waterways have played host to a multitude of fur barons, logger barons, oyster barons, tourism barons, and global explorers over the years, their names mingling on the map with native words in a cacophony of triumph and tragedy. Now it’s a new age. Restore and protect are the words of the day as we struggle and strive to preserve our edible treasures for the generations to come. Add one more word: celebrate. Once you realize how lucky we are to live amid this bounty, every meal seems like a special occasion.




  Our Edible Treasures




  




  When it comes to seafood traditions, our region has legion. The East Coast has clambakes and blue crab feeds. The South has crawfish boils, the Midwest, fish fries. We head for the coast in droves to brave sideways rain and bone-chilling, damp cold for the simple pleasure of plucking buckets of fresh, sweet razor clams from the sands beneath the retreating tide, already imagining how creamy they’ll taste breaded and fried.




  We make space on our grills for glistening slabs of salmon and plump, briny oysters; catch, cook, and crack sweet Dungeness crab on beaches within view of nearby islands; burn our tongues as we slurp clam chowder while in line for the ferry; and wine and dine loved ones over fragrant bowls of Penn Cove mussels, crusty bread at hand to sop up the glorious broth. We recalculate the grocery budget (or, butter up a fishing friend) to afford each fresh catch as it comes available through the year: delicate petrale sole, succulent black cod, fat spring Chinook, sweet spot prawns, vibrant sockeye.




  Our summers are magnificent but short. Our rainy season sometimes seems eternal. Seafood keeps our insides connected to the outside, keeps us feeling just a little bit less tamed.




  Meet some of our favorites, listed here by their degree of quirkiness and cultural importance to the region. You’ll be glad you did.




  Geoduck (say gooey-duck)




  Coastal British Columbia and Washington’s “king clam” has many claims to fame. It’s the world’s largest burrowing clam species, with a shell up to 8 inches and a siphon of up to 3 feet—so large it cannot fit inside its shell like other clams. This makes geoducks look exceptionally odd, with a strong resemblance to a certain part of the male anatomy that causes shoppers to sometimes blush when offered a closer look. It’s also the tongue-in-cheek mascot of Washington’s Evergreen State University (motto: “Let it all hang out.”).
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  “Everybody looks at it, and they’re kind of aghast when they see it. It’s such a strange, phallic-looking beast,” said Kevin Davis, chef-owner of Blueacre Seafood in Seattle. “Sautéed geoduck body is something most people will never have in their life, but you should seek it out. Most of the time it gets chopped up and cooked in soup or served in sashimi or sushi. It’s rich and unctuous, not firm and chewy like you would think.”




  Locals have harvested wild geoducks for generations; its name is derived from a Native American word meaning “dig deep.” True to its moniker, this deep digging can be comical: Upon spotting a potential geoduck in the sands below, a geoduck lover will suddenly dig as if possessed, then sprawl along tideflats, cheek jammed against the wet sand, and plunge an arm into the hole in hopes he’ll catch this speedy bivalve before it buries itself even deeper. Commercial geoduck fishers bypass this whole messy process and dive to pluck them from the muddy seafloor.




  Speaking of commercial fishing, geoducks rose to international prominence over the past few decades after years of obscurity, and in 2012 they were a $270 million industry. Geoduck meat is a prized delicacy in China at celebrations and banquets; demand has driven prices sky high (at times $100 or more for a single clam) and launched an entire farming industry. Chefs serve it raw and thinly sliced to show off its bright, briny flavor and slightly crunchy texture, or as an ingredient for Chinese hot pot, gently sautéed, or in soups and stews. Try Seattle Chef Ethan Stowell’s recipe for Geoduck Crudo with Fennel and Radish (“In the Kitchen” chapter).




