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Our kitchen is done.  It’s fabulous.  Everything is so clean and sparkly.  The appliances work perfectly and best of all there is space for everything.  Crown me cabinet queen of Beverly, my dream has come true.  What that really means is that after ten plus years of marriage, we finally unpacked our wedding presents.  That’s right, we have presents from our wedding that until two weeks ago, have never once been unpacked.  Shortly after our wedding we peered into the boxes to determine the nature of the gift so as to write the thank you note, and to confirm that we had no space for any of it. Most of it was formal china and related fancy things – silver chaffing dishes and other mysterious items that seemed unnecessary in our frozen pizza and Easy Mac world.  
These days it seems that more and more couples just get their everyday plates and say, a camping tent and lifelong supply of nutritious granola bars, in lieu of formal china.   But, I got married ten years ago, in the deep south, Memphis, Tennessee to be exact.  And sure as breakfast biscuits are served with gravy, if you get married in Elvis-land you’re getting fine china. And not just fine china for fancy dinners, but breakfast china for all those times you might have breakfast parties.  And not just breakfast china, but luncheon goblets . . . Mint Juleps y’all?  We ended up with enough plates, saucers and related items to start a restaurant, let alone to stock an apartment-sized kitchen.   But now, in our new, many-cabinet kitchen, we have a built in hutch where all our long-suffering wedding presents can finally be displayed.  And after ten years, I find that I’m glad I have some sparkly china instead of a tent.

The net effect of the kitchen makeover and china unveiling was that I felt compelled to spread my culinary wings, to fly above the world of frozen food, to find out what ovens and real counter space can really inspire.   My flight path took me, in rapid succession, thru burnt almonds and an unfortunate incident involving liquefied gourmet burgers.  But the grand finale came when my cousin was recently visiting.  I found a recipe for spicy, roasted broccoli that seemed creative, yet simple.  It called for lots of garlic and cayenne pepper, which I believed would nicely hide the fact that what was really being consumed was broccoli.  All I had to do was roll the green veggie in the mixture and set it on a cookie sheet in the oven.    
Nothing in the recipe said that the mixture was flammable – really, I’d have remembered that.  But when my cousin poked her head into our living room and said, “Uh, Esther, your oven is smoking,” I went and had a look.
Sure enough, smoke was billowing out of every single seam of the oven in spicy, burnt garlic and pepper waves.  

“Mayday!” I shouted.
My husband came dashing in. “The smoke detector is going to . . .”  
He was interrupted by the jet-engine decibel alarm located on our vaulted ceiling in the foyer where not even my six foot five husband could reach to yank out the batteries that were obviously working a little too well.
It blared painfully and my husband and I instantly had the same concern, not that our house might burn down, but rather that the alarm might wake up our daughter. We might eat charcoal for dinner but that was only secondary to post-toddler-bedtime peace.  

“Everyone grab a dishtowel and start waving the air away from the fire alarm,” my husband yelled on his way to the foyer.
My cousin grabbed the last dish towel and ran after him.  
“We can’t let her wake up!” I cried and grabbed the nearest, flappable item in site which happened to be the cutting board I had used for the garlic. 

And so we all stood under the screaming white disc attached to the ceiling high above us and flapped our towels and cutting board flinging bits of food wildly about the foyer in the process.  No matter if garlic was beading up on the wall, it worked.  The alarm went off.  Our daughter stayed asleep.   

And so I christened our new kitchen.  We ate charred broccoli, and my china glowered at me from the hutch as if it could not believe that after ten years that THIS was the sort of kitchen it was now housed in.  I have big plans for Thanksgiving, but I have to admit, as I nibbled my burnt broccoli, I dreamed of tents and granola bars. 
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