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Chapter One

​
Bubbling with excitement, Connie Jones jumped off
the bus at the corner of Larkhill Lane and hurried down the street
as fast as her legs could carry her. At a blue and white two story
house, she turned down the driveway and ran inside her
home.

Today, Grampa had promised
to show her how to make biscuits. This would be her first cooking
project and she couldn't wait to get started. At last, her mom had
given her permission to use the stove and oven because she just
turned eight and could reach them easier. But mostly, Mom approved
because Grampa said he would teach her.

"Grampa, I'm home," Connie
called out as she came through the door. Flynn, her wheat-colored
poodle and terrier mix dog, came running to greet her with happy
barks. She leaned down and hugged the dog into her arms. He was
always glad to see her.
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She called again to her
grandfather, a little louder this time. He still didn't answer, but
she heard childish giggles from the kitchen.

She set her
lavender-colored school backpack in the hallway and went toward the
sounds. The delicious aroma of something cooking in a big pot on
the stove teased her nose.

Her younger brother and
sister, Freddy and Fiona, the four-year-old twins, sat at the small
table, snacking on bananas. Connie noticed her cat, a part-Siamese
named Milo, perched on the counter watching the twins. She shooed
him off and he scurried toward the dining room.

But she didn't see Grampa
in the kitchen. "Do you know where Grampa is?" Connie asked her
siblings.

They nodded their heads in
unison and said, "Uh-huh."

"Where?" Connie
asked.

"In the garden," Freddy
answered as Fiona pointed to the back door.

She sighed. Sometimes it
took the two of them to make one complete thought. Maybe it was
just the twin-connection as their mother called it.


Chapter Two

​
Connie went outside to the vegetable garden in
the back yard with Flynn tagging along behind her. His little dark
brown nose shifted into overdrive as he attempted to sniff every
blade of grass on the way.

Sure enough, Grampa worked
in the garden pulling out the weeds between the rows of carrots and
tomatoes. She greeted him with a big smile and asked, "Are we going
to make biscuits?"
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Her grandfather grinned at
her. "Of course. I already have the stew on the stove so we'll do
them after I finish here. Do you want to help me?"

"Sure," she answered. She
liked helping him. She knelt down to pull the weeds between the
rows.

Her grampa was a
broad-shouldered ex-Marine, who had retired from the service two
months earlier and he was still physically fit. Sometimes he told
her stories about where he'd been and what he'd done. He could lift
her to sit on his shoulders and she felt like she was on the top of
the world.


Chapter Three

​
Thirty minutes later, no more weeds remained in
the garden and Connie and Grampa returned to the house. She looked
around for Flynn, but he'd disappeared. She figured he'd gotten
bored with sniffing grass and plants and slipped back through the
doggie door into the house.

The twins had gone,
leaving the banana skins on the table along with smudges that
Connie quickly cleaned up. Messy little kids, she thought and she
wiped the table in preparation to cooking.

"I can't find my ladle,"
Grampa said as he looked around the kitchen. "Do you see it,
Connie?"

She gazed all around the
kitchen, on the counters, and on the tables. She looked on the
floor and under the table where she found a banana peel. She even
opened the dishwasher to see if one of the twins might have put it
in there, but the ladle was nowhere to be found. Grampa called the
twins to the kitchen and asked them if they had seen it.
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They shook their
blond-haired heads to say no.

"Well, it has to have gone
somewhere," Grampa said. "Let's all look for it. I must have it to
serve dinner."

"But, Grampa, we need to
mix the biscuits now so they'll be ready in time. How about Freddy
and Fiona search for it while we make them? Then, if they haven't
found it, we can look while they cook."

"Good thinking, Connie.
I'll get the twins to start looking. You can begin getting the
ingredients out. My recipe is on the table." He pointed at it, then
led Freddy and Fiona to the living room to begin looking
there.

"Are you sure one of you
munchkins didn't take it to your room?" he asked as they went
out.

Connie heard Fiona's
childish giggle as she replied that they didn't.


Chapter Four

​
Before Connie started cooking, she decided to run
upstairs and change out of her school clothes so she wouldn't get
anything on them.

As she hung up her dress
and slipped into her shorts and a sleeveless top, she heard a
rustling noise in the room. She looked around, but she didn't see
what might have caused it. With a shrug, she hurried back down to
the kitchen.

Picking up the recipe on
the table, Connie read the first item, one and a half cups of
non-fat dry milk. She went to the cupboard and looked through the
items on the shelf, but she didn't see any dry milk at
all.

Would they have to go to
the grocery store to get some? That would make the biscuits really
late. She frowned and wondered if they could use regular milk.
Checking in the refrigerator, she saw a half-gallon of milk. That
should be enough. She put it on the table.

The next item was nearly
six pounds of flour. That seemed like an awful lot! She looked in
the cupboard and found only a five-pound bag, but she pulled it out
and carried it to the table. Would that be enough for the
recipe?
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Grampa came back into the
kitchen then and saw the look of puzzlement on her face. "What is
it, Connie?"

"It's just that this
recipe calls for over six pounds of flour and we don't have enough.
We don't have any dry milk either. We'll need to go to the
store."

"Oh. My goodness!" Grampa
picked up the recipe and looked at it. "I gave you the wrong one,
kiddo. This recipe is for the battalion. It makes one hundred
biscuits. I have the one that makes a dozen in my notebook. Don't
you worry. We have all the ingredients we need."

"What about the dry milk?"
she asked.

"We can use regular milk.
We just use as much of it as the recipe calls for water. In the
military camps, we didn't carry milk, so we had to mix the dry milk
with water to make it."

They both laughed and
Grampa continued to chuckle as he went to get his notebook. Connie
knew that he'd been a cook in the service but she hadn't realized
how many servings his recipes made. One hundred biscuits! Wow, that
would feed the whole neighborhood.


Chapter Five

​
When Grampa came back, they started making the
biscuits. He showed her how to measure and add the flour, then the
shortening, baking powder, and salt into the bowl. To her relief,
they only used two and a half cups of flour.

Next, he showed her how to
use a fork to mix the ingredients in the bowl together until the
mixture resembled crushed cookies. Then they added the liquid to
the mixture and stirred it all together.

Grampa set the breadboard
on the table and had Connie sprinkle flour on it before they turned
the dough onto the board. He showed her how to push on the dough to
spread it out using the heel of his hand and fingers to press and
shape it. She followed his instructions to pat the dough out evenly
into a big rectangle. She had to push hard with her smaller hands
until slowly the dough began to spread out.

"That's it, Connie. Just
keep pushing evenly on it until it's about one-half inch
thick."

"This is fun, Grampa," she
said as she began to get the idea of how it worked and the dough
grew into a larger and flatter shape on the board.

About that time, Fiona
came in and tugged at Grampa's pants leg. "We can't find your
label, Grampa. Where should we look now?"
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"It's a ladle, not label,"
Connie said. "Do you even know what you're looking for?"

Fiona's mouth pressed into
a thin line and she shook her head.

"My bad," Grampa said.
"Don't worry, honey. I should have told you more. Connie, once you
have the dough patted out, go ahead and use the round cutter to cut
the biscuits. You start at one end to cut the first one, press the
cutter down and turn it, then lift it with a spatula to the baking
sheet. Cut the next one the same way placing the cutter as close as
you can to the one you just cut. I'll be back by the time you're
done to help you put them in the oven."

He paused on the way out
to turn the oven on.
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