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The paper presents a collection of stories about grandmothers and food presented by their grandchildren. Men and 

women, adults and children offered their story for this paper. These stories are personal narratives focusing on the 

grandmother in the kitchen, dining table, grocery store or even the garden. Therefore, this is not a scientific paper as 

personal stories are based on memory and emotions and can’t be proved.  

 

The process 

Stories were collected from emails to friends, colleagues and relatives; announcements in Facebook and Linked 

groups and some random ads on food sites and blogs. There was a positive initial response, however it did not last 

for a long time. Very few were willing to share their story and mostly anonymously. Although respondents didn’t 

explain the reason of not submitting their story, I can only think that personal memories of loved ones are not always 

easy to share. After a three-month period, I only received twenty five stories. At the time of this writing, I am still 

collecting stories from those who have to say something about her –the grandmother- in the kitchen. 

 

The material 

I read all the stories, more than once; some stories needed to be translated into English as well. After the reading 

process, the stories were classified in different groups and under a title that better describes the grandmother for that 

case.  

I would like to reiterate that all stories listed below are based on childhood memories and are inevitable subjective 

and often sentimental. Nobody can tell if the grandmother described in the story was as mentioned in real life; it’s 

rather the perceived reality of the grandchild. This paper will feature one story for each of the eight groups created. 

 

 

The Grandmother as: 

A dynamic figure in the kitchen 

The smell of home 

               The storyteller in the kitchen 

The best cook with no resources  

The “foodie” of her time  

The motivator 

The inspiration 

The teacher 
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Story by woman, 44 

Grandmother as a dynamic figure in the kitchen 

“When I see my grandmother in my mind, I can see a dynamic figure who dominated not only in the kitchen but in 

the entire house.  I have memories of flavors and smells, intense, attractive and always linked to the summer; I also 

remember my expectations of the long process of cooking just before the family dinner, its preparation and my small 

contribution to it. 

Related to our Mediterranean culture is the family dinner which was under the strict supervision of the grandmother 

– I recall the process, the quantity and the pace of eating and the inevitable observations about food. 

My grandmother provided in an informal way her kitchen secrets and the qualities of ingredients and dishes. I often 

regret that I haven’t kept any of her recipes and her culinary “tricks”.”  

 

Story by boy, 11 

The smell of home 

“My granny’s dishes are tasty and look good too. She makes them with love and this is why, I think, they smell so 

good. She taught me to eat foods I don’t really like such as lentils and string beans. When I go home and it smells 

good, I often say that it smells like granny’s house because I know that she has been cooking. When she comes in 

our house to make meatballs, I am glad that I can help her and we make the meatballs together.  

On Fridays when I go to her place after school, there is always freshly baked bread; in her fridge and there are plenty 

of small dark chocolates that I often try and like. In my mind, I always connect my granny with tasty, freshly made 

food and with dark chocolates. I want her to go on cooking her tasty dishes.” 

 

Story by the writer of this paper 

The storyteller in the kitchen 

“She had a large kitchen with a big kitchen table. She didn’t have much of a kitchen pay for it. I still remember the 

baking pan coming back from the bakery at lunch time. She prepared her meals for hours while telling stories from 

her childhood. She talked about her mother, relatives and various adventures some of which were moving and made 

her cry.   

When we were all at the table, she served the food to everybody, then she joined in to eat as well. She kept telling 

more stories while eating, which were even more entertaining and emotional”. 

 

Story by woman, 40s 

The best cook with no resources 

“She was tiny and had a tiny kitchen but she made amazing food. I still remember her sitting in a small chair and 

preparing the dough for a cheese pie in a bowl, doing everything by hand. She wasn’t very talkative when she was 

preparing food but she was very fast. 

Her recipes were complicated and sophisticated for her time. 

She made the best pies, cakes, desserts, casseroles without any blenders or mixers or big stoves. 

I tried to reproduce her recipes but without great success”. 
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Story by man, 50s 

The “foodie” of her time 

“She was a beautiful, charming and witty lady. As a wife of a respected University professor, my grandmother was 

expected to be able to entertain a houseful of professors, musicians, artists, writers, and other well-traveled 

intellectuals during the 50s. That she did with flair. 

Before the internet, before the world of endless food books and magazines, this was not an easy task. She had to be 

both a good cook and a creative artist. I believe she did this by being a careful listener and learning from her well-

traveled and dined guests, by constantly shopping in gourmet stores and talking to local purveyors of food and 

beverage, and by reading. The food guru I remember her following best was Julia Child. In the 1960’s when I was a 

young boy I remember her always watching her TV shows and mentioning that ‘Julia suggested this….” when 

making or serving meals. Julia and she were about the same age and for her Julia Child was a friendly teacher who 

came into her house and could teach her directly when there was nothing else available.  

For me my grandmother’s food was the inspiration of thinking food as something creative, and evolving, an endless 

search for new flavors and foods, and ways to prepare them. She taught me that there were so many new worlds and 

ideas to discover if you wanted to find them.” 

 

Story by Gabriele Galimberti, author of the book In Her Kitchen 

Grandmother, the motivator 

I sat down to eat with her and told her what I was about to do. “Well, Nonna,” I said, “in just a week I’ll be leaving 

to travel around the world. I’m going to visit more than fifty countries and I’ll be gone for nearly two years. I’ll be 

going to Alaska, Zimbabwe, and China— everywhere, pretty much. I’ll stay with people from all over the world, in 

their homes. I’ll take their pictures and I’ll interview them. They’re people I met on the Internet, people who I’ve 

never seen before, but they’re offering me a place to sleep. A magazine is paying me to do it. Isn’t that incredible? 

