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Passing of the Whisk

Confessions of a gravy addict

By GAYVIN POWERS

Some little girls Q«_“

dream of wearing a silver tiara; alI
1 wanted was my mom’s gigantic silver whisk that
magically transformed mere turkey drippings into a
culinary masterpiece known as “perfect gravy.”

Buery Thanksgving [ camp out dangerously ose o che hoxoven

my aunt announced, “It a dry turkey”
“Nothingthata lrde gravy can't fix I thought.
‘Tuwo morsels of turkey and walloping mounds of
stuffing on my plate awaited the picce de resistance. The
eravy boat was mine once i it the abl. L heartly pouced wo-hirds of
the gravy all over my plate,
of Hawaitan islands.
Not more than tenty seconds lte, someone asked frantically,
“Where's the gravy?”
Where's the gravy,  scoffed. Ifthey'd moved faste, they'd already have
hinel

window gurgled
watched, mesmerized, as my i methodiclly periTI A
over alarge turkey pan that took up two burners, turning those delicious
drippings into brown, bubbling biss. Her toils created a vat of delicious,
dhickcafgeenoughonny lt goodnes

sl ey

bomd ldon(slmpl‘, like gravys lmanmvvadd.‘c( Hl,mvnzmtlsGavvm 1
) SUV. Only I have a little secret: I
1uve gravy”

Acthe age of 4, desperately wanted t learn t make the gmvv myself bur

their own of gravy. Now they would have to get some from the
other gravy boats or vatin the kitchen.

“I¢s on the table,” my aunt replied as her feet urgently scurtled to the
table, “I¢s right there,” she said, pointing to my gravy boat.

“Whered itall gol!” she demanded

Faces serched from plae o plate,uncilthey rsted thelr angey cells
on mine. I realized th ¢ boats and
wasnita vat in the kitchen, | couldn[say anything; my stuffing did it for me
asitsank under the weight of th

. Thus began the “Thank FSilence” Oh,there were wordsspok

Mo declared I wasn'told enough. |
o her [was, The result s what some peop]c would efr 5 prison fod
because thats what it was: torn-up Wonder Bread in what amounted tolittle
more than warm watez. Mom took pity on me. Afcersceing how commitzed
Twas to cooking —albeit refusing to try my prison food — Mom introduuced
me to canned soup. Victory! Soon, I was an expertat Top Ramen and grilled
cheese sandwiches. Despite my consistent coaxing, though, I sill wasn'e
decmed i snough o kamthe ancentarc ofgmvv making

T hijacked the gravy. I not sure if]
e et enough to understand them — a les-
son 'd already learned thanks to Scrabble. I do know that  was in trouble.
Toffered my gravy to others; it was rejected. They choked down their dry
turkey while gravy dripped down my chin.

From that day forward, “The Gravy Incident” became fodder for amuse-
ment at furure family gatherings. [ was banned from my aunt’s kitchen, and
another cousin was declared official “gravy maker.” But the incident was

jear Lwas 8 and
o myancand i {or Thanksgivng. My aun,  sien woman who
makes notto be
crossed. Over the years, Ive learned she's like créme brélée —a favorite, hard-
shelled sweeie with a oftnsde. | didn' know thissbout hr back thens
couldn'e d il

Instead ofetting me camp out by the oven, my aunt shooed me away to
play games with my older cousins. “What! You challenge my word?” my old-
est cousin, now a judge, asked during Serabble. She flung pen Webster's
Dictionary, proving to me that, “Gaudeamus’is  word. I w

Afes osingsveral games of Scabble and Monopob | gm(efullv rushed

he table when dinner dto the table as
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never in my parent’s house.
‘The very next year, my mom ceremoniously handed me her whiskon
Thanksgiving. She never explained why, and instead inseructed me on
how to make a vat of Thanksgiving gravy. Perhaps she figured I'd endured
enough humiliation, or simply fel that f I was going to catall the gravy, I'd
better know how to make more ofi.
Many Thanksgivings have pused sinc thr ach one allowing me t
ancient art of gravy g. Today, 'm
mere drippings into brown, bubbling blss, and, o cours,  do i using my
mother’s coveted silver whisk.

Gayvin Powers auhorand Tona
Fay, her young adlult firy novel, willbe coming out soon.
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