  Wild Pacific Salmon




  If you were dropped into the Northwest sans calendar or smartphone, you likely could guess the time of year by observing the five species of wild Pacific salmon, and the locals’ reaction to them. Winter is when families pull out their best smoked salmon for bragging rights and to make gorgeous, cozy salmon chowder. March and April mean spring Chinook surging into rivers such as the Columbia, Fraser, and Rogue, fat and glistening; spring also is when native tribes hold ceremonies to celebrate the first salmon catch of the year. When you see chefs beeline to airports, it’s May, when the first Copper River salmon arrives from Alaska. In summer, tenacious sockeye and coho cruise the fish ladder at Seattle’s Ballard Locks as children on summer vacation shriek in delight, little hands and noses pressed up against the viewing glass in wonder. Fall is salmon festival time, as most species, after spending as many as 5 years away at sea to feed and mature, finally make their homecoming to the rivers and creeks where they were born to spawn and die, their bodies feeding the ecosystem, beginning the cycle anew.




  Wild salmon is the quintessential Northwest dish, and for good reason: It’s darn good eating, rich and satisfying to body and appetite. It’s packed with heart-healthy fats that also help us think better. And, it’s not just humans who enjoy and rely on salmon for sustenance. Bears, killer whales, bald eagles, and other treasured creatures rely upon a healthy salmon population for their survival. Unfortunately, a combination of overfishing, habitat damage, chemistry changes in the ocean, and previous misguided preservation efforts have resulted in dwindling runs along many of the hundreds of rivers and tributaries colonized by these fish. Salmon is an anadromous species, which means it spends part of its life in fresh water and part in the salty sea. Part of its allure is the clockwork regularity of its homecoming, but also, lately, the uncertainty of how many will make the trip (and how much fishing the powers that be will allow, in turn affecting the market price). In 2009, more than 680,000 coho salmon returned to Oregon rivers, twice that of 2007; television reporters described certain creeks so choked with fish, it seemed possible to walk across their backs. Food banks were able to freeze more than 40 tons for future eating, according to a report in the Wall Street Journal. Why the dramatic fluctuation? Lower temperatures in 2008 North Pacific waters lured plumper plankton just as the salmon were gorging themselves to fatten up for the epic swim home. Billions of dollars of modifications to hydroelectric dams made them less lethal to fish. Lawsuits also forced the US Army Corps of Engineers to spill some water over the dams rather than run it all through turbines to produce electricity, a change that boosts survival rates for young fish. In 2013, coho numbers had fallen again, though fall Chinook on the Columbia River had its biggest run since the government began tracking the species at the Bonneville Lock and Dam in 1938.




  We seem to celebrate salmon at every turn. Zoos and aquariums hang salmon-themed light displays at Christmas. Special programs in schools educate future generations about the life cycle of salmon and its role in tribal traditions. Northwest wineries create special vintages to raise money for river research. In Washington, the Salmon-Safe program rewards businesses that ease their environmental impacts to better accommodate salmon. Clean water advocates encourage locals to hit the car wash rather than scrub their cars in their driveways, to avoid sending soapy water, oil, and grease down storm drains and into salmon habitat. One popular car wash chain employs a pair of smiling salmon in its advertising; says one fish, “Thanks for the tasty stream!”




  The storied fish sometimes receive more consideration than people, as when the occasional winter storm wreaks havoc in the normally mild climate. The “snowpocalypse” of 2008 paralyzed hilly Seattle in part due to reluctance to salt the roads for fear of harming Puget Sound and nearby streams, though it turned out that sanding the roads can also be harmful. The nation’s largest dam removal project along the Elwha River on the Olympic Peninsula is another example of the region’s growing devotion to salmon survival and recovery; when complete, the glacier-fed Elwha is expected to freely flow from the Olympic Mountains to the Strait of Juan de Fuca, giving access to more than 70 miles of spawning and rearing habitat, much of it within the pristine confines of Olympic National Park.




  Due to commercial fishing restrictions in Washington and Oregon, most wild salmon you’ll enjoy in restaurants and from fishmongers here actually hails from Alaskan waters, though salmon from the Columbia River, Neah Bay, Nootka Sound, and points south are available as well, often caught by tribal fishermen who are granted extensive fishing rights by treaty. Note that salmon not labeled “wild” on a menu or at a fish shop typically is farm-raised. Because of improved handling methods, salmon frozen fresh at sea is nearly indistinguishable from fresh. Another note: In the Northwest, most smoked salmon is hot-smoked per the tradition of local tribes—moist, flaky, fully cooked, and quite different from lox—though gravlax and lox are available.




