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Dear Friends: 

These last few days I’ve been out- 
doors as much as possible, and as 
soon as school is out I’m sure to be 
in the yard if it isn’t actually raining 
because Martin turns up then to pitch 
into garden work. Of course he needs 
directions, so I stay with him until he 
has a good start and then when it’s 
getting on to supper time I go out 
again to see what he has accomp- 
lished. He’s a pretty good gardener 
and at least for the time being our 
yard looks clean and neat. 

Those of you with an only son or 
daughter who lives far away will 
understand how happy Mae and 
Howard are these days when I tell 
you that Donna, our June bride last 
year, will be teaching in Shenandoah 
when school opens in September. 

This past school year she and her 
husband, Tom Nenneman, have both 
been teaching in Lakeside, California 
— a new town not far from San 
Diego. They couldn’t find suitable 
housing in Lakeside and have been 
driving back and forth from a nice 
apartment in El Cajon, a town fa- 
miliar to many of you. 

But Tom has decided to get his 
hitch in the Armed Services over with 
so he can really make definite plans 
for the future, and it turned out that 
his decision coincided with a vacancy 
in our Shenandoah school system. 
Donna will be teaching first grade at 
the brand new Nishna Road school, a 
building completed only a short time 
ago. This is just a short walk from 
Howard’s and Mae’s new home, so 
she can get to her work in a five 
minutes walk—quite a change from 
driving around 40 miles per day. I 
believe that Donna and Tom are ex- 
pected back in Towa around the end 
of June. 

After being shut in for so many 
months it was a real thrill to me to 
start out with Dorothy for a little 
trip that took us first to the farm 
and then on to Iowa City. I had been 
invited to the Mother’s Houseparty in 
Iowa City, an event I wished very 
much to attend, and I also was eager 
to visit my niece, Gretchen Fischer 
Harshbarger and her husband, Clay, 
in their new home. 

Dorothy and I left here on a Tues- 
day noon and we were thankful that 
the road had dried up enough for us 
to get into the farm without leaving 

our car and getting into a wagon or 
jeep. Major repairs to the house have 
not yet been made because carpen- 
ters around Lucas and Chariton are 
rushed to death, so all the damage 
done by last fall’s tornado is still in 
evidence. I think it a miracle that 
Frank and Kristin weren’t killed. 
Kristin’s pony was killed, you may 
recall, and she has written something 
about him that we are printing in 
this issue. 

Wednesday morning was a red let- 
ter day for Frank—he could finally 
get into the field to work and you 
farmers know what that means. 
Dorothy had a big list of errands 
that had to be run and I have a good 
idea of the things you farm women 
pick up after I went to town with her 
—everything from sacks of pig feed 
to a small piece of necessary machin- 
ery. 

It took us most of the morning 
to get everything together and all 
the time we had our eye on the sky 

since it was very cloudy and looked 
as if it might rain any minute. Rain 
means real complications with that 
dirt road, so we had a hurried meal 

at noon and then started out for 
Iowa City—not a minute too soon 
since it began to rain just as we 
reached the pavement and didn’t stop 
raining all afternoon. 

I told Dorothy as we drove along 
highway 92 that it seemed strange to 
go through town after town I’ve had 
letters from for years, but never had 
seen before. I hadn’t been in Iowa 
City for close to 30 years, and that 
time we drove through Des Moines 
to see my sister Martha Eaton and > 
her husband, and then went on across 
the state from there. 

As soon as we reached Iowa City we 
went right out to Gretchen’s house. 
This is in a beautiful new section 
called River Heights and as we wound 
around the streets Dorothy and I 
tried to guess which house would be 
the right one. I thought it would be 
a green house and Dorothy insisted 
that Gretchen’s house couldn’t be 
anything but brown. Dorothy was 
right—the minute we located a beauti- 
ful brown house with lovely daffodils 
in bloom I knew it was the one place 
of all the many places that would 
really fit Gretchen. 

Most houses are such a problem 
for me to get into with my wheel 

‘Keller of Newton, Mass. She hag 
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chair, but Gretchen’s house has only 
one or two shallow steps and it was 
very easy to manage. It is a lovely 
place — just about the most beauti- 
ful setting for a house that I’ve ever 
seen. 

Gretchen was just back from a 
trip to New York for an editorial 
staff meeting at American Home and 
could give us up-to-the-minute news 
on Mary Fischer Chapin and her 
family. We covered some of the high 

spots in our conversation and then 
left to get settled in our room at the 
hotel that served as headquarters for 
the Mother’s Houseparty. I was lucky 
to have a room right off the mez- 
zanine and this made it easy for me 
to get back and forth for all the 
activity. 

Gretchen and Clay came into town 
to have dinner with us at the hotel 
that night and this gave us a chance 
to hear about Clay’s work. He is head 
of the Department of Speech at the 
State University and has done a great 
deal of pioneering work in television 
and drama. No doubt quite a number 
of you have young people who have 
done work under Dr. Harshbarger. 

The next morning we had breakfast 
at Gretchen’s house, and then s 
took me on a wonderful tour of Iowg 
City. This was scheduled as an offici 
tour for the women attending t 
Houseparty, but it was to be on th 

day I had to leave so I would have 
missed it if Gretchen hadn’t = 
good enough to give up her morni 
to this drive. Iowa City is a beaugi 
town and I enjoyed seeing evg ee 

were still arriving from all p@& 
Iowa as well as from other : 
Probably the person who cam@ ff 
the greatest distance was Mrs. & 

chosen Mother of the Year in 
chusetts fifteen years ago, g 
been largely instrumental in 
ing the type of Houseparty held in 
Iowa City. I guess you would call 
this her project or hobby, and she 
explained that she became active in 
such a way because she felt that the 
one official meeting in New York City 
was not adequate. It seemed to her 
that all of the women chosen from 
each state, as well as those nominated 
for the honor of being the state 
mother, should have an opportunity to 
get acquainted. This is why the 
Mother’s MHouseparties were first 
started, and quite a number of them 
are held today in various parts of the 
country. oe 

There were a number of things 
brought up at the business meeting 
held that afternoon that I think would 
interest you, so next month I'd like 
to mention them in my letter. 
For the time being I’d like to say 

that we had a lovely dinner at the 
hotel on Thursday evening, and then 
on Friday morning were entertained 
at the spacious home of Mrs. E. T. 
Hubbard when a delicious breakfast 
was served. The tour of Amana fol- 
lowed this, including a luncheon at 

(Continued on page 20)
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WE CERTAINLY SHARE 
DOROTHY’S HOPE THAT THIS 
WILL BE A GOOD YEAR FOR 

FARMERS 

Dear Friends: 

The most blessed sound reaches 
my ears this morning as I sit here 
at my typewriter and write my letter 
to you — tractors in the fields! 
Farmers in our area were finally 

able to get underway with their 
spring discing and plowing just three 
days ago. A week ago we had heavy 
rains and even some snow, with the 
creek over its banks in the low places. 
We had begun to fear we might be 
going to have a repeat performance 
of last year’s weather but following 
all the rains our weather turned un- 
seasonably hot with strong winds and 
by the end of one week Frank was 
able to go the field. Showers and 
thunderstorms have been predicted 
for us repeatedly, but so far they 
have all gone around us—-thank good- 
ness. Today it is cloudy and gray 
outside but maybe this too will pass 
us by. At least at this moment Frank 
is plowing in the field across the 
road from the house and the sound 
of his tractor is music to my ears. 
Our cold wet spring in this area 

played havoc with farmers in more 
ways than one. Many of the men 
Frank has talked with recently have 
told him they lost so many calves 
with pneumonia. We have been for- 
tunate in not losing any livestock 
except a pair of twin lambs. Frank 
had two ewes shut up in pens side by 
side, one old ewe and one that was 
to lamb for the first time. Twins 
were born to each of them that night. 
‘The old ewe had two real husky 

jambs, one coal black and the other 
white; but the twins born to the 
young ewe were both dead and she 
‘was raising a real rumpus because 
she wanted to claim the babies in. 
“the other pen. Frank decided to put 
the black one over in the pen with 
her and see what happened. The old 
mother didn’t mind a bit and the 
young mother was very happy with 
her little black baby so everything 
settled down right away. 
Although Frank has worked ll 

winter long cleaning up the debris 
caused from the terrible windstorm 
we had last fall, he has barely made 
a dent in it. There is still so very 
much to be done. I’m just aching to 
get out into the yard and do some 
raking and cleaning up. Frank got 
started on it but as soon as he could 
get into the field, all work on the 
clean-up job had to come to a halt. 
Kristin loves to be outside so she is 
a big help in this department. When 
she isn’t tied up with some school 
activity she always helps her Dad do 
the chores at night so that he can 
stay in the field longer. 
Everything comes at once. I know 

that all farm wives must feel the 
same way I do at this time of the 
year—dizzy with the thought of all 
that must be accomplished in the 
next few weeks—garden to put in; 
the yard to be cleaned up; spring 
housecleaning to be done; washing 
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Baby pigs are an old story to Kristin, but her cousin Martin doesn’t get many chances to visit 
the Johnson farm so those pigs are not an old story to him. (We said we wished they had 
been black or spotted or striped—anything but plain white that really doesn’t show up at all.) 

