Kitchen Turmoil
By Grace Case

O

n weekends during my ﬁrst year in high
school, in 1929, I always went out to my
parents’ farm to stay with my mother and
dad. I guess I told them more than I realized about
Grandma Baines and Grandma Trilby. My elderly
grandmothers lived in town, and I stayed with them
during the school week.
I’ll never forget that weekend just before Mother’s
Day. First it was Mother: “Well, there’s one thing
for sure: It isn’t Grandma Baines who starts all the
fuss. My mother likes a peaceful house.”
Then Dad took up the bone and chewed awhile.
“Have you ever known my ma to start fumin’ over
nothing? Grandma Trilby’s a lady. Always has
been. She’d never cause any trouble.”
Finally, I waded in. “Let’s not quarrel over
which one is best. Five days a week I try to keep
peace between them. Maybe I can ﬁgure out a way
to hold the roof on with both grandmas under it. It’s
awful how they get on each other’s nerves.”
At my outburst, Dad said, “Listen, that ﬁve-room
house should be plenty big for two old ladies.”
“Yes, and remember how we thought they’d be
so happy having Grace stay with them and go to
school?” Mom said.
But if they thought it was all heavenly blue
shades of joy in that little white bungalow across
from the church, they were mistaken.
When I went back on Sunday evening to stay
another school week, Grandma Baines met me at
the door. She sniffed. Grandma Trilby wasn’t in

sight. Before I even asked, she said with another
sniff, “She’s in her room, pouting.”
“What’s the trouble this time?” I sighed and
laid my purse on the tall oak chest of drawers—
Grandma Trilby’s pride and joy.
Like a cat pouncing on a mouse, Grandma
Baines snatched my purse and laid it tenderly on the
well-polished center table—the one that had graced
her very ﬁrst house, years ago in Kentucky.
“The trouble is this, Grace.” Her voice lowered
to a whisper. “I was ﬁguring on having a mess of
leather britches for dinner. I put them on to soak
and added a meaty ham bone to ﬂavor them up
nice-like, and what did she do but tell me that was
no way to ﬁx them—me, who’s been cooking beans
nigh on to 50 years.”
“And then?”
“Well, she just traipsed to the cupboard and got
some more and put them on in one of her kettles.
She put in a chunk of side pork, and I do declare,
they smelled something awful! That’s no way to
cook leather britches.”
“How did you manage to eat all the beans?”
“We didn’t. I wasn’t hungry when it came time
to sit down and eat. Appetite plumb gone. Come
and see if mine doesn’t taste the best.”
When I looked into the two kettles, they looked
identical. I tasted them and both were delicious.
I remembered the hot day last summer out at
the farm when we all had pitched in and picked,
washed and strung them on strings. All summer
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and fall they’d hung in the attic, drying to a leatherhard toughness.
“We’ll have some of both for supper, Grandma.”
A faint smile touched her plump face.
From the front of the house I heard Grandma
Trilby call, “Is that you, Grace?”
“Yes, I’m coming. Just a minute.”
Hurriedly, I gave Grandma Baines a squeeze—
she was fun to hug, soft as a pillow
ﬁlled with duck down. I hurried
into the other room.
Grandma Trilby’s white hair
showed above the low back of her
maple rocking chair. There she sat,
cutting strips of cloth for her braided rugs. She jumped up, nimble as
a rabbit. “My, how I missed you!”
She turned toward her bright array
of colored scraps. “I was just cutting a few pieces. Do you think it’s
wrong for on a Sunday?”
“No,” I said. “I don’t think God
cares if you cut a little cloth for
your rugs. I wonder how many rugs
you’ve made in your life, Gran.”
Her faded blue eyes held a faraway look. “I lost count long ago. I learned to make
them when I was a little girl in the Virginia mountains. Seems so long … those days back then …
and here I am, still making them.” I knew that her
memories made her sad, so I changed the subject.
“Let’s go out in the kitchen and we’ll all make supper. Let’s cook something different. What’ll it be?”
“Just give me a little time. I’ll think of something appetizing.” Compared to Grandma Baines,
she made me think of a busy little wren.
Suddenly she straightened from her rug scraps.
“I know what we’ll have. I’ll go mix up a batch of
hot biscuits. We’ll have coffee and honey and biscuits. Does it sound good?”
“Wonderful, Gran. Let’s get started.” Happy
now, little Grandma Trilby followed me.
“We’re going to start supper,” I told my fat
grandma. “We’ll have some of both kinds of beans,
and Grandma Trilby’s going to make some hot
biscuits. OK?”
“I can just as well make ’em,” Grandma Baines
said. “I haven’t anything else to do.” She started
toward the ﬂour bin.