  Salmon: Farmed or Wild?




  How do you prefer your salmon? In the Northwest, it can be as polarizing a discussion as whether you support gun rights, pumping your own gas, or how the left lane should be used on the interstate. (Note: We infamously fail to use it as a passing lane.) Those who oppose farmed salmon point out that salmon pens kept in coastal waters can pollute the sea, that they attract devastating pests such as sea lice, that they eat unnatural diets, and that escapees weaken wild salmon populations by competing with them for food and transferring parasites and diseases. The contingent against eating wild salmon argues that we’ll wipe out wild populations entirely if our appetite for wild fish continues to grow. Well-managed salmon farms with quality feed and pollution controls are the future, they say. Some restaurants agonize over which option to offer customers as wild salmon prices climb. For more on this topic, check out the Monterey Bay Aquarium Seafood Watch at montereybayaquarium.org/seafoodwatch.







  King (Chinook, Tyee, Tule, Chin, Blackmouth)




  Meriwether Lewis of the Lewis and Clark Expedition wrote that Chinook, when fresh, tasted better than any fish he had ever eaten. Rich, coral pink, and buttery, it’s the largest of all Pacific salmon species. Typical length and weight is about 3 feet and 30 pounds, though the fish can grow longer than 4 feet and top 120 pounds. King salmon tolerates high cooking heat the best of all salmon species and does well on a grill, or seared in a pan and finished in the oven. Leftovers make for an incredible breakfast hash. Try the rare ivory or white king salmon when you spot it on a menu or in a smokehouse—a delicacy. Also not to be missed is king salmon from the Copper and Yukon Rivers in Alaska, especially rich in oil and flavor because of the extraordinarily lengthy journeys these particular fish make to reach home (the longer the migration, the more fat a fish accumulates to make the trip, the higher the oil content, and the richer the flavor).
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  Find kings fresh summer through early fall, with spring Chinook available late winter through spring. “If you’re here the first weeks of spring, and can get spring Chinook from the Columbia, it’s as good as you’re ever gonna eat in your life,” says Kevin Davis of Blueacre Seafood in Seattle. Winter feeder kings are salmon in another life-cycle stage you might encounter on a restaurant menu, and they are particularly delicious. “You’ll talk to people who fish, or have eaten a lot of salmon, and they don’t even eat the fish that goes back to the river,” Davis says. “Once they’re there, they’re spawning. They use all their energy to create reproductive organs when they enter the freshwater system, (so) they stop eating and go downhill. People who fish want the ones that are out in the ocean, the feeder kings, the ones eating and getting fat.”




  Try Chef Tom Douglas’ recipe for Washington Chardonnay–Steamed King Salmon (“In the Kitchen” chapter).




  Waterways: How We Live




  City Fisherman Coco Hoke




  Step into Coco Hoke’s backyard in Seattle’s woodsy Magnolia neighborhood and you’ll often smell the pleasant aroma of his smokers transforming his most recent catch (salmon, lingcod, mahimahi) into a tender, almost candy-like treat.




  He built his first smoker from plywood lined with metal and developed and refined his brine and methods over the years as most home smokers do: through trial and error. Now he smokes so much fish that he vacuum-packs his extras and shares with family, friends, and neighbors. His son-in-law recently gifted him a state-of-the-art smoker, earning a big grin.
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  One of the perks of living in Seattle is its easy access to the water: He’s out fishing and crabbing with friends daily through the seasons, a happy ritual. Over the years, he’s noticed there aren’t as many fish as there used to be 20 years ago. You really have to know where to look now, he says.




  Like all fishermen, he has favorite catches, including this gorgeous Chinook.




  “I fought him for 40 minutes,” Hoke says. “Then I had people over and we barbecued and ate him.”