and ironing; sewing to be done; and 
in my case, pixies to make. 
Someone said to me just yesterday 

that they didn’t see how I got every- 
thing done with all the outside ac- 
tivities I keep up with, and the 
answer is very simple: “I don’t.” I’m 
busy from morning until night doing 
the necessary things as they arise, 
and as I can, refusing to worry and 
stew around about the things that 
don’t get done. I’m happy doing what 
I am doing, my family is happy (when 
it isn’t raining!), busy, healthy and 
well-fed, so what more could a wo- 

man ask for in this world? Somehow 
the essential or necessary things al- 
ways manage to get done. The kitchen | 
walls and woodwork may not get 
washed as often as they should, or 

the curtains kept fresh and clean all 
the time, but I know I'll get it done 
sometime, and until sometime I'll 
just keep plugging along with first 
things coming first. 
Yesterday was our first warm and 

beautiful Sunday with dry roads along 
with it and it brought a lot of town 
traffic out this way. Parents brought 
their children out to run through the 
timber and look for wild flowers; 
others hunted mushrooms; others 
fished; and still others simply took 
advantage of the lovely day to drive 
around and enjoy the countryside. 
Mother and I had so much pleasure 

from our recent trip to Iowa City. It 
was the first time I had been to see 
Gretchen Fischer Harshbarger and 
her husband since they moved into 
their new home on the banks of the 
Iowa River. What a gorgeous location 
for a home! Of course their yard is 
beautifully landscaped and from the 
edge of the yard the bank slopes 
gradually to the river and is covered 
with wild flowers. The side of the liv- 
ing room facing the river is all glass 
and you can just imagine how peace- 
ful and restful it is to sit and look 
out over this lovely scene. 
We drove all the way from Chariton 

to Iowa City in the rain and were 

surely happy when we got up the 
next morning to find the sky clear 
and blue with the sun shining bright- 
ly. I’m not going to go into detail 
about our trip because this was 
Mother’s “houseparty” and I’m sure 
she will tell you all about it in her 
letter. 
However, I do want to mention two 

things I got to see when we visited 
the Amana Colonies that Mother 
didn’t get to see because of all the 
steps involved. I went on a conducted 
tour of the Amana woolen mill and 
we were shown the entire process, 
step by step, beginning with the wool 
that is brought in by the farmer and 
ending with a bolt of beautiful woolen 
fabric. It was fascinating to me and 
now that I have seen it with my own 
eyes I will never again complain 
about the price I have to pay for a 
yard of plaid wool for a skirt. 
The other place we got to see was 

a furniture factory. Their furniture 
is all made by hand out of either 
solid walnut or cherry, and every 
piece is perfectly beautiful. All the 
time we spent there I kept wishing 
that brother Howard was with me be- 
cause it would have been especially 
interesting to him. 

Kristin has been real busy with 
the ‘end-of-the-school-year” activities. 
State Music contest is over, and with 

it went the end of all the extra 

practicing. The next big coming 
event will be the Junior-Senior ban- 
quet and prom. We all have our per- 
sonal feelings about this important 
night of the year and some of us 
have voiced our pros and cons on 
the subject in the pages of this maga- 
zine, so I won’t go into that again. I 
will just state that Kristin has to 
have two new dresses, a summer 

dressy dress for the banquet, and a 
formal for the prom, both of which 
she wanted me to make. I have 
promised to make the banquet dress 
but in spite of much pleading on her 
part I turned thumbs down on the 

(Continued on page 14)



PAGE 4 

““A-TISKET A-TASKET”’ 
Give The Bride A Basket 

By 
Mabel Nair Brown 

A “basket” theme offers many pos- 
sibilities to the hostess who is plan- 
ning a bridal shower. First, the hostess 
can discuss ahead of time with the 
guests what each is bringing as a gift 
so as to avoid duplication. Second, she 
can suggest that several guests go to- 
gether to fill a specified type of 
basket. 

Baskets which may be included in 
the gift list are: a sewing basket, 
market basket, waste basket, hanging 
flower basket, bread basket, basket 
holders for casserole dishes, clothes 
basket, assorted fancy baskets that 
may be used in a variety of ways 
around the home and, of course, a 
picnic basket. 

‘The sewing basket may be fitted 
with scissors, thimble, pins, thread, 
tape measure and needles. Fill the 
market basket with various staples in 
the grocery line. The hanging basket 
can hold a pretty vine. Such cleaning 
supplies as furniture polish, window 
cleaner, a dust cloth and cleansing 
powders could fill the cleaning basket. 
The casserole baskets might contain 
choice recipes of “dishes to tote” 
which are favorite recipes of the 
guests, or a can of some vegetable to 
be used in preparing an oven dish. 

The clothes basket is the gift whose 
contents is supervised by the hostess 
since it will play an important part in 
the entertainment for the party. If 
two or three friends are acting as joint 
hostesses for the shower they can 
work out the details of filling the 
clothes basket. If there is just one 
hostess, then perhaps she will want to 
ask several of her closest friends to 
join with her in planning for this gift. 
They could also take part in the pro- 
gram. 

THE CLOTHES BASKET SKIT: 

Items to go into the basket include a 
rope clothesline, clothespins, a box of 
Kitchen-Klatter Kleaner, laundry soap, 
bluing, starch, tea towels, dish cloth, 
guest towel, pillow cases, table cloth, 
pair of men’s socks, some baby clothes, 
bath towel, etc. 

Pin all of the articles of clothing, 
table linens, towels, etc., to the clothes- 
line, using some of the clothespins . 
which are to be given to the bride. 
Pin an appropriate verse to each ar- 
ticle, then carefully fold the “loaded” 
clothesline and put it in the clothes- 
basket. Place the laundry supplies on 
top and cover all with a large towel 
or a plastic cover. 

This basket should be the first gift 
presented to the bride after she has 
been seated in the chair of honor. 
The hostess will present it, explaining 
that the bride is to take out and dis- 
play its contents. 

When the honoree gets to the arti- 
cles on the clothesline, the hostess and 
her assistant step forward and tell her 
they will help her hang up “the home- 
maker’s clothesline.” Stretch the line 
across the room in full view of all the 
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guests. Then the hostess and her as- 
sistant take turns reading the verses 
pinned to each piece, being careful to 
pin them back so the bride will have 
them to keep. The following is a 
“sample” of the way such a clothesline 
skit might read. 

Tablecloth: “Of course, dear bride, 
we’re sure that you'll cook many 
goodies yummy. You know the surest 
way to please a man is to first fill up 
his tummy!! Give him cake and give 
him salads. Cook him the choicest 
steak; but never, never try to make a 
pie just like his mother used to make!” 
Dishcloth: “It begins when you sink 

in his arms and ends with your arms 
in the sink.” ! 
Potholder: “Cook and the world eats 

with you, down to the very last bone. 
But when you start the dishes—Lady, 
you’re on your own!” 
Pair men’s socks: “Do not feel sorry 

for the wife who goes through her 
husband’s pockets, but rather for the 
one who is afraid to.” 
Guest towels or pillow cases: “Hello, 

guest, and howdeedo! This small room 
belongs to you and our house and all 
that’s in it. Make yourself at home 
this minute. Help yourself to book or 
blotter, all is yours that you like best. 
You’re at home now—welcome, Guest.” 
Baby gown: “Better than a kitten or 

the friskiest pup, a wide-eyed baby can 
liven things up, so mischievous, cun- 
ning, lusty and bright—and do it six 
or seven times in one night!” 
Tea towel: “We want this little 

kitchen prayer to go with you into 
your home. ‘God bless my little kitch- 
en, Lord, I love its every nook. Bless 
me as I do my work, wash pots and 
pans and cook. May the meals that I 
prepare be seasoned from above with 
Thy great blessings and Thy grace, 
but most of all, Thy love.’” 
Bath towel: “Tt has been said that 

the clothesline is a bride’s rosary. 
Each article upon it is a bead on that 
‘rosary by which she can count her 
blessings, for food, for shelter, for 
friends and most of all for her hus- 
band. Remember that in all the tense- 
ness of modern living, in all the de- 
tails of establishing a home to take 
time out and enjoy the human side 
of married life. Never fail to remem- 
ber that, just as this bath towel needs 
to be washed and renewed, so mar- 
riage itself needs a frequent renewal. 
Pause to say ‘Thank you,’ and take 
time for deeds of thoughtfulness.” 
Laundry soap: “And now we come to 

the end of the line. Thank God tomor- 
row’s Monday and I have to wash 
some clothes. I can think of soap and 
bluing and forget about my woes. I 
can scrub away my heartaches, turn 
my troubles inside out, run my wor- 

ries through the wringer, let the wind 
iron out my doubt. I can starch my 
weak excuses, scrub away my flimsy 
fears, build a palisade on clotheslines 
and shut out all worldly jeers.” 

FOR ART’S SAKE 

The man who moans that he can see 
The writing on the wall 
Oft has a child—or two or three— 
Whose murals do appall! 

—Dorothy Francis 
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BRIDAL SHOWER 
ENTERTAINMENT 

WHAT AM I? 

All parties get off to a good start 
if your guests are led immediately 
into conversation with the _ entire 

group. 

