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1. The Kitchen.
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The room filled with the scent of the Meatball Soup,

simmering since dawn over low heat. 

A sprinkling of

torn spinach and escarole leaves, 

lots of baby onions,

a few whole plum tomatoes,

a handful of garlic cloves, 

delicate homemade noodles, 

fresh sprigs of oregano,

and freshly ground black pepper 

enhanced the flavorful broth of 

the succulent meatballs. 

On the table, freshly gathered aromatic lemon verbena was waiting to be tied in bouquets and hung to be dried. 

Lemon Verbena tea is very healing.

​

Lyra expertly wrapped the fresh loaf of bread in a pristine white linen cloth, skillfully tucking in all the loose ends.

With the care and loving attention of a mother laying her sleeping infant into the cradle, she placed the swaddled loaf into the bread basket.

"I must have told her a hundred times not to leave the bread on the cutting board," Lyra muttered.

Whenever Lyra used "her" and "she," it wasn't directed at a specific person but rather to any woman in her family.

Lyra never addressed or referred to her older sisters and their daughters by name. This muttered frustration could have applied to any or all of Lyra's older sisters because they were all either ‘she’ or ‘her.’

Every woman in the kitchen understood the rules about handling the bread, so there was no excuse for the bread to have been abandoned on the cutting board, with the knife next to it and the crumbs spread about. 

There were specific rules in Lyra’s kitchen, of which there were no exceptions, and this was one of them.

Despite being the youngest of the seven sisters, Lyra was chosen from a young age to succeed her grandmother, Palmyra, as the head of the kitchen. 
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PALMYRA KNEW THAT HER daughter, Nina, was unprepared to assume this responsibility.

She knew that her daughter Nina would have many children, including daughters.

Palmyra knew that she would choose her successor from the granddaughters.

And she chose Lyra.

It was decided. Many things were decided in old families steeped in the same traditions, and many fates were set.

Being chosen as head of the kitchen meant being head of the family, radiating an undeniably commanding presence despite being a woman of few words. It was a tradition - it was how things were done, always - for as far back as could be remembered.

Each of her six older sisters was married and had children. 

They all helped Lyra in the kitchen as often as they could.

Several of her sisters were always to be found bustling about in the kitchen, lending a hand to Lyra as she needed to tackle a substantial amount of work that awaited her daily.

All of Lyra’s sisters happened to have daughters. 

Those with daughters old enough to help would bring them along to the kitchen. 

Like their mothers, they would help Aunt Lyra in the kitchen.

Lyra always referred to all of her sisters’ daughters collectively as “the nieces,” never by name.

Lyra’s most reliable source of assistance, however, was not one of her sisters. 

It was Rosa, the housekeeper. 

Rosa was the only woman in the household that Lyra never referred to as ‘she’or ‘her.’

Lyra always referred to her by name, ‘Rosa’.

Lyra was head of the kitchen and the family; Rosa was head of the household organization, ensuring its smooth operation and cleanliness. 

Rosa could never fall into anonymity in Lyra’s eyes as her sisters and nieces had.Rosa was strong, bright, and determined, just like Lyra. 

Rosa was an expert in housekeeping, with extensive knowledge of techniques and secrets that went far beyond the ordinary duties needed to maintain a clean and orderly home.

Rosa carried her legacy in the house, as did Lyra.

Rosa’s grandmother, Saffron, was the original housekeeper of the main house.

Saffron chose to skip over her daughter, Nina, and personally handed over the esteemed position of housekeeper, along with the volumes of information regarding housekeeping, to her granddaughter, Rosa.

Saffron remained the housekeeper until Rosa was old enough to be personally trained by Saffron to take over the job.

Rosa eventually became the housekeeper in the main house, carrying forward a tradition of strong, intelligent, and wise women at the helm of managing this large home which was the bustling center of the estate.

Like Lyra, Rosa was unmarried.

They relinquished marriage, or rather, they were expected to relinquish marriage and so they did. 