  [image: frn_fig_017]




  PHOTOS COURTESY OF RICHARD HOKE





  
Sockeye (Red)
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  Some diners prefer the intensity of sock-eye: Its deep, vibrant red color, its richly textured, firmer flesh, its glistening roe (eggs), and its intense salmon flavor. They turn gloriously red when spawning, making them a favorite at fish ladder viewing windows at locks and dams. They’re also one of the smaller Pacific salmon species, with typical length of 1½ to 2½ feet and weight from 4 to 15 pounds. Kokanee—sockeye that don’t migrate to the ocean—rarely exceed 1 foot in length. Most Copper River salmon on the market is sockeye, because of its abundance. Find sockeye fresh summer through early fall.




  Coho (Silver, White)
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  Lean and delicate, Coho’s orange-red flesh is moderately fatty and flakes well. It is a good species to try for those who are new to the distinct flavor of salmon. Typical adults weigh 8 to 12 pounds and swim past in a flash of silvery chrome topped with black spots, hence the name; the skin of mature adults takes on a reddish glow. Find it fresh June through September, and enjoy it at its best grilled, broiled, or baked. Try Ivar’s Mukilteo Landing Grilled Coho Salmon with Fennel Leek Jam, Candied Beets & Red Chard (“In the Kitchen” chapter).




  
Pink (Humpy)





  Small (typically 2 to 4 pounds) and abundant, it’s the species most likely to be found canned because of its size. Its nickname is from the distinctive hump this species develops along its back when it spawns.




  Chum (Dog Salmon, Calico, Keta)
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  This plentiful species has a meaty, firm texture and mild flavor due to a lower oil content, the result of spawning near river mouths and not needing to migrate as far upstream. It has long been overshadowed by its counterparts, though an effort is under way to boost its allure (hey, it worked for geoducks!). When spawning, males have pronounced, canine-like fangs and their scales take on a striking reddish calico pattern. Adults typically weigh 8 to 15 pounds. It’s available fresh late summer through spring and is highly prized as a traditional source of dried winter food. Chum roe, known as ikura, has bright red-orange beads about the size of peas; each provides an intense burst of salmon flavor. These salmon eggs are prized as a flavor enhancer and garnish for deviled eggs, sushi, and seafood dishes.




  Steelhead
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  Beautiful steelhead are Washington’s state fish, fast and sleek migratory rainbow trout that, like salmon and sturgeon, spend part of their lives out at sea before returning to their natal streams to reproduce. They generally are blue-green or yellow-green with a pink streak along their sides, a white underbelly, and small black spots on their fins and back. Steelhead acquire even more silvery markings and cover thousands of miles over the course of their lives. They garner great respect from local anglers for the fight they put up when lured. Loss of habitat has placed several steelhead runs under the protection of the federal Endangered Species Act. As with king salmon, conservation groups and efforts abound. Many anglers are vocal about the desire to preserve this fish for future generations, flocking to message boards and Twitter to complain when restaurants and fish markets offer their beloved steelhead.




  Pacific Halibut




  Sweet, flaky, and moist, halibut is among the most popular fish in this region. It’s also one of the best-managed populations, thanks to the International Pacific Halibut Commission, the oldest such body in the world. The commission was formed at the behest of fishermen concerned about overfishing . . . way back in 1914. Halibut is also the prized catch of the nation’s longest continuously operating fishing fleet: wooden halibut schooners that have journeyed from the Seattle neighborhood of Ballard to Alaskan waters and back each year since 1913. Pacific halibut is the largest of the flatfish and can grow to 500 pounds and 8 feet in length. Delicate baked halibut cheeks are a special treat. Find it fresh from early spring to late fall. Try Ivar’s recipe for Dungeness Crab–Crusted Halibut with Tomato Shallot Fondue (“In the Kitchen” chapter). At home, I like to brush a fillet with olive oil, add salt and pepper, then wrap it in foil with cherry tomatoes and pop it atop the grill. By the time the fish is mostly opaque and flaky, the tomatoes will have burst from the heat, making for a juicy summertime meal.