Little but mighty Grandma Trilby beat her to
it. Out ﬂew the rolling pin. “No, I’m going to make
them. I’ve got the sour milk all ready—been saving
it special for hot biscuits.” In ﬁve minutes they were
in the oven. Poor Grandma Baines stood around
mumbling something about cooking in Kentucky.
Between my butterball grandma and my pocketsized grandma, the supper at last was on the table.
When Grandma Baines bit into
her ﬁrst biscuit, she said, “These
would’ve been good if you’d used
buttermilk instead of sour milk. I
always used buttermilk in my biscuits down in Kentucky. Folks said
they were the best they’d ever ate.”
I kept track of how many she
ate. Seven biscuits!
“I wish we had some of that
good Sourwood Mountain honey
from back in Virginia. It’d make this
Illinois honey taste mighty puny.”
The next morning was no different. Sometimes I thought they
stayed awake trying to think up
things to disagree about. My thin
grandma started it.
“I’ll fry the bacon. I found out it cooks just right
if I begin with a cold frying pan.”
“Cold fryin’ pan! It’ll not be ﬁt to eat! I always
get my pan piping hot and then put the bacon in.”
See what I mean? They never missed a chance.
At 8 o’clock, when I left the house, they were
starting to wash the dishes. The last thing I heard
was “I know this is the right way. Been doing it for
years back in Virginia.”
At ﬁrst I thought it was sort of funny. Later, I
realized that it meant everything to them. Nearly
always their spats ended with one or both of them
in tears. I loved them both dearly and wanted to see
them happy.
Before I went home that weekend, I found out
the cause of their unhappiness and quarrels. I think
I knew it all along. I asked Grandma Baines what
her wish would be if she could have it granted.
Her comfortable face sort of crumpled up as
she looked down at her lap. “I guess my only wish
would be … maybe it sounds funny to you … but it
would be to have a kitchen of my own again.”
“No, Grandma. It doesn’t sound funny. But

From Good Old Days Specials Magazine, September 2006, vol. 33, No. 5, Copyright © 2006 Good Old Days Specials Magazine

there’s just room for one kitchen in this little house.
There’s only three of us, and when I’m gone, there’s
only two. It might look queer with two kitchens.”
“Sure, it would be silly, I reckon. But you asked
me. My law, I remember in Kentucky, my kitchen
was the biggest in the whole countryside. Paw made
my table. It stretched nigh across the room, and we
nearly always had it ﬁlled all the way around.” Her
smile gave her the face of a child.
“We had lots of company them days,” she continued. “Your ma was always askin’ folks in to eat,
and I loved to cook most of the vittles.” She nodded
toward Grandma Trilby’s bedroom. “I don’t get a
chance any more.”
The littlest grandma busied herself again with
her rugs when I went into her room. I sat down on
her low footstool and watched as her nimble ﬁngers
braided the bright strands. The lamplight on her
white hair looked like a halo. I wondered what went
on in that neat little head. I found out without asking.
“Do you know what I’ve been thinking about,
Grace? I got to remembering about the ﬁrst kitchen I
ever had. Your grandpa took me to his big log cabin
after we were married. That was in 1886. Does that
seem like a long time ago? I’ve just been thinking
and dreaming; it doesn’t seem long. I was young
then, and your grandpa said I was the prettiest girl
in the mountains.”
“Yes, Gran.”
“We made our ﬁrst home there and I wish you
could’ve laid eyes on that kitchen. Folks really
made ’em big in those days. We lived in the kitchen
mostly. It was the warmest room and somehow the
cheeriest. There was always a cradle and maybe a
trundle bed close to the big ﬁreplace. Your grandpa
told me … ,” She looked down at me. “Are you listenin’ dear?”
“Oh yes, I’m listening. What did Grandpa say?”
If these two beloved grandmas only knew; I’d rather
listen to their stories of their younger days than anything in the world.
“He told me I should always wear blue. He said

it was the color of the sky and the bluebells that
bloomed on the mountainsides and the color of my
eyes. So I wore blue to please him. And I always
sewed white curtains for the windows. They make
a kitchen look clean.” She looked surprised when I
jumped up, kissed her on the cheek, and ran to my
own bedroom.
That’s why the carpenters came the next week.
Mother and Dad agreed with me that if that was
the one thing standing in the way of their complete
happiness and contentment, they should each have a
kitchen. Grandma Trilby kept the old kitchen. A new
one was built on for Grandma Baines.
In my fun-to-squeeze Grand-ma’s kitchen,
bright yellow curtains hung at the windows. A mite
of color cheered her up, she told me.
When the new kitchen was completed, I took
turns eating with them. When I went home that
weekend, I reported how things had changed for the
better in that little white bungalow in town.
I could hardly wait till it was time to go back.
Sunday night supper—before evening services—was
one meal I couldn’t miss.
The church bell rang when I turned in at their
house. Then I saw a light shining in Grandma
Trilby’s kitchen. I wonder what’s wrong with
Grandma Baines? Quietly I pushed the front door
open and stepped inside. Grandma Baines’ cheery
laugh ﬂoated in to greet me.
“I declare, Mrs. Trilby, this is the best apple pie
I’ve eaten in quite a spell. Tastes just like what I
used to make down in Kentucky.”
“Well, I’m right glad you like it, Mrs. Baines.
Have some more coffee?” Her smile as she poured
more coffee into the two fragile cups would have
put an angel to shame.
“Law, no! I can’t drink any more.” But Grandma
Baines lifted her cup to her mouth. “My stomach
hurts, I’ve eaten so much.”
She ﬁnished her pie, smiled again at Grandma
Trilby, and said, “Now tomorrow, you must come
and have dinner with me in my kitchen.” v
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