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Cherished kitchen utensils

By Gwen ashley walters

It could be an heir-
loom, handed down
from your mother
or grandmother, or
given to you as a gift
from a treasured
friend. Maybe it
s e r e n d i p i t o u s l y
landed in your pos-

session, or perhaps you bought it for yourself. It’s that kitchen
tool that connects you to another time, place or person. 

For me, it’s a china cup, possibly from the 1940s. It’s plain,
just a white ceramic cup (the saucer is long gone) with an aqua
blue interior. My mother used it to scoop out just the right
amount of flour and cornmeal to make cornbread. I still can’t
make her cornbread, even with the magic cup, but I’m work-
ing on it. Every time I pick it up I feel her presence, if not the
precise measurements.

For Patty Daniels, owner of Pie in the Sky bakery in north
Scottsdale, it’s a solid wooden rolling pin missing a handle. It
rests on a stainless steel table in her bakery, a sweet reminder of
her maternal grandmother, Adelia. After checking with her
mom, Daniels says the rolling pin has been in the family at
least since 1915, the year Adelia first married.

“Growing up,” Daniels said, “we’d have dinner at her
house every Sunday. She was a good cook, but made really 

simple things, like roasted chicken, ham and, of course, pies.” 
When Daniels was in high school, her grandmother, who

by then was in her 80s, came to live with them. She didn’t cook
anymore, but she would spy a bowl of apples on the counter
and say “Those sure would make a good pie,” and thus began
Daniels’ career in baking. 

When Daniels got a place of her own, she took the rolling
pin with her. These days, Daniels prefers a French tapered
rolling pin to roll out her dough, but the old wooden pin still
gets an occasional spin, just to honor a simple cook who 
cultivated a love of baking in her granddaughter.

Sometimes a treasured tool just lands in our lap. For Andy
Broder, owner of AndyFood Cooking School in Scottsdale, it
started with a phone call.

“I have an old kitchen tool that I bought in England, and
I have no idea what it is,” the lady on the phone said. She
described something that sounded like a magic wand, Broder
recalls, only it was made out of wood. He did some digging and
figured out that the woman was in possession of a spurtle. 

A what? “A spurtle—it’s a Scottish oatmeal stirrer.” 
According to Broder, it’s a work of art and now resides on

a table in his home, along with a collection of other slightly
quirky items he’s collected over the years.

“It is made out of walnut and it is so delicate. It is way too
pretty to put in a drawer.” The woman gave Broder the antique
spurtle because she’d read that he adores wooden kitchen tools,
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