  The Olympia Oyster




  These wee, easy-to-slurp oysters are the only ones native to the West Coast, and they flourish along Washington’s Willapa Bay. The treasure-seeking 49ers from the Bay Area slurped so many during the 1840s Gold Rush, they spawned an oyster boom to go along with the timber boom fueled by construction in San Francisco. The West Coast’s appetite for oysters nearly wiped out the Olympia, prompting the cultivation of the nonnative Pacific oyster. Now Olympias are being cultivated in the south Puget Sound and celebrated on menus around the region. These darlings, no bigger than a 50-cent piece, are sweet yet metallic, “like sucking on a copper penny,” says Executive Chef Robert Spaulding of Elliott’s Oyster House in Seattle.




  
Spot Prawns (Spot Shrimp, Spotties)
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  Despite their heft, these prawns, the largest on the West Coast, actually are shrimp, with glowy, pale orange shells and snow-white flesh as firm and sweet as lobster. Local forager and author Langdon Cook likes to eat them with a knife and fork after a very quick sauté in butter. Find them fresh between April and October, or catch your own with shrimp pots or traps in May in Puget Sound or along the Strait of Georgia in British Columbia. Vancouver’s Granville Island celebrates them each May at the BC Spot Prawn Festival.




  White Sturgeon
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  White sturgeon are an ancient fish that spend their lives wandering the bottom of waterways throughout the Northwest, feasting on shrimp, smelt, and clams. Like salmon, they return to their home rivers to spawn (most famously, along the Columbia that divides Washington and Oregon, and the Fraser in British Columbia). Unlike salmon, they can live 100 years and longer, and, as the largest freshwater fish in North America, can eventually grow as long as a kayak and weigh half a ton. They can take up to 25 years to reach maturity—one reason overfishing in the late 1800s took such a dramatic toll on the population. Fans describe white sturgeon meat as a cross between halibut and chicken, boneless and tender. White sturgeon are available fresh year-round.




  
Pacific Razor Clams
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  Light, sweet, and wonderfully meaty, razor clams are a delight panfried, deep-fried, or in pastas, soups, and stews. Unlike antisocial geoducks, these clams reside fairly close to the surface of surf-pounded, sandy beaches. That lures hordes of razor fans to race to the beaches during extreme low tides from late fall to late spring when state officials open the beaches to clamming. In the dead of winter, the crowds are small but determined, bundled up against the rain and wind, wearing gloves to rake, dig, or wield plastic tubes known as clam guns. (Watch your fingertips: The name razor stems from their brittle shells, which are razor sharp when broken.) In warmer weather, it can feel like a festival: Clam diggers seem to walk on water along the shimmering tideflats, then become silhouettes against the pinks, oranges, and purples of the lingering twilight. (I bet some of you already can picture the Instagram you’ll create on your smartphone.) Local legend has it that razor clams were unusually reclusive in May 1980. Guess they also knew what scientists suspected: Neighboring volcano Mount St. Helens was about to erupt.




  Like so many other local treasures, razor clams nearly succumbed to our voracious appetite for seafood. By the mid-1940s, Washington State’s director of fisheries warned the coastal populations could not withstand the current level of harvest. Beachgoers can take 15 clams per person these days, and none can be tossed aside; back then, it was 36. Many diggers ditched the smaller clams they harvested, reducing the number available to mature for future harvests. By the mid-1960s, even the resort and business owners joined in the call for better razor clam management, afraid of the loss of an important tourist attraction dating back to the 1800s. The state restricted most commercial razor clamming and further limited when and where recreational clam diggers could forage and how many clams they could keep; the population has gradually stabilized. This is why most restaurants sell razor clams from Alaska. Oregon and Washington each have only one beach open to commercial harvest. British Columbia has more, but all three fisheries sell most of their razor clams as tempting bait for Dungeness crabs.




  You know what this means: Time to buy a clam gun! And, to try The Depot’s recipe for Pacific Fried Razor Clams (“In the Kitchen” chapter).




  Dungeness Crab
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  Dainty and sweet, Dungeness crab is among the most versatile and universally enjoyed ingredients in Northwest cuisine. Unlike the East Coast’s ubiquitous blue crabs cooked in Old Bay seasoning, Dungeness is at its best kept simple: boiled or steamed and enjoyed neat, like a tumbler of quality bourbon. During its peak in winter, the rich meat of a Dungeness barely needs melted butter or other adornment, and lends decadence to omelets, Benedicts, bisques, sandwiches, pasta, Asian noodle dishes such as yakisoba, stir-fries, and salads.




