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Our house was built in 1900 or thereabouts, and in Beverly that’s considered almost new.  What’s a hundred years among homeowners?  Who wouldn’t trade that piffling modern convenience of central air for beautiful crown molding and a few lolly columns?  I’m as happy as the next person to purchase box springs that fold in order to fit up our ‘charming’ staircase.  It’s all par for the course.
That said, I like kitchens that function as kitchens and ours really doesn’t. So we are redoing it.  There is also the small issue of the previous home owner’s choice of décor.  I think the theme was Fruit-Gone-Wild.  Imagine wallpaper that combined huge pears, cherries and grapes with somewhat menacing, life-size, blue plates . . .  oh and of course a splash of plaid.  It gave me vertigo.  In less than one hour after the sale, I tore it all down.  For the last two years we’ve never once thought that the Fruit Invasion was better than bare plaster walls, but we are ready for a change.  We are going to go from people who store groceries in secret places around the house because we have no pantry, to people with so many cabinets that we could hide our whole family.  I can’t wait!  I want to be the Cabinet Queen of Beverly.  
Lots of our friends have had outdated kitchens which they’ve fixed themselves.  They worked late into the night hanging cabinets and tearing up floors.   We stayed up late into the night and had a glass of wine to discuss how much we liked our contractor. All we had to do was pull a permit from Beverly’s Department of Municipal Inspections.

When I went to pull the permit I was nervous.  With all things governmental I have the concern that I’ll imply something incorrect and accidentally embroil myself in cocoon of red tape.   I could easily imagine some little quip I might throw out to accidentally imply that I was building a rocket launcher in my basement as part of my kitchen remodel – you just never know.
And as I waited to pull the permit I noticed a man.  He was building an addition and was prepared. He had schematics, sketches and analysis - perhaps even a letter of commendation from the President himself.  I didn’t have schematics or really anything as a prop. All I had was the permit-pulling form that I’d filled out on my knees with a pen I’d grabbed off their counter.  Oddly, the pen had a small sprig of silk lilacs tied to the end. 
“I’m here to pull a permit for my kitchen.” I said going with the minimalist approach.  Don’t babble, don’t try to be clever, just keep quiet, I chanted to myself.
The man behind the desk had a thick mustache and hearty, outdoorsy look.  He stared at me expectantly as if I ought to say more, but that didn’t go along with my ‘be-quiet’ plan.  So I waited and twirled the pen anxiously while noting how the little lilacs waved about.  
He pointed to the form I was holding, “I need that you know.” 
It wasn’t an altogether unkind tone of voice and so I smiled, still silent, and handed it to him.  This time though I couldn’t help but wave the pen with a bit of a flourish to see how the lilacs might swish in the air.  It was nervousness gone awry.

He looked at the form and then at me as I waved the pen about like a concert conductor with bad nerves. He said, “They’re there so they don’t steal them.”  

My brain registered the verb ‘steal’ and a sprinkling of unclear pronouns.   I panicked.  Had I spoken?  Was I already embroiled?  I had to be the Cabinet Queen of Beverly!!
I replied cautiously. “I’m sorry, I’m not sure I understand. It’s must be a misunderstanding with the form . . .” I trailed off.

He shook his head and got out a big dark stamp.  My heat sank.  
“Nope, I mean the flowers.”  He said in his same, fairly nice and efficient way.
“What?”  Were my hanging pansies in their perpetual near-death state going to be a problem to the kitchen build?  
“The flowers on the pen,” he pointed.  “The gals here in the office tie them on all the pens so the contractors don’t walk off with them.”  With that he brought his stamp down with a loud thud on a piece of tan paper. 
“Here you go miss,” he said from beneath the mustache.  ‘You’re approved, good luck with your kitchen.”

We were on our way!  I waved the pen once more in excitement and then quickly set it back down on the counter lest I walk off with it flowers and all.  
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