A fine “mixer” is to prepare a series 
of cards, printing on each one the 
name of a common kitchen utensil 
such as “Egg Beater”, “Paring Knife”, 
“Stove”, “Dish Pan”, etc. As each 
guest arrives, pin a card to the back 
of her dress and tell her that she 
can only learn what utensil she rep- 
resents by asking questions of the 

others. 

Give a aban just-for-fun prize to 
the guest who is the first to learn 
her identity, and a consolation prize 
to the one who is the last to find 
out who she is. This will keep people 
busy as they arrive, and there have 
been occasions when refreshments 
were underway: before the last card 
had been removed! 

CLOTHES PIN TOSS 

Place a washtub or laundry basket 
on the floor at one end of the room 
and put a book or two under it so 
it is slightly tilted. 

Give each player five clothes pins 
and have the contestant stand about 
20 feet from the basket—or as far 
as possible in case your room isn’t 20 
feet long. It isn’t as easy as it sounds 
to get five clothes pins into the basket 
when they’re pitched from that dis- 
tance. If there is a tie, give each 
contestant ten pins and have a play- 

off. 

WHY DOES HE LOVE HER? 
To illustrate this game, suppose 

that the groom’s name is Bob and the 
bride’s name is Jane. The hostess 
starts off by saying: “Bob loves Jane 
with an A because she is attractive. 
For a.present he gave her an apron 
and she gave him an anvil.” 

The next player uses the letter B 
and must make a similar statement. 
Each guest continues, using the next 
consecutive letter in the alphabet. By 
going around the group in sequence 
it will give people a chance to figure 
out what their letter will be, and 
those who have a more difficult letter 
will have a little time to ‘work out 

their statements. 

CONTINUOUS LOVE STORY 

This game may not be new to your 
group, but it is always most success- 
ful. 

The hostess writes a couple of 
sentences at the top of a long piece 
of paper. This can be anything you 
wish but here is an example to guide 
you: 

“One day Bob met a very sweet 
girl named Jane and said to her, “You 
look like you knew how to darn 
socks,” 

The hostess folds the paper over 
what she has written and gives it to 
the person on her right. She looks 
at the opening sentence, then adds 
her own sentence and folds the paper 

(Continued on next page)
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over again. As the paper is passed on, 
the guests are permitted to read only 
what the last person has written— 
but no more. 

When the paper has completed the 
circle, it is given to the bride to read 
aloud. Needless to say, everyone will 
have some good laughs! 

TIPS FOR HAPPINESS 

For this game you will need a big 
bowl and a large number of pieces of 
paper. Each paper contains a scram- 
bled phrase that must be unscrambled 
to become a tip for the bride. The 
game begins when each guest draws 
a slip of paper from the bowl. She 
must unscramble it by writing the 
correct words on the back of the slip, 
and is then free to draw out another. 

Since these tips are of various 
lengths, count the total number of 
words unscrambled instead of the 
number of slips completed when you 
are totalling up to award a prize. 
The tips should be read aloud at the 
conclusion of the game. 

Here are some tips that might be 
used: 

. a fost reswan. A soft answer. 

. Eb no mite. Be no time. 
Evas a nepny. Save a penny. 

. Epek glinims. Keep smiling. 

. Aveh rougeca. Have courage. 

. Veha centipae. Have patience. 

. A miles shelp. A smile helps. 

. Leary ot deb. Early to bed. 

. Yeral ot sire. Early to rise. 
10. Vase nad vahe. Save and have. 
11. Gluah a tlo. Laugh a lot. 
12. Od ton worth toness. 

throw stones. 
13. Kinth phypa shoutthg. Think 

happy thoughts. 
14. Pleedvo sepio. Develop poise. 
15. Evol dan eb devol. Love and be 

loved. 3 
16. Kame theas owlyls. Make haste 

slowly. 
17. Ctarpice densinks. Practice kind- 

ness. 
18. Gins a gons. Sing a song. 
19. Pylome item elwl. Employ time 

well. 
20. Sendskin spay. Kindness pays. 
HANG ON TO YOUR PENNIES 
Each guest is given ten pennies. 

Throughout the party your guests 
are to make every effort to get flat 
“Yes” or “No” answers from. the 
people with whom they are talking. 
If they succeed, the guilty person 
must forfeit one of her pennies. At 
the opening of the party there will be 
pennies changing hands very rapidly, 
but people grow more wary as time 
passes and eventually it will be very 
hard to trick them into saying flatly: 
tee OF "Ne". 
At the end of the party see who 

has managed to collect the most pen- 
nies and give her a prize for her ef- 
forts. The pennies may be put into a 
piggy bank and given to the bride. 

FURNISH THE HOUSE 
This game is particularly useful for 

large crowds of people who vary 
widely in age, although it is equally 
good for any group of any age. 
You will need a big stack of old 

magazines and, if available, mail 
order catalogs. Divide the crowd up 
into groups of five or six people, as- 
sign each group a name such as 

O
W
M
W
A
R
M
A
P
 

W
H
Y
 H

e 

Do not 
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If you have a small boy and a big inflated 
toy, this is probably a familiar sight. Paul 
Driftmier found a lot of satisfaction from 
rolling this way the entire length of his par- 
ents’ home in Anderson, 

“Kitchen”, “Bedroom”, etc., and see 
that each “room” has at least two 
pairs of scissors, paste, a big sheet of 
heavy white cardboard (plain white 
shelf paper would do if cardboard can- 
not be procured) and a card table or 
flat surface of some kind on which to 
work. 
When all supplies are distributed, 

explain that when the bell rings each 
group must get busy and furnish the 
room assigned to it. This means cut- 
ting out pictures of all things suit- 
able for that particular room, ar- 
ranging them to the best advantage 
on the paper and pasting them down. 
Tell them they will have 20 minutes 
to furnish the room, and that compe- 
tent judges will choose the prize win- 
ning room, 

(For your “competent judges” ask 
two or three people to stay in another 
room and not participate in the game. 
They will have no clue as to what 
group furnished what room and can 
give an unbiased decision!) 

WILD RUNS MY PINTO 
By 

Kristin 

Somewhere, Paint, you are still run- 
ning. No storm could have killed you. 
The big black oak tree that was so 
savagely uprooted by the wind couldn’t 
possibly have crushed your spirit. 
Somewhere you are still running. 

I remember the day Dad brought 
you home to me. You were the most 
wonderful birthday present a ten-year- 
old ever received. It was love at first 
sight as far as I was concerned. 
That summer we started breaking 

you, and what a job that turned out 
to be! You would buck and rear, mak- 
ing it almost impossible for me to 
manage you. I think you could proba- 
bly feel my tension and fear each time 
I rode you. 
Dad’s advice was, “Show him who’s 

boss!” But, Paint, I just couldn’t con- 
quer my fear of being thrown, al- 
though I never had been. 
Then school started and I was too 

busy to do any riding. When summer 
came again I dashed away to visit 
relatives. Somehow there just wasn’t 
time to ride. Mom and Dad gave me 
a beautiful saddle for my birthday, 
but it hung in the barn gathering cob- 
webs and dust. It seemed like it was 
too much trouble to walk out into the 

PAGE 5 

pasture to catch you. I didn’t have 
the time anyway—there were so many 
other things to do. 
In my daydreams I was an Indian 

maiden and you were my fastest pony. 
Wildly and freely we galloped across 
the meadows and over the hills. Our 
race was with the wind for the wind 
alone could catch us. But in reality, 
although I loved you, my fears re- 
mained and you ran the races with- 
out me. 
Finally my love for you and my. 

longing to have my daydreams come 
true conquered all of my childish fear. 
Toward the end of my sixteenth sum- 
mer I dug out my saddle and spent an 
evening removing accumulated dust. 
The next morning I rode you the mile 
to the mailbox to get the mail. Sur- 
prisingly enough, I was able to control 
you even though you threw three fits 
and backed twice into the ditch. 

“Paint,” I announced, “I can be just 
as stubborn as you can!” — 
And from then on, I was. Oh, yes, 

we had some battles royal, but at least 
you were mine to command. 
With the end of summer came the 

beginning of a new term of school and 
as a junior I found myself involved in 
more and more activities. Again the 
cobwebs began to gather on the saddle, 
and again you were sadly neglected. 
Toward the end of September on one 

particularly beautiful Sunday after- 
noon, my thought for some reason re- 
turned to you. Before I knew it, we 
were actually having the wonderful 
ride that had so often been the subject 
for my daydreams. We wound slowly 
through the timber on a trail of fallen 
leaves. We crossed the meadow and 
rode swiftly up the hill, stopping to 
rest at the top and taking time to en- 
joy the view of the valley below us. 
After descending on the other side, we 
followed the road home and galloped 
a few times around the pasture. It 
was a marvelous ride, and I’m glad I 
have it to remember, because it was 
the last ride we took together. 
Then came the storm. It was a 

terrible storm. The rain fell in torrents 
and the wind blew the porch right off 
the house. Hundreds of trees in the 
timber were uprooted and one great 
branch pinned you to the ground in 
such a way that Mom and Dad knew 
instantly you would never run again. 
But somehow, Paint, you were really 

not hurt for I have seen the rainbow 
and I know that somewhere... some- 
where ... you are still running. 

