
Construct ing  a  fami ly  k i tchen   B Y  M A R C E L L E  S O V I E R O

Gathering Spot
MY HUSBAND ERIC AND I and our five kids see the stars through plastic sheathing where the 
roof of our home should be while we eat take-out food on the folding table. “Is that the big dipper?” 
my youngest son asks, looking upward, scooping Chinese noodles into his mouth. “It could be,” I say.

We’re eight weeks into the kitchen renovation Eric and I have been planning since we bought our 
circa 1842 house in Wilton six years ago, when we married and chose this particular roof under which 
to raise our five kids, now ages 9 to 15. I remember the day we brought the children to see the house 
for the first time. “A Harry Potter closet!” Olivia, then 6, had shrieked, snuggling into the space inside 
the stairwell. 

The house seemed built for Eric and me, two artistic types. There was nothing cookie cutter; every 
beam, every sash window was unique. It was the first house we saw and the only one we bid on. The 
winding back staircase, five fireplaces, and view of the Saugatuck River out back, held promise. Every 
room was perfect, except the kitchen, which was no bigger than a walk-in closet. 

Our goal with this renovation is to transform the shoebox kitchen into an eat-in model with enough 
space for a kitchen table that will serve as a center for our family life. But for now there’s a hole in the 
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pointofview floor where my stove should be. 
I crave the organized chaos we 

had mere months ago. The well-
oiled world I made for the seven of 
us before men with tool belts started 
pulling the house apart. I miss the 
well-ordered space we once had for 
our pots and pans that now teeter 
on the table in the family room, our 
new spot for the TV remote controls. 
Prior to the renovation we had a 
different kind of mess of course, dirty 
laundry on the floor, Oreo-cookie 
crumbs everywhere. But now we trip 
over paint cans and long bands of 
floorboards stacked against walls. 

The kids do better than I do with 
the mess. Messy fits their person-
alities, none of the five being neat 
like me, all of them comfortable 
with things strewn everywhere. My 
youngest enjoys climbing over the 
furniture that’s all squeezed into one 
room—it’s a new game: King of the 
Sofa. 

In my office, which is detached 
from the house, I organize paperclips, 
alphabetize my books, rename my 
files, seeking order. I go inside for a 
snack; another wall gets whacked, 
spitting dust. I hate to see the insides 
of my house exposed, the floorboards 
bruised. Maybe this old home wasn’t 
meant to be expanded, I think, 
though I know we are renovating 
with respect to those who lived here 
long ago. We’re investing in hand 
sawed wood trim to match the thick 
moldings that were chiseled more 
than a century ago, when Henry 
Finch, a wheel hub maker, also with 
five kids, built the place. 

I imagine the memories and mo-
ments stored within the cracks of 
these plaster walls and I think about 
how I want this to always be the 
place my children gather together. 
A place for all the playdates, prom 
photos and holidays still to come. 
Too, I imagine how years from now 
they might come back here after 
their life’s adventures lead them 
away. How I’ll want them to return 
and gather around the big wooden 
table, well worn from years of meals 
and good conversation. 