It was ‘strongly advised,’ and it became an unspoken rule that neither the housekeeper nor the head of the kitchen should be married. It wasn’t always like that, but it became like that. 

It was impossible to devote oneself to these duties, be married, and raise children. 

So relinquishing marriage was the sacrifice they had to make, as Lyra and Rosa, as the chosen successors, assumed these honorable positions.

Rosa, like Lyra, was destined to remain solitary within the bustling crowd.

Lyra, like Rosa, was also the daughter of a mother named Nina.

Rosa, like Lyra, was chosen at a very young age for her position, her mother being skipped over as a choice.

Palmyra oversaw the family and the kitchen for two generations. She held on to this role long enough to personally train her granddaughter Lyra to eventually take on these roles as head of the kitchen and family. As Saffron held on to her position as Housekeeper for two generations - personally training her granddaughter Rosa to eventually take on the role to assume the role of organizing the household.

Lyra had been very close to her grandmother, Palmyra, during her upbringing, and she remembered every word Palmyra had said to her while enduring the grueling training for these responsibilities. As Rosa was very close to her grandmother, Saffron as well. 

Palmyra and Saffron were very similar women. Both powerful women oversaw and managed the family and household from a young age.

Despite the consistent hard work required of them in their respective roles, both of these women got married and had daughters.

Both Rosa’s daughter and Saffron’s daughters had not only the same name, but also the same nature.

Both girls were named Nina, and both blended into the crowd. These two girls were destined to have children for different reasons.

Rosa’s mother, Nina, was expected to produce the housekeeper of the next generation, and Lyra’s mother, Nina, was expected to populate the family homestead and produce the new head of the kitchen and family to succeed Palmyra.

In Lyra’s eyes, her family and her own blood were a group of members so similar to one another. Not one of them stood out from the crowd as an individual.

She saw them as a group of 'the nameless and anonymous,’ even though they were technically living as individuals.

Because of her demanding and selfless roles in the family, Lyra did not have time to nurture herself or focus on her wants and needs.

It was decided that Lyra must sacrifice her chance to do as she pleased and instead focus on the kitchen duties to feed and oversee this large 'crowd of anonymity.’

She was not only trained for this role but taught that it was an honor to put the family's needs before her own wants.

She took on this role with happiness and enthusiasm. Yet, something about this whole concept bothered Lyra, even though she couldn’t put her finger on it while she was young.

She never resented being burdened with so much work and responsibilities, but she felt a bit disturbed by the behavior and nature of the other family members. They were not jealous of her. But there was something in their behavior and personalities that disturbed Lyra.

Despite the fact that they did not take on roles of great responsibility and self-sacrifice, they did not appear to Lyra to be aware of having a unique presence as individuals.

These sisters, along with their husbands and children, did not live in the main house.

They lived next to each other in a row in the cottages right off the main house. However, they ate together in the main house; they wore the same work clothes, and they all spent their days doing the same chores.

The men and boys were on the lands tending to the animals. The women tended to their cottage and their children, and whenever they could, they assisted Lyra.

Lyra observed that these family members believed they had the role of being replaceable cogs on a wheel. They did the required tasks for as long as possible until their children stepped in and continued to do these tasks, taking their place.

Lyra believed that since not one of her sisters had to take on the massive responsibility of feeding the whole family, this fact should have given these women enough free time and every opportunity to be themselves and find their talents.

Lyra expected her sisters to explore looming and weaving, teaching the children something beyond the required reading and writing, learning about music, carving, furniture making, or basket weaving. But they didn’t.

They preferred to gather and do their necessary tasks together, as required, when required, never going beyond that.

They didn’t seem to hone any skills or find their individuality, talents, abilities, and voice as unique family members.

Instead, these hive-minded women always appeared to congregate and behave in unison.

Lyra was very proud that at least she and Rosa, like their grandmothers, were the queen bees of a hive, having a defined purpose.​

2. Second in Command.
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