_SNARED BY JUNE 

June is booming through the hills 
Calling out the leaves and grasses 
(Greener than I dared remember) 
Singing with each day which passes. 

June is stirring in my garden 
Twining around my early peas 
Crisping up a spinach leaf 
Kind as prayer, quick as bees. 

June is dancing in your eyes 
Sparkling like a sunbeamed dew, 
Oh! I’m caught by years of Junes 
Loving most the June of you. 

—Helen Sue Isely
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These are real before and after pictures. This 
is the way our house looked when we moved 
to Shenandoah from San Francisco in 1946. 
At the right is the way it looks in 1960. You 
can get an idea of the snow we had—even- 
tually it covered all the evergreens under- 
neath the middle window and part of the 
window itself. 

LETTER FROM LUCILE 

Hello, Good Friends, One and All: 
This is a May morning that can be 

described with only one word: rap- 
tUrous. 

There are great drifts of lilacs in 
bloom and the air is heavy with their 
perfume, the kind of perfume that 
calls back memories of things long ago 
and far away. Probably every native 
Midwesterner shares this common 
memory, for the pioneers who first 
turned the sod of our Plains states 
brought with them a start of lilacs 
and cherished them. In seasons of 
drought when every drop of water had 
to be guarded, somehow those brave 

. lilacs were given enough to keep them 
alive. 
This is the one season of the year 

when a drive down any country road 
in Iowa can furnish nostalgic evidence 
of pioneer homes long since crumbled 
away. On the slope of a hill will stand 
an old oak or pine and not far from 

its shadow will be the purple cloud of 
lilac in full bloom. This is all that is 
left to indicate that men and women 
once settled there hopefully to make 
a new life for themselves and for their 
children. 
Most of us know the beautiful trib- 

ute written for Abraham Lincoln by 
Walt Whitman: “My Captain, Oh My 
Captain”; but another poem by Whit- 
man is not as well known: “When 
Lilacs Last In the Dooryard Bloomed.” 
This is the account, in magnificent 
poetry, of the black-draped funeral 
train that carried Lincoln’s body from 
Washington to Springfield, Illinois at 
the time when lilacs last in the door- 
yard bloomed. I hope that your young 
people will come across this in their 
high school English classes and will 
take it home for you to read. 
This month you will not find garden 

notes written by Russell for the best 
reason in the world—he has been so 
busy gardening that he couldn’t spare 
any time to sit down at the typewriter. 

It is the first time in what seems a 
long, long time that he has really been 
able to do any major gardening, for 
all last year our yard was piled sev- 
eral feet high with old lumber, plaster 
and everything else under the sun. 
It’s miraculous that anything pulled 
through such an ordeal. 
This kind of abuse was bad enough, 

but last autumn our plantings took an 
additional dose of punishment when 
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plans were made to level out the old 
alley and incorporate it as part of our 
garden. Many loads of clay were 
dumped in there to raise the area and 
then, after it had had a chance to sink 
following fall rains, additional loads of 
clay were dumped in plus several loads 
of rich top soil. 

Russell had to be out of town on 
business when the time came to level 
off all that new portion, so he hired 
someone to do the work. Imagine his 
astonishment to get back to town and 
find that all of the rich top soil had 
been turned underneath and then cov- 
ered firmly with heavy clay! 
He had left instructions to cover our 

raised rose beds with a good thick 
layer of rich top soil, and you can 
imagine his sensations when he found 
that a good thick layer had been put 
on all right, but it was practically 
solid clay rather than the loose top 

soil. It was almost like giving those 
poor roses a stiff dose of cement! All 
in all, it looks as if we’ve finally lost 
a lot of roses and must make radical 
changes in those beds—or do extensive 
and expensive replanting. 
There is a big new fence around our 

garden and I’ve noticed that from the 
outside it looks about twice as high as 
it looks from the inside. Probably the 
main reason for this optical illusion is 
the fact that new plantings on the out- 
side haven’t yet had time to take hold, 
whereas there are shrubs, trees and 
perennial vines on the inside that 
soften the hard lines of new wood. 
When the fence was first completed 

we couldn’t decide whether to paint it 
or stain it. We finally decided to stain 
it and over a period of time this will 
probably be the most satisfactory 
finish. 

I realize that this fence looks for- 
midable from the outside, but there 
are two reasons why it had to be con- 
structed in such a fashion. The first 
reason is that almost the entire back 
of the house is of glass and without 
such a fence we'd be living in the 
proverbial gold fish bowl... and no 
two ways about it. 
The second reason is that big dogs 

are allowed to run loose in our neigh- 
borhood, and no gardener needs to be 
told how much damage dogs can do to 
cherished plantings. As long as I can 
remember there have been complaints 
about the packs of dogs that roam 
through Shenandoah destroying gar- | 
dens, upsetting garbage cans, dragging 
away porch rugs, etc., but nothing ever 
happens to curtail them; so it leaves 

people who want to develop a lovely 
garden with no alternative except to 
put up a good stout fence. 
As I’ve said before, and as Russell 

has said also in his garden notes, don’t 
hesitate to open the gate in the back 
fence and walk right in. You’ll have 
to take things the way you find them! 
Maybe you'll stop by right after a big 
weeding job has been completed and 
everything looks fine. Wonderful! 
Maybe you’ll stop by when the whole 
garden looks “gone to pot” and neg- 
lected. Well, in this event I hope you'll 
recall that we said you’d just have to 
take things the way you find them! 
School will not close in Shenandoah 

this year until June 3rd, by far the 
latest it has ever run. This has thrown 
off kilter all the plans that were made 
back in February for Juliana to go to 
Indiana to take care of her little cous- 
ins, Katharine and Paul. None of us 
dreamed then how many storms were 
still ahead of us (which meant that 
our schools were closed whenever the 
busses couldn’t get through) and we 
all had our minds fixed firmly on the 
idea that Juliana would be through 
with her junior year around the third 
week in May, the time when Mary 
Beth needed her very badly. 
With all these school complications 

it’s a good thing that Mary Beth was 
able to line up real help and can see 
her way through the period of getting 
a new baby “settled in.” Juliana still 
wants to go and help as much as she 
can sometime during the summer, and 
probably in one way or another this 
can be worked out. 
By the time you settle down with 

this June issue we will have made a 
trip to Columbia, Mo. to appear on 

(Continued on page 17)
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A-CAMPING WE WILL GO 

By 
Evelyn Birkby 

If you have been a reader of 
Kitchen-Klatter for a period of time, 
you know the the Birkby family is the 
proud owner of a contraption built on 
the back of a pickup. We use this for 
the purpose of taking camping trips. 
It is called “The Turtle” for it enables 
us to travel merrily along the highway 
with our house on our back. No blue- 
print was drawn up for this building 
project. It is made out of odds and 
ends. Additions were made as the chil- 
dren were added to the family and as 
more sleeping space, closet room and 
the like became necessary. Surpris- 
ingly, it works very well for our family 

of five. 

Since the first trip this improvised 
“Turtle’ took to Yellowstone some 
nine years ago, our family has used 
it to go many different places. We’ve 
camped beside roaring mountain 
streams, near steaming geysers, next 
to the blue waters of Lake Superior 
and in the green woods of Iowa. Many 
beautiful scenes in out of the way 
places have been available to us be- 
cause of the wanderlust habits of our 
house on our back. 

We’ve had lots of fun, many interest- 
ing and educational experiences and a 
few wild and woolly ones! Some camp 
sites are well equipped to make camp- 
ing almost as easy as life at home. 
Since my husband is one who likes to 
“set away from it all” he is not in- 
terested in tile showers, fine laundry 
facilities and shelter houses with 
which many camp grounds are pro- 
vided. He tries to locate the spots 
where “roughing it” is the mode of 
living. 

Now that the children are a bit old- 
er, even I can view this rough and 
tumble life with an eye to fun and 
change. The year we took all three 
boys high into the Rocky Mountain 
National Park I wasn’t at all sure 
this outdoor life was for me. 

Oh yes, we had many of the com- 
forts of home. Garbage disposal, for 
instance. Every day the garbage man 
would dispose of the contents of the 
strategically placed receptacles. Run- 
ning water was to be found in abun- 
dance; cold running water from a 
spigot near our camp, cold running 
water in the wash house, cold running 
water complete with sound effects in 
the rushing mountain stream. 

Everyone in this particular camp 
had a fireplace, that desired addition 
to the best establishment. It might 
not be as fancy as many would de- 
sire, but it did burn wood, cast heat, 
smoke and ashes and cook the food 
to a variety of turns. Sometimes the 
food would be black on one side and 
blond on the other. More often than 
not it would be well seasoned with 
pine. What such a fire could do to an 
innocent looking little egg when one’s 
back was turned was a wonder to be- 
hold. But outdoor appetites seem to be 
agreeable to any type of food and it 
disappeared with more alacrity than 
gently prepared food cooked at home. 
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Most frequently heard words around 
camp; “Where is... 2?” This ap- 
plied to the salt, lard, matches, chil- 
dren, rest room and/or forest ranger. 
Most frequent camp sound; “Klunk 

. Klunk,” as each proud camper 
tackled a stubborn log. No matter 
how much wood was cut it soon dis- 
appeared into the maw of the fire- 
place and the camper had to go and 
chop more. This is called “fun.” It is 
“sood exercise” and prepares one for 
the office, the school room, the pulpit, 
the farm or whatever kind of work 
is waiting back home. 
Never will I forget the family made 

up of a new bride and groom and her 
six children by a former marriage who 
were headed into Canada on a com- 
bined honeymoon and camping trip. 
We met this unusual group in the 
shelter house on a rainy afternoon as 
they were trying to get warm and dry. 
The husband looked up with harried 
eyes and said, “I guess I should have 
brought along an ax.” 
Most common complaint at camp: 

“IT was cold last night.” This varies in 
intensity from the sleeping-bag-on-the- 
ground-crowd to the snug-warm-trailer 
group who are loudest in talking of 
the cold when they rush out in the 
morning and then rush right back in. 

