Where’s the cinnamon?

Well, that is a cry for help. Something is lost in the tiny space that I call home. 
Where’s the cinnamon, indeed? It is in just the right place. It is in the only place where it really fits. For everything in my galley, there is really only one place. Change any single thing, and a dozen others are suddenly lost!

So why would I want to live and work with such a tiny kitchen? And how do I cope?

On a boat, the kitchen is the galley, and that is how I refer to my working environment. On our boat, the galley is compact, yet spacious at the same time. Where is the cinnamon? It is in the lovely spice rack on the bulkhead wall, in alphabetical relationship to about 25 other herbs and spices stored there where they can be grabbed in a hurry to brighten up something tasty.

I love my tiny galley, because the space is so efficiently designed that, despite the fact that I can’t fully extend my arms within the space available, there is lots of room to store both the equipment and the ingredients that I need. It looks small, but within its boundaries I have all the cookware, implements and seasonings that I need on a daily basis. Other items are stored in various places around the boat, because they are used intermittently. Things such as pie plates and a grill pan come out from behind the salon settee when needed. When I require a blender or pressure cooker or a pot to boil a lobster, I have to dig a little.  Things like canned goods and dry beans are stored near, but not within the galley. I gather those things up and set them on the counter before I begin meal preparation. They are at hand when I need them.

Within the galley are five lockers where I store skillets, saucepans, colanders, spices, flour, etc. Everything is within reach when I stand in the center. In fact, that is the only place to stand. Around the tiny floor space is working counter space covered with marble. Before we moved aboard, my husband had a big marble slab he had inherited from his mother, and I wondered why. Now I know. My marble countertops are perfect for rolling out pastry dough. 
Inserted into the counter are twin stainless steel sinks, a range with three burners and an oven, and my refrigerator and freezer. Below the counter are drawers, a huge storage area, the actual space for refrigerated storage, and the diesel auxiliary engine. Yes, an engine. When you live on a boat, you don’t take your decorating guidance from Martha Stewart. You do what works.

Given that space is at a premium, what can I cook? Well, almost anything you can cook on dry land. There are limits, but the limitations are not due to cuisine. I can’t, for example, cook a 22-pound turkey in my oven. One year I forced it to accommodate a 12-pound bird by means of removing the rack and setting my roasting pan on my broiler rack. That plan gave me ½ inch of clearance above and below the bird. Even one more ounce of meat would have meant failure. But I can have fajitas and refried beans with two salsas and all the condiments I have the imagination to provide. I can have salt-packed fish baked whole, served with side dishes of fresh coleslaw, steamed green beans, and garlic mashed potatoes. Even though I have only three burners and a small oven, I have yet to find any culinary challenge which cannot be met with planning and imagination.

Planning includes juggling four or five dishes that require stovetop prep on only three burners. Preparation may include designing some way to cook side dishes while cooking a duck in a 12-quart pot that overwhelms the entire rangetop. Contriving ways to reheat leftovers without a microwave oven keeps the brain alert. (It isn’t because boats can’t have microwaves; it is because we would rather store food and cookware than give the space to a microwave.)

Imagination means devising at least three ways to use any utensil on hand in order to avoid the necessity of carrying all the many utensils that fill the pages of Williams-Sonoma and Chefs catalogs. It means that we carry ingredients and multipurpose pans rather than mixes and single-purpose appliances. There probably are things we can’t do in our tiny galley, but we haven’t encountered them yet. They must be things we don’t want to eat anyway.

So where is the cinnamon? It is on the spice shelf in plain view, between cardamom and coriander.

Bon appetit!
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