  The crabs been harvested commercially along the Pacific coast since the 1880s (Oregon even named them the state crustacean in 2009 following a campaign by schoolchildren). On average, 25 percent of a Dungeness is meat, making it among the meatiest crabs available. While most Dungy fans dive straight in for the meat, others adore the green goo (crab brains) atop a bowl of sushi rice hot from the rice cooker. To revel in all things Dungeness, head to the Olympic Peninsula and the rain shadow (read: sunnier than usual) town of Sequim, Washington. Enjoy fresh crab for lunch, then hoist your backpack to stroll the Dungeness Spit. At 5½ miles, it’s the nation’s longest natural sand spit. Marvel at the Strait of Juan de Fuca as its waters tumble past. Find a nice driftwood log and savor a truly Northwest day. And when you get home, try Chef Tom Douglas’ recipe for a decadent Dungeness Crab BLT (“In the Kitchen” chapter).




  
Black Cod, or Sablefish





  If you’ve managed to live this long without tasting black cod, you’re in for a treat. Velvet-smooth and buttery, black cod have a rich oil content that translates to exceptional flavor and melt-in-your-mouth, flaky meat (and plenty of those heart-healthy omega-3 fatty acids for which wild salmon also are legendary). Robert Spaulding at Elliott’s Oyster House in Seattle dubs it “the bacon of the sea.” You’ll find it on many restaurant menus marinated in sake kasu or miso paste, then broiled (look for recipes from Ray’s Boathouse and Uwajimaya in “In the Kitchen” chapter). Black cod resemble cod but are members of the Anoplopomatidae family, a group of fishes found only in the North Pacific Ocean. It’s another species that dwindled in the 1970s because of overfishing, then recovered with stricter management of fishing rights. Find it fresh year-round, but chefs say it’s at its best in winter.




  Lingcod




  Here’s another local favorite with a perplexing name: lingcod is neither ling nor cod. It’s speculated that early settlers misnamed this member of the Pacific greenling family because of its resemblance to European ling and its white, flaky, cod-like flesh. Whatever you like to call it, this versatile fish cooks up snowy white and mildly sweet, and can be enjoyed as you would halibut and other tender white fish. Try it in Mo’s recipe for Fish Tacos (“In the Kitchen” chapter). Lingcod is native to the rocky shores of the Pacific coast and, like many other groundfish, was declared overfished in the late 1990s. Careful management of catch size has helped the lingcod population rebound during this decade. Try Olympia Seafood Company’s recipe for Parmesan-Crusted Lingcod (“In the Kitchen” chapter).




  The Pacific Oyster




  While not native to the Northwest, the small and sweet Pacific oyster nonetheless has become its calling card—a totem species, if you will. Oyster farmers have widely cultivated the species in the Northwest since the early 1900s, when it first arrived from Japan. These days they do so using a variety of growing methods in the scores of coves, inlets, and bays tucked along the region’s coastline, peninsulas, and islands. (Popular names you’ll see on many a menu include Willapa Bay, Totten Inlet, Fanny Bay, Henderson Inlet, and Pickering Passage.) As fascination with oysters and regional flavor grows, each waterway is developing its own following. Local seafood consultant, branding maven, and former commercial fisherman Jon Rowley calls the local flavor imbued within each oyster its merroir, akin to terroir, which is the way the local terrain and climate flavor wine grapes. Shuck and slurp them raw, or try the baked oyster recipes from The Oyster Bar on Chuckanut Drive and OleBob’s Seafood Market on the Long Beach Peninsula (“In the Kitchen” chapter).