Every week you can pick up the magazine at the newsstand here on the corner and see where I am and who I’m 

staying with.” She just looked at me, her expression uncertain. “Don’t worry, Nonna. It’s safe! “Besides, listen,” I 

continued, “the countries where I’m going aren’t dangerous. I mean, in some of them I’ll have to keep my eyes 

open, sure, but they’re quiet places, for the most part.  

Nothing’s going to happen to me, you’ll see!” I spent over a quarter of an hour trying to reassure her and explain 

what I was leaving to do, because I could tell that the whole idea frightened her.  Then, finally, she asked me her 

first question. It was then that I realized what her true concern had been all along. “But,” she said, “what are you 

going to eat? Are you sure you want to go so far from home? Who’s going to make food for you? I’ve heard they eat 

dogs in China, and in Africa they barely have any food at all! Stay here. It’s better if you do. For lunch and dinner 

you can go to your mama’s house, or come here to mine.” Her concerns had nothing to do with danger or with the 

job I had chosen to do! Her worries were simply about what I was going to eat. I burst out laughing and, without 

pausing to think, I said, “Don’t worry, Nonna. The world is full of grandmothers who know how to cook well. Just 

like you, they’ve always cooked for their grandchildren with love. I promise you I’ll go and eat in their homes and, 

to prove to you how well they’ve treated me, I’ll bring you pictures of the dishes they make for me, and copies of 

their recipes, too.” That is how this project was born. 
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From the blog - http://www.grandmaskitchenrecipescroatia.com/ 

Being inspired all the seasons 

Summers in my Gramma's kitchen were always sunny, full of beautiful scents of fresh fruit, vegetables and beautiful 

flowers. She had her own garden, very neat, very rich and very colorful. Gramma loved to work in garden and she 

really had green thumb. Her own tomatoes, red and green peppers, cucumbers, carrots, peas, cabbage heads, lettuce, 

lots of different herbs like basil, thyme and rosemary, lots of roses, sunflowers, one huge jasmine bush, all of them 

were carefully grown and watched over by my Gramma. 

I remember she always had fresh tomatoes and peppers in the kitchen. If someone was hungry, like my Grandpa, she 

used to prepare a quick salad with some goat cheese, tomatoes and peppers, or red peppers and potato frittata. With a 

big pot of vegetable soup, each lunch was a real celebration of freshness and summer joy. Gramma liked her table to 

be neat and nicely served, always with fine table clothes, plates and with a big vase full of scenty summer roses or 

sunflowers. 

Because I was her loving granddaughter, she made, just for me, strawberry muffins which I loved and still do! Those 

muffins were bursting with shiny, red strawberries, sprinkled with fine sugar and melting in my mouth. Not only the 

strawberry muffins, but apple or cherry strudels were often served with a cup of coffee, fruit juice or some of her 

famous liqueur that she used to make during the fruit season.   

I will always remember Gramma's summers with joy! 

 

Story by the owner of the Beit Sitti restaurant in Amman, Jordan 

My grandmother, the teacher 

My grandmother was a super duper cook, she used to teach us how to cook Arabic food since we were 3 years old. 

My favorite thing to make with her was rice pudding. My grandmother being truly Jordanian was a strong woman. 

She would cook up a feast for the whole family daily. She died of pancreatic cancer, even in her final days she was 

in the kitchen making stuffed lamb in rice with stuffed grapevine leaves and stuffed zucchini, her specialty.  

When we used to sleep over at her house she used to make us breakfast in bed; she had a trolly which she filled with 

labneh, cheese jam homemade pastries loaded with zaatari ou zeit boiled eggs and of course my favorite rice 

pudding!  

 

Honoring the Grandmother 

The last three stories features grandchildren who were indeed inspired by their grandmother and in order to honor 

her, they took action. 

The first, while traveling in the world to take photos for a project he was recruited, he interviewed, cooked and 

photographed grandmothers from around the world and published the book In her Kitchen –the book is not based on 

grandchildren memories, rather on present grandmothers who still cook daily. 

The second is the blog Grandma’s Kitchen Recipes Croatia that was created to honor the grandma, the best cook in 

Croatia. Recipes presented in the blog are also inspired or created from the grandmother’s recipes; the blog also 

includes stories form the grandmother. 

The third one comes from Maria, one of the three sisters in Amman who willing to honor their grandmother, the best 

cook ever, took over her house after her passing and opened a restaurant, the Beit Sitti. The restaurant offers cooking 

classes and other culinary products as well as stories from the grandmother. 

 

 

 

http://www.grandmaskitchenrecipescroatia.com/
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Conclusion 

Here are the stories of people around the world about their grandmothers. Based on memory, we will never find out 

how close or far are from reality. Memory is selective and often fails and their grandmother didn’t make the best rice 

pudding, strawberry muffins or wasn’t a foodie. But even if she wasn’t in reality a food expert, a great storyteller 

and her muffins were drier that they should, one thing matters: nobody can ever steal your memories of her, such as 

her face and sticky fingers kneading bread with her old-fashioned apron in her kitchen. 

 