I have always tried to be philoso- 
phical as I bent my knees or stooped 
by the fireplace to wash, rinse or cook. 
Some women pay fabulous amounts 
for such bending exercises. Naturally, 
a slenderizing concern does not throw 
ashes in the face or place radiating 
heat at knee level, but perhaps the 
end results are the same. : 
Every year we learn more about 

camping. We learned, for instance, 
that camping with children aged 8 
months, 2 1/2 years and 6 years is 
improperly called a vacation. A vaca- 
tion is supposed to be relaxing, peace- 
ful and calm, It is a change, however, 
and makes one appreciate home tre- 
mendously. 
As the children grow older this kind 

of vacationing becomes easier. Each 
child has tasks to do and becomes a 
helper when the family is living and 
working together in the exciting out- 
of-doors. We have learned to limit our 
mileage for one day. We stop often 
to play ball, run in a park or enjoy 
the playground equipment provided in 
so many towns. We try to stop early 
enough in the afternoon so camp can 
get set up in a choice of places, every- 
thing can be well arranged and sup- 
per eaten by about five o’clock. Noth- 
ing is more discouraging than pulling 
into a campground after dark and 
groping around in the dark to find a 
place to settle. 
The clothing we take with us is the 

rough and tumble kind. I refuse to 
nag the children about being careful 
when we are living outdoors. If they 
get dirty they will wash. With laun- 
dromats in so many places the prob- 
lem of getting clothes clean is dimin- 
ishing rapidly. — 
Many of the camp sites are near 

very fine washing and bathing facili- 
ties. Hot water, showers and laundry 
rooms are increasingly being added to 
parks. If we go for a period of time 
without such a place for a good bath 
we try and watch for a swimming 
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pool. A good cake of soap, a big wash-. 
cloth and the pre-swimming shower 
becomes a good place to wash thor- 

oughly. 

One suggestion about a cleaning up 
session, however. Word has come to 
me that in some places campers are 
getting a bad reputation because they 
have gone into motels for a one night 
clean up campaign. Now, it is not the 
process of renting a motel for the 
night which causes the problem, but it 
is the fact that some rather large fam- 
ilies have signed up for only two or 
three people. Then with their sleep- 
ing bags and cots they bed down many 
more than that number and use much 
more of the hot water and facilities 

provided than they really pay for. 
Naturally, a motel owner who makes 
his entire year’s living in a short two 
or three months’ tourist season, would 
be resentful. Campers have always had 
an exceptionally fine reputation for 
honesty, orderliness and friendliness. 
Larger numbers of people are camp- 
ing every year and I hope the fine 
reputation campers have always en- 
joyed will continue. 

Dusk seems to come early across a 
campground. After the supper dishes 
are done and the children bedded 
down small clusters of neighborly 
folks may be seen gathered around the 
campfires. Pots of coffee, bowls of 
popcorn and cups of cocoa are shared 
along with laughing, friendly chatter. 
Away from the hum-drum activities 
of everyday life, out in God’s great 
out-of-doors where nature and her 
creatures teach us quiet lessons of 
beauty, we have a chance to really 
unwind from all our cares and worries. 

MY GET UP AND GO 

How do I know that my youth is all 
spent? Well, my get up and go has 
got up and went. But in spite of it all 
I am able to grin when I stop and re- 
call where my get up has been. 

Old age is golden—so I’ve heard 
said—but sometimes I wonder when 
I get into bed, with my ears in a 
drawer, my teeth in a cup, my eyes on 
the table until I wake up. 

Ere sleep dims my eyes, I say to my- 
self, “Is there anything else I should 
lay on the shelf?” But I’m happy to 
say, as I close my door, my friends are 
the same, perhaps even more, 

When I was young my slippers were 
red. I could kick up my heels right 
over my head. When I grew older, my 
slippers were blue, but still I could 
dance the whole night through. 
But now I am older, my slippers are 

black. I walk to the store and puff my 
way back. The reason I know my 
youth is all spent, my get up and go 
has got up and went. 
But I really don’t mind when I 

think with a grin, of all the grand 
places my get up has been. Since I 
have retired from life’s competition, 
I accommodate myself with complete 
repetition. 

I get up each morning, and dust off 
my wits, pick up the paper and read 
the “obits.” If my name is missing, 
I know I’m not dead, so I eat a good 
breakfast and go back to bed!
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WORD FROM OUR INDIANA 

DRIFTMIERS | 

Dear Friends: 

As I sit here at the kitchen table I 
can hear the children even if I can’t 
see them every minute. The sun rose 
early enough this morning to dry the 
grass entirely, so although the day 
is still quite young both Katharine 
and Paul are busily entertaining 
themselves in the backyard. I can tell 
by their voices and the squeak-squeak 
of the swing that things are well in 
hand outdoors. . 
Nice weather was so slow coming 

this Spring that my youngsters are 
eager to be up and outside right after 
breakfast these days. I am _ surely 
happy to be able to turn Paul outside 
for all the freedom he wants. This 
fence is proving daily to be our best 
friend. We have two gates into the 
back yard but there are such fine 
fool-proof locks on them that unless 
Paul climbs over the fence there is 
no way for him to get out. 
The owner of Oak Park is building 

another house down the road from 
us and the noise of the hammers and 
various dump trucks keeps Paul fas- 
cinated. Whenver I go to check on 
him I look first to the west side of 
the yard because he is almost always 
to be found leaning hard against the 
fence—and probably wishing himself 
spirited away down the street. 
- Last evening I took the children 
for a walk to see close at hand how 
the work was progressing on that 
new house. The workmen have only 
gotten as far as the foundation and 
the subflooring, so finding a way up 
to the top of this structure was no 
small task for Katharine and myself, 
but Paul had hitched his way up long 
before we had managed. There is 
something in the composition of small 
boys that draws them to the noise of 
housebuilding. Paul was very busy 
investigating every nook and cranny 
of that house and before we left he 
was dirty from head to toe, but he 
had an awfully good time getting 
that way. 
This week is one of those rare 

weeks when I don’t have to go away 
from home for anything. Donald has 
gone on his Milwaukee-to-Springfield, 
Illinois trip and I’ve been enjoying 
catching up on odd jobs that need 
doing. Things are really beginning to 
settle into place these last weeks be- 
fore our baby is due. 
As I mentioned before, Paul is 

toilet-trained and the diapers have 
been bleached white and folded away 
for a while. We haven’t had any back- 
sliding with his training either, and 
for this I am very grateful. He has 
also cut the last of his two-year 
molars. Both of the children have had 
all their shots, and now I have noth- 
ing to keep on my mind except the 
beginning needs of a new baby. 

I’ve even managed to get my turn 
worked in early entertaining the two 
bridge clubs we belong to so I am a 
real lady of leisure. 
Last month I had a bridge club at 

my house and as there are nine of 
us in the group and we meet just 
once a month, my turn won’t come 
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Even plain old milk tastes better when your 
Daddy gets home from a trip and is at home 
to eat dinner with his family! The youngsters 
are Paul and Katharine Driftmier—and this 
—— you an idea of Donald’s height—6 ft. 4 
inches. 

again for a long time. I served a 
very refreshing pineapple and whipped 
instant skim milk dessert—it is very 
low in calories because of the pow- 
dered milk. I’ve sent the recipe on to 
Shenandoah because I know your hus- 
band and children will enjoy it too— 
and it isn’t strictly a party dessert. 
Speaking of desserts, let me add my 

voice to those of you who are al- 
ready exclaiming over Lucile’s choco- 
late Bavarian Mint pie! It is truly 
superb. Our dinner bridge club has 
simplified itself down to a _ dessert 
eating group and I served this to our 
friends the last time they were here 
and everyone raved. All of the wives 
wanted to copy the recipe and I was 
especially happy to recommend it be- 
cause it is not difficult to prepare. If 
you haven’t yet made your chocolate 
Bavarian Mint pie, don’t fail to wait 
another week to fix it because it is 
wonderful! 
Before the weather finally turned 

nice we had a Sunday that was deter- 
mined. to keep us inside, temperature- 
wise, and Donald and I were enjoying 
several very interesting television pro- 
grams. They happened to be of such 
a nature that Katharine could watch 
them too, but when they were over 
we got busy with a job in another 
room and forgot about the television. 
Donald and I have a pretty rigid set 
of rules around our house concerning 
what television programs Katharine 
may and may not view, but lately 
we’ve been meeting with some re- 
sistance from her. A number of these 
programs which are beamed at young 
children are very widely advertised on 
other programs and at different in- 
tervals during the day and Katharine 
thought that we were all wrong about 
some of the shows that sounded so 
delightful. 
As it happened, one of these pro- 

grams came on and Katharine sat 
and began to watch intently the first 
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ten minutes before either her father 
or I became aware of what she was 
watching. At that point I walked into 
the living room to remind her that 
the only other time we had all 
watched this program she had spent 
many worried hours afterwards con- 
cerning herself over the spectacle of 
a house and barn burning. I reminded 
her also that she had had several bad 
dreams after that program and said 
that perhaps it would just be better 
if she turned off the television and 
came out to the kitchen with me and 

helped me cook. 