  Oregon Albacore
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  If you imagine the canned tuna fish of your childhood when you read the word “albacore,” stop right now. This mild, firm-when-cooked tuna is on a whole other level, meaty and rich, utterly satisfying. It’s why Bowpicker of Astoria, Oregon, uses albacore for its famous beer-battered fish and chips, to great effect. The Oregon albacore fleet catches each fish one at a time for higher quality tuna and less accidental bycatch of dolphins and other sea creatures, a high standard that has earned Oregon albacore a “Best Choice” rating from Monterey Bay Aquarium’s Seafood Watch. During the season, typically late summer through early fall, you can buy fresh albacore directly from fishermen on the dock. Find high-quality local canned albacore at fish markets and farmers’ markets.




  Penn Cove Mussels




  The plankton-rich waters of Penn Cove, off Coupeville on Whidbey Island, host the nation’s largest mussel farm, Penn Cove Shellfish, started in the 1970s by the Jefferds family. Not many people ate mussels in the Northwest before then, said Harry Yoshimura of Mutual Fish in Seattle. “They weren’t real common here like they were in Europe.”




  These days, Penn Cove Shellfish grows and harvests about 2 million pounds of mussels per year from Penn Cove and from a second farm in Quilcene Bay, along Washington’s upper Hood Canal. They’ve earned acclaim at international taste tests for their sweet flavor and tender texture. You’ll find delightful moules frites at restaurants throughout the region, including Portland’s Little Bird, Restaurant Marché on Bainbridge Island (a short ferry ride from Seattle), and up and down Whidbey Island.




  

  Smoked Seafood




  What do the Hawaiian husband of my hula dance instructor and the patriarch of my Norwegian neighbors have in common? Both smoke their own fish and brag about the results. It’s a point of pride here in Seattle, along with foraging your own wild mushrooms, knowing the best place to catch a sunset (my vote is Golden Gardens Park), and finding the fastest shortcut to avoid I-5 traffic.




  While smoked salmon is the standard, you’ll also see smoked oysters, trout, prawns, sturgeon, halibut, black cod, and albacore. Some of the best smoked seafood is available from the stands at bigger farmers’ markets, such as Wilson Fish of Olympia. In the Northwest, most smoked salmon is hot-smoked per the tradition of local tribes: moist, flaky, fully cooked, and quite different from lox.





  Oregon Pink Shrimp




  These wee, sweet shrimp are sustainably harvested along the Oregon Coast and are one of the few shrimp to earn a green “Best Choice” rating from the Monterey Bay Aquarium Seafood Watch program. It’s also a top commercial catch in Oregon, second only to mighty Dungeness crab in value. You’ll find pink shrimp frozen in many markets and fresh along the coast, and it’s served in shrimp cocktail, dressed up as Shrimp Louie, and sprinkled atop salads throughout the Northwest.




  Petrale Sole




  In yet another case of mistaken identity, this favorite West Coast fish actually is a member of the flounder family, and has been fished off the coast of Oregon since the late 1800s. Its delicate white meat is at its best when lightly floured with herbs and panfried, or rolled with fresh herbs and baked. Petrale sole was declared overfished in 2009, but the population is slowly recovering thanks to more careful harvesting of it and other ground-fish to reduce bycatch. Enjoy it at its best in winter, paired with lemon, leeks, and other congenial flavors. Try it coated in crumbs and panfried crispy, or the Petrale Sole with Tomato Concassé recipe shared by The Depot on Washington’s Long Beach Peninsula (“In the Kitchen” chapter).




  
Pacific Lamprey
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  It’s not an eel, or a snake, but an ancient, parasitic fish with a round, blood-sucking mouth that leeches off large fish and sea mammals to survive. Like the ponderous sturgeon that lurk in the Columbia, lamprey have not changed much through the centuries, and are the oldest fish alive, with a fossil record as far back as 500 million years. Lamprey, like salmon, are an anadromous species that spend most of their lives in saltwater but return to their home rivers to spawn. Hydroelectric dams made it more challenging for many generations to return home; this, combined with overfishing, made their numbers dwindle. Why does such an ugly fish matter? It turns out lamprey are vital to the life cycle and survival of young, vulnerable salmon because they are tastier to predators. When the lamprey are missing from rivers and streams, more young salmon get snatched up by passing birds and other predators.