By now, however, she was thorough- 
ly engrossed in the program and I 
could see how unfair it would be if 

I were to insist that she turn it off 

when it was my fault that she had 
been allowed the chance to see any 
of it. I knew how I would feel if I 
were jerked away from some program 
after I had become interested in it, 
so I decided that perhaps this week 
the drama might not be unpleasant 
and we could let her watch it. 
About five minutes before the story 

was completed Katharine came and 
stood in the doorway of the kitchen, 
her face a crazy mixture of emotion. 
Her eyes were brimming with tears 
and yet she was embarrassed to have 
to admit to us that we had been right 
so she had a wide forced smile on her 
lips as she said as calmly as possible, 
“That sure was a funny show.” 
Then she came over and sat down 

on my lap and the flood gates really 
opened and she cried and cried. I 
finally got the story out of her as 
far as she had watched and we 
learned that it was so sad to her 
that she had turned off the sound 
and hidden her eyes through the 
worst parts, but she hadn’t stayed to 
see the happy conclusion—an abso- 
lute necessity since the weekly star 
of the show couldn’t be permanently 
destroyed—unfortunately. If you can 
imagine, the star of the show had 
been left to drown by his faithful 
big collie dog and prior to this pro- 
gram Katharine didn’t even know 
what it meant to drown. I regret ter- 
ribly that she saw it and was so 
terribly disturbed but the object les- 
son that it served was almost worth 
the price. We now have a girl who 
wouldn’t watch this particular show 
for all the cookies in town and very 
obediently takes her Mother’s and 
Daddy’s word as fact when we tell 
her that a particular program isn’t 
very pleasant and it would be wiser 
not to watch it. 
Katharine, Paul and I went to the 

library last week to stock up on read- 
ing material to cover while Daddy 
was out of town and I happened on 
a book that I feel is worth telling you 
about. It is one of a WHAT IS IT? 
series. There is a What Is A Chicken? 
What Is A Cow? What Is A Frog? 
What Is A Tree? What Is A Butier- 
fly? What Is A Turtle? What Is A 
Season? and What Is A Fish? These 
are written by Gene Darby for Bene- 
fic Press, Chicago, Publishing Division 
of Beckley-Cardy Company. In the 
back of this book is an explanation 
of the vocabulary used in the book 
and it gives the grade level which 

(Continued on page 15)
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A VISIT WITH FREDERICK 

Dear Friends: 

When I was just a little boy I used 
to love to hear stories about the dikes 
of Holland. When I visited Holland on 
my last trip to Europe I made it a 
point to see the dikes and one after- 
noon I spent several hours driving 
along the tops of them. I was over- 
awed by the thought of the amount 
of water that would pour over the low- 
lands of that wonderful little country 
if ever the dikes should be broken in > 
many places. 

During the past week I have once 
again been intrigued with dikes, but 
this time the dikes are very near 
home. I refer to the dikes on our own 
Connecticut River that runs down 
through the valley just two blocks 
from our home, The mighty Connecti- 
cut has been flowing many feet over 
floodstage, and the only thing that has 
saved this entire valley with its many 
great industrial areas has been the 
dikes. God bless the men who built 
those dikes! 
Our dikes are an elaborate network 

of earthen barricades rising 14 feet 
up from the top of the river bank. 
This week the water has been eight 
feet high on those dikes! Just six 
more feet of water and the entire 
Pioneer Valley would have been disas- 
trously hit. ; 
Eight miles north of our city there 

is a large dam. At the height of the 
flood I drove up to see the water pour- 
ing over the top of this dam. Just pic- 
ture if you can: a wall of water 12 
feet high going over the top of the 
dam. Can you think what would have 
happened if the dam had _ broken? 
Just below the dam there is a bridge 
which is about two city blocks long. 
Ordinarily the water is very shallow 
and quiet under the bridge, but when 
I crossed it the other day the water 
was within three feet of the bridge 
floor and was boiling, cascading and 
turbulent. 
To help you understand my ie ed 

tion with floods, let me tell you a lit- 
tle secret. Whenever I run a tempera- 
ture, I have terrific nightmares. The 
nightmares are almost always about 
my being caught on a bridge over a 
river that is in high flood. I usually 
wake up just as the bridge collapses. 
It must be that sometime in my youth 
I was badly frightened by an experi- 
ence with a flood, but I can’t recall it. 
I thought that when I lived in Egypt 
where I could watch the Nile River 
rise in flood every year, I would get 
over this strange fear of floods, but 
such was not to be the case. I am not 
really afraid of them, but I still dream 
about them, and in the dreams I am 
afraid. 
One of the nice things about being 

a clergyman is the opportunities that 
one has to do good. In my calling 
there are many times that I have a 
chance to do some little act of kind- 
ness. For example, I am permitted to 
visit patients in the hospital whom 
others would not see unless they were 
close relatives or doctors. 

It was on a hospital visit that some- 
thing rather touching happened the 
other day. I had used some beautiful 
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Esther Griswold and Dorothy Driftmier John- 
son—snapped in the kitchen. at KOMU-TYV, 
Columbia, Mo., the day Dorothy went down to 
demonstrate how she makes her peanut pixies. 
All those bottles lined up in a row are our 
Kichen-Klatter Flavorings. 

stuffed animals to illustrate a chil- 
dren’s sermon. As I was wrapping 
them to put away, it occurred to me 
that probably some little child in the 
hospital would just love to have those 
animals, and so I decided to take them 
over. I asked the nurses to direct me 
to their most pitiful case. It was a 
little girl named Sarah. 

I don’t know how old Sarah was for 
she was so thin and so crippled that 
it was really hard to tell. She was 
somewhere between nine and thirteen. 
When I walked into her room she was 
puzzled because she had never seen 
me before. 
“Sarah,” I said, “I have some pres- 

ents here for you.” Before she could 
answer, I gave her one of the animals. 
Her eyes became as large as sau- 

cers! “Oh,” she cried, “How beautiful! 
But I don’t Know you. Who are you?” 

“Well, Sarah, it doesn’t really mat- 
ter who I am, does it? Look, here is 
another one just for you,” I said as I 
brought another animal out of the box. 
That little girl was simply in ecsta- 

sy. She looked at the gifts in an utter 
bewilderment of joy. Throwing her 
arms around me she said: “Oh, I know 
who you are! I know who you are! 
You are my fairy godfather! You are 
my fairy godfather!” 
Then it was I who had the tears. 

I said: “No, Sarah, I am not your 
fairy godfather, but I wish I were. I 
will say this, though, it was God who 
sent me to you.” And I am sure it was! 
Our daughter, twelve year old Mary 

Leanna, won first prize in the Science - 
Fair of her school. It is a very large 
city school with many hundreds of 
children entering exhibits, so of 
course we are quite pleased. She had 
her picture in the local newspaper, 
and many persons were interested in 
the originality of her prize-winning 
experiment. She had worked out a 
most ingenious method for testing the 
efficiency of various kinds of window- 
glass. It would take me too long to 
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explain it to you, but I will say that 
her experiment worked beautifully and 
the judges were impressed enough to 
give her first prize. 

There was one little touch of sad- 
ness in all of this because of the fact 
that when the judges announced their 
decision, none of Mary Leanna’s fam- 
ily was present to witness her high 
moment of success. Betty had been 
there with David earlier in the eve- 
ning. I was to have been there, but I 
was delayed by a man in dire need 
and did not arrive until the excite- 
ment was all over and Mary Leanna 
had gone home with some neighbors. 
I felt badly because I had promised 
to spend the evening at the Fair; 
something a daughter had every rea- 
son to expect from a parent. But 
that’s the way it is in the life of a 
clergyman. His time is not his own. 

We had a wonderful Annual Meet- 
ing of our church. This year we hon- 
ored all those who in 1960 will have 
completed forty or more years of ac- 
tive membership in the church. Fifty- 
four people were so honored! Not all 
of them could attend the meeting, but 
each one received a beautiful colored 
and framed picture of the church as it 
is decorated at Easter. We have eight 
persons who have been active mem- 
bers for more than sixty years. And 
as is generally the case, the oldest 
members are among the most loyal. 

At the Annual Meeting we always 
announce whether or not we have 
made our financial goal for the year, 
and thanks be to God, we were able 
to tell the people that we had gone 
over the top. When all gifts are in it 
will mean a budget in excess of 
$78,000. 