  Lamprey also happen to be an important ceremonial food for tribes in the Columbia River basin, with an annual harvest along the slippery rocks of Willamette Falls on Oregon’s Willamette River, followed by a festive lamprey roast (one NPR reporter described its flavor as a cross between a pork chop and mackerel).




  Sea Urchin




  Sea urchin’s coral, or roe, or butter, is creamy and tastes intensely of the sea, with a rich flavor that lingers on the palate. Taste it stirred into Italian pasta dishes at restaurants such as Seattle’s Anchovies & Olives; in a savory panna cotta at Roe in Portland; and atop rice and other seafood at sushi bars.




  
How to Use This Book





  




  This is not an exhaustive list of every seafood eatery, fish market, or oyster slurping opportunity in the Pacific Northwest. Nor is it meant to be. It’s a combination of the quintessential and the unique, a strong kickstart to your own explorations of this evergreen, misty corner of the country. Use it to get your feet wet, to help build your own bucket list of seasonal gusta-tory adventures.




  Each regional section includes restaurants and eateries at every price range, plus recipes, activities, and how-to guides from some of our most talented and innovative chefs, fishmongers, and foragers. You’ll meet fellow seafood fans who take their enjoyment of our local treasures to a whole new level, including a fifth-generation oysterwoman; a couple who throw a crab feed and an island campout for 50 guests each summer; and a man who turned an interest in sea salt into his livelihood—and, in the process, learned to identify subtle differences in flavor between each major salt waterway in the Northwest.




  More about them later. For now, it’s my hope that you discover something new or new-to-you to make your next meal, and many more after that, remarkable. If you’re a fellow shutterbug, share photos and notes of your discoveries with the rest of us on Twitter, Facebook, or Instagram: #PNWSeafood.
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WASHINGTON





  To know Washington is to know water, boats, and bridges. The state Department of Ecology counts more than 28,000 miles of shoreline along places like Hood Canal, Puget Sound, Grays Harbor, Willapa Bay, Skagit Bay, Samish Bay, and the other lakes, rivers, salty sloughs, archipelagos, peninsulas, and countless inlets and coves that make our silhouette especially tricky to sketch. That’s longer than the distance around the earth.




  All that disconnected land is why car ferries remain a mainstay of getting around, despite the roughly 7,000 bridges that span these waterways, ravines, valleys, and other legacies of the glaciers that shoved their way through thousands of year earlier.




  Traversing Seattle alone is nearly impossible without crossing a bridge, many of them historic drawbridges that open to let tall research vessels and pleasure boats pass through Montlake Cut to and from Puget Sound. The Tacoma Narrows Bridge, famous for collapsing in a 1940 windstorm, connects Tacoma to Gig Harbor and the Kitsap Peninsula, the roiling Narrows below home to giant Pacific octopus. The Hood Canal Bridge, famous for sinking in a 1979 windstorm (yes, there’s a pattern), connects the Kitsap and Olympic Peninsulas over the lengthy, skinny fjord that’s home to shellfish, crabs, and spot shrimp. The soaring Astoria-Megler Bridge, which connects the Oregon Coast to the Long Beach Peninsula across the mighty Columbia River, is doing just fine, thanks. All three bridges replaced long-standing steamboat and ferry routes and made it considerably speedier for motorists to reach Hood Canal, Port Angeles, and the coast.




  They may slow us down. But such an abundance of inland waterways is part of what makes our seafood selection so desirable. Lynne Vea, a Seattle chef, cooking instructor, and television personality says, “We have fabulous ocean coast accessibility, but the protection that Vancouver Island and the Olympic Peninsula offer to such vast bodies of water as the Puget Sound, Hood Canal, the Strait of Juan de Fuca, and countless other waterways are, in my opinion, what makes this region so very desirable and offers a home to such a wide range of seafood.”




  Water. Boats. Bridges. Whew! When you’re really in a hurry to see it all, especially on a short visit, consider going by seaplane. The perspective (and extra time) you’ll gain from soaring above all this beauty is well worth it. (Note: US/Canada border crossings, by car, boat, plane, or train, require a valid passport.)
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