As we began a new church fiscal 
year (our year is from April to April) 
I felt so grateful for the way God 
has blessed our work here. I know 
that God is at the helm, and the rest 
of us are just the members of the 
crew. So often we think that we are 
the ones who make it all possible, and 
then in our best moments we know 
how impossible it would all be if it 
were not for God. Sometimes we think 
that we are being very generous in our 
giving to the church, and then we re- 
member that it is God who has given 
us everything we possess, and what 
we give is not ours to give, but His. 
Sometimes we look at our magnificent 
church buildings and marvel at what 
our people have been able to do, and 
then we remember that Jesus did al- 
most all of his teaching out of doors. 
It is interesting, isn’t it? 

Sincerely, 

Be a 
God help me to grow, not to stand still 
And fret and chafe at life—help me to 

grow. 
God, help me to trust when sceptics 

come around, 
When scholars seem profound—help 

me to trust. 
God, help me to understand what my 

life is 
And what it may become—help me to 

understand.
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Recipes Tested 
by the 

Kitchen - Klatter 

Family 
COLORADO BARBECUE SAUCE 

It’s no secret to many Kitchen-Klat- 
ter readers that Wayne enjoys cook- 
ing over a charcoal fire. This month 
I am passing along our favorite recipe 
for sauce for ribs. We like to use 
either pork spareribs or country-style 
ribs. Spareribs take about 50 min- 
utes and country-style ribs about 1 
hour and 15 minutes cooking time. 
Just be very sure they are thoroughly 
cooked. And if an unexpected rain- 
storm dampens your plans for out- 
door cooking, these are almost as 
good done in your oven. 
About 30 minutes before starting 

to cook ribs, brush ribs on all sides 
with liquid smoke. After ribs are 
browned on both sides, brush every 
few minutes with the following sauce: — 

1 8 oz. can tomato sauce 
1 tbls. Worchestershire sauce 
1/2 tsp. onion powder 
1 This. liquid smoke 
4 drops Tobasco sauce 
1/4 tsp. garlic powder 
2 tbls. ketchup (optional) 
Salt and pepper to taste 
Mix all ingredients together thor- 

oughly.—Abigail 

PRETTY PEAS | 

1/4 cup butter or margarine 
1/4 cup water 
2 cloves garlic 
4 large lettuce leaves, cut 
2 tsp. sugar 
1/2 tsp. salt 
Pepper to taste 
3 pkgs. frozen peas or 4 cups fresh 

peas 
In a large skillet melt the butter or 

margarine. Add the water, garlic, let- 
tuce leaves, sugar, salt and pepper. 
Simmer for 10 minutes to blend the 
flavors. Now add the fresh or frozen 
peas. Simmer slowly until the peas 
are tender. Remove the garlic and let- 
tuce leaves and sprinkle with a little 
more salt. Serve piping hot. This is a 
large recipe, it serves eight very gen- 
erously. 

PIE CRUST WITH EGG 

3 cups sifted flour 
1/2 tsp. salt 
1 cup lard 

1 egg 
1 tsp. vinegar 
3 Tbhls. water 
Sift flour and salt into a bowl. Add 

the lard and work until the consist- 
ency of fine corn meal. Beat the egg 
and add to it the vinegar and water, 
then blend into the first part. If more 

moisture is needed, add 2 Tbls. of wa- 
ter, one at a time, but no more. This 
is an exceptionally good recipe for pies 
to be frozen. 

KITCHEN-KLATTER 

PINEAPPLE-COCONUT DELIGHT 

1 2/3 cups canned crushed pineapple 
with syrup 

1 envelope unflavored gelatine 
1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla 
21/2 cups whipped instant nonfat 

dry milk 
1/2 cup flaked or shredded coconut 

Drain pineapple juice into measur- 
ing cup and add water if necessary 
to make 1 cup liquid. Blend this liquid 
with gelatine in small saucepan. Place 
ever low heat, stirring constantly un- 
til gelatine dissolves. Add pineapple 
and vanilla. Chill to consistency of 
unbeaten egg whites. Fold gelatine 
mixture and coconut into whipped 
instant nonfat dry milk. Chill until 
mixture mounds from spoon. To whip 
instant nonfat dry milk: 

1. Mix 1/2 cup instant crystals 
with 1/2 cup ice water in chilled 
bowl. 

2. Beat until soft peaks form (3 to 
4 minutes.) Add 2 Tbls. lemon juice. 

3. Continue beating until firm peaks 
form (3 to 4 minutes more). 

4. Gradually add 1/4 cup sugar. 
Amounts given will make about 2 1/2 

cups. 

This recipe make about 5 1/2 cups. 
pudding.—Mary Beth 

SUPER SPINACH 

1/2 pint commercial sour cream 
1/4 tsp. salt 
1 to 3 Thls. bottled horseradish 
Combine all these ingredients well. 

Chill. Serve over very hot spinach. 

JIFFY QUICK BATTER ROLLS 

2 pkgs. dry yeast 
1 1/4 cups warm water 
3 1/2 cups sifted flour 
1/3 cup sugar 
1/4 cup soft shortening 
2 This. grated orange peel 

1 egg | 
1 tsp. salt 
1/2 tsp. cinnamon 
1/2 cup seedless raisins or currants 
Place the yeast and warm water in 

a large bowl and stir until yeast is 
dissolved. Add half of the flour to the 
yeast mixture along with the sugar, 
shortening, orange peel, egg, salt and 
cinnamon. Beat with electric mixer on 
medium speed for 2 minutes. Remove 
mixer blades, add remaining flour and 
raisins. Stir with a spoon until the 
flour disappears. Scrape down the 
sides of the bowl, cover and set in a 
warm place. When dough is double in 
size, stir down the batter with 25 
strokes. Using a tablespoon fill greased 
muffin tins 2/3 full. Let rise again un- 
til almost double. This won’t take long. 
Bake at 425 degrees for 10 to 15 min- 
utes. Remove rolls from pans and cool 
slightly. Frost by dipping tops of rolls 
in icing. 

Icing 
Blend 1 cup sifted powdered sugar 

with a dash of salt, 1 to 2 This. hot 
milk and 1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter or- 
ange flavoring. 
These rolls are especially delicious 

served warm. 
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HOLLANDAISE SAUCE 
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This is Lucile’s fool-proof recipe. It 
is superb on fresh, cooked asparagus. 

3 egg yolks 
1/3 tsp. salt 
Dash of red pepper 
1/4 lb. butter or margarine 
11/2 Thls. lemon juice 
2 This. boiling water 

Beat the egg yolks until light and 
fluffy. Add the salt and red pepper. 
Melt the butter or margarine. Heat 
the lemon juice. Add alternately the 
butter and lemon juice to the egg 
yolks, beating constantly and fast. 
Dribble in the boiling water. Serve 
hot over the asparagus. You can store 
this in the refrigerator and use later 
by reheating carefully over very low 
heat. 7 

SPRING TOPPING FOR PANCAKES 

1 can frozen orange juice, undiluted 
(6 oz. size) 

1 cup honey 
1/4 stick butter 
Combine and heat until all is blend- 

ed. Serve over hot pancakes. If there 
is some left over, it keeps very nicely 
in a jar in the refrigerator for a day 
or two. Heat in a pan of water when 
you want to use it again. 

ASPARAGUS CHEESE BAKE 

1 1/2 lbs. fresh asparagus, cooked 
1/2 cup cracker or bread crumbs 
4 hard-cooked eggs 
1/4 Ib. American cheese, grated 
1 can cream of mushroom soup 
1 cup rich milk 
1/4 tsp. salt 
Dash of pepper 
Drain the cooked asparagus. Line a 

greased baking dish with crumbs. 
Place the asparagus, sliced eggs and 
cheese in alternate layers. Mix to- 
gether the soup, milk, salt and pep- 
per. Pour over the entire contents in 
the casserole and top with more 
crumbs. Bake for 25 minutes at 350 
degrees. Serves 6. 

PECAN CRUNCHIES 

These cookies were served with cof- 
fee when the Adult Study Group from 
my church met recently. We all copied 
the recipe before we left! I’m sure 
you will find these a delicious, really 
special cookie. 

1 cup butter or margarine 
1 1/2 cups sugar, divided 
2 cups sifted flour 
4 tsp. cinnamon, divided 
1 egg, separated 
1 cup coarsely chopped pecans 
Combine butter, 1 cup sugar, flour, 

2 tsp. cinnamon and egg yolk. Work 
together until thoroughly blended. 
Press lightly into greased shallow pan 
in an even layer 1/4 inch thick. Beat 
egg white until foamy and brush over 
the surface. Combine remaining sugar 
and cinnamon and sprinkle evenly 
over the egg white and top with the 
pecans. Bake in a 350 degree oven for 
20 to 25 minutes. Cut in squares while 
hot and let cool in pan.—Marjorie
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CHINESE SWEET-SOUR 
SPARERIBS 

Enough ribs for four to six people 
Boil in salted water until tender. 

Then place in a long, shallow baking 
dish—such as your largest size glass 
pyrex dish. Cover with the following 
sauce: 

1 cup brown sugar 
3 Tbls. cornstarch 
2 No. 211 size cans of chunk 

pineapple 

1 cup pineapple juice 
3/4 cup white vinegar 
Dash of salt 
1 tsp. soy sauce 
Mix together brown sugar and corn- 

starch. Add the 1 cup of pineapple 
juice drained from 2 cans of pineapple 
chunks—No. 211 size can. Then add 
vinegar, salt and soy sauce. Cook over 
low heat, stirring constantly, until 
clear and thickened. Then add pine- 
apple chunks. Pour over ribs. Bake 
in a 350 degree oven for one hour. 
Ten minutes before serving, turn 

ribs, add 1 large green pepper, chop- 
ped fine, and put back in a 350 de- 
gree oven. Ribs will be glazed beauti- 
fully and green pepper will still retain 
its color. This is a very rich, very 
delicious dish. 

I Jike to serve with this boiled rice, 
fresh (frozen) green peas with mush- 
rooms added to 
vegetable salad.—Lucile 

STRAWBERRY SAUCE 

This sauce is very versatile. I served 
it first over tapioca pudding. It is 
also delicious served over various other 
puddings, cake or ice cream. I hope 
you try it soon. 

1 cup frozen (or fresh) strawberries 
1 tsp. cornstarch 
2 Tbls. lemon juice 
3 Tbls. sugar 
1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter strawberry 

flavoring 
Put the berries in a saucepan and 

mash slightly with a fork. Mix 2 Tbls. 
of the juice with the cornstarch to 
make a smooth paste and set aside. 
Add the lemon juice and sugar to the 
berries and bring to a boil. Stir in the 
cornstarch mixture and cook, stirring . 
constantly for a minute or two to 
thicken. Add the strawberry flavoring. 
Serve hot or cold in the various ways 
mentioned previously. 

CHEWY PEANUT BUTTER STRIPS 

1/3 cup shortening 
1/2 cup School Day Peanut Butter 
1 cup sugar 
1/4 tsp. salt 
2 eggs 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla 
1 cup sifted flour 
1 tsp. baking powder 
1 cup shredded cocoanut 
Blend the shortening, peanut butter, 

sugar, salt, eggs and vanilla. Add dry 
ingredients; stir in the cocoanut. 
Spread in a greased 8 by 12 inch pan 
and bake in a moderate oven (350 
degrees) 25 to 380 minutes. Do not 
overbake because you want them to 
be chewy. Cut in strips while still 
warm, and roll in powdered sugar. 

them and a tossed — 
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ADELLA’S FROZEN 

STRAWBERRY SALAD 

16 marshmallows 
2 Thls. strawberry juice 
1 cup crushed strawberries 
1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter strawberry 

flavoring 
1 3-ounce pkg. Philadelphia cream 

cheese 
1/2 cup crushed, drained pineapple 
1/2 cup mayonnaise 
1 cup whipping cream 

Dissolve the marshmallows in the 
top of a double boiler in the straw- 
berry juice. Cool. Add the fruit. Mash 
cheese with fork and blend till creamy. 
Combine with mayonnaise and the 
cream which has been whipped. Blend 
the two mixtures and pour into re- 
frigerator trays. Freeze until’ firm. 
Serve in squares on lettuce leaf, gar- 
nished with additional mayonnaise. 
Frozen salads improve by removing 
from the freezer to stand at room 
temperature for about 30 minutes be- 
fore serving. 

This is a delicious and pretty salad. 
Either fresh or frozen strawberries 
may be used. Adella Shoemaker con- 
siders this one of her best frozen 
salads, 

ANGEL FRUIT CAKE 

6 eggs, separated 
1 1/2 cups sugar 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter lemon 

flavoring 
1/2 cup unsweetened pineapple juice 
1 1/2 cups cake flour, sifted 
1 tsp. baking powder 
Pinch of salt ' 
In one bowl beat egg whites until 

they peak and then gradually beat in 
3/4 cup of sugar. 

In second bowl, beat egg yolks until 
they are thick and velvety. Then add 
the remaining 3/4 cup of sugar and 
beat at low speed until blended. Add 
lemon flavoring, then the dry ingredi- 
ents that have been sifted together 
3 times. Stir only until blended. Last- 
ly fold in the egg whites gently. 
Bake in an ungreased tube pan at 

325 degrees for 1 hour, or until done. 
Invert pan and let cool before remov- 
ing cake. A whipped cream icing will 
be perfect on this delicious cake. 
(Recipe came from the cookbook 
“From My Ozark Cupboard” com- 
piled by Cora Pinkley-Call of Eureka 
Springs, Ark.) 

LEANNA’S FAVORITE 

CUCUMBER SALAD 

2 pkgs. lime gelatin 
1 #2 can crushed pineapple 
3 medium cucumbers, peeled and 

diced fine 
1 can almonds, cut 
1/2 pint whipping cream 
1/4 cup salad dressing 

Dissolve the gelatin in the usual 
way, using as much of the pineapple 
juice as you can drain off for part 
of the liquid. When gelatin starts to 
congeal, fold in the pineapple, cucum- 
bers, almonds, salad dressing and 
whipped cream. Chill until firm. 
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BLUEBERRY DELIGHT 

And delight, this is! We all agreed 
that this is one of the finest desserts 
we have ever run across. Other fruit 
can be used in place of the blueberries, 
providing they are thickened like the 
pie mixes. 

2 cups crushed graham crackers, 
about 12 double crackers 

1/2 cup sugar 
1/2 cup butter 
2 beaten eggs 
1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla 

flavoring 
1/2 cup sugar 
8-ounce pkg. Philadelphia cream 

cheese, room temperature 
1 #2 can blueberry pie mix 
Whipping cream 

Blend together the graham cracker 
crumbs, 1/2 cup sugar and butter. 
Press into a 9x12-inch pan. Beat the 
eggs, then stir in the vanilla, 1/2 cup 
sugar and softened cream cheese. Beat 
very well. Pour over crust and bake 
at 350 degrees for 15 minutes. It won’t 
look done, but it sets as it cools. When 
thoroughly cool, spread the blueberry 
mix over the top and refrigerate un- 
til well chilled. Serve with whipped 
cream. Cherry pie filling, raspberry 
filling or thickened strawberries are 
delicious also. Don’t forget to add a 
bit of our Kitchen-Klatter cherry or 
strawberry flavorings to perk up those 
particular fruits—Margery 

SUNDAY SALAD 

1 pkg. lemon gelatin 
1 1/2 cups hot water 
1/2 cup grapefruit juices 
Pinch of salt 
1/2 cup diced grapefruit sections 
1/2 cup diced orange sections 
1 1/2 cups diced avocado 

Dissolve gelatin in hot water. Add 
juice and salt. Chill until mixture be- 
gins to thicken. Add grapefruit, or- 
ange and avocado, Pour into individual 
molds or into a ring mold and chill 
until firm. Unmold on salad greens. 
The canned fruit sections are nice 
with this and make it simple. The 
avocado may be left out if you prefer, 
but it is inexpensive and adds a nice 
touch of blandness to the tartness of 
the other fruits. 

VERA’S PEA DUMPLINGS 

2 1/2 cups flour 
1/2 tsp. salt 
1 Tbls. baking powder 
1 cup milk 
1 beaten egg 

Sift the dry ingredients together 
and then stir in the milk and egg. 
Cook until almost tender enough peas 
for your family. Drop the dumplings 
into the boiling liquid, cover tightly 
with a lid and continue cooking for 
ten minutes. 

(Vera was a neighbor of mine for 
several years. She liked to use these 
dumplings with her fresh-from-the- 
garden June peas as a variation for 
the potatoes and peas which are used 
so frequently.)—Evelyn
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ON A GOLDEN WEDDING DAY 

By 
Mabel Nair Brown 

One of the happiest occasions for 
friends and family to celebrate is a 
golden wedding anniversary. Such fes- 
tivities may be very simple or quite 
elaborate, but probably most of us will 
agree that such an event warrants 
“soing all out,” if possible, to provide 
the frills and the extras that will 
make it a memorable occasion long 
to be remembered. Usually there are 
several relatives and friends who are 
eager to share and help in the plan- 
ning. 

The suggestions to follow are point- 
ed toward a reception and open house, 
or a family party, and are intended 
to be on the informal side. Strict for- 
mality is hard to manage on Occasions 
when all ages are gathered together 
for a good time, and certainly most 
people are happier in a more relaxed 
atmosphere. 

Plans for such an anniversary Ob- 
servance should be started well in ad- 
vance of the date so there will be 
plenty of time to do the “extras” with- 
out undue pressure. 

Don’t be discouraged if you live far 
from smart specialty shops and big 
city stores. It will take some scurry- 
ing around in your local stores to find 
what you have in mind for various 
needs, but with a little imagination 
and ingenuity you can come up with 
the answers right near home. 

I’ve always found our local florist 
most willing to sell me foil in gold and 
in all the other lovely colors which 
we see wrapped around blooming 
plants. (The florist has it in large 
rolls and will measure off the amount 
I need.) She also has the green florist 
tape, green covered wire, flower hold- 
ers, etc., which are needed in various 
ways. Look in variety stores and drug 
stores for heart-shaped gold paper 
doilies, unusual napkins, fancy rib- 
bons, lacelon ribbons, glitter and se- 
quins, as well as the nut cups, candles, 
pipe cleaners, etc., which we naturally 
expect to find there. Take the clerks 
into your confidence and, although 
they may not be able to sell you exact- 
ly the item you had in mind, they can 
often come up with a wonderful sub- 
stitute that will work as well as what 
you had in mind originally. 

INVITATIONS: Even though you 
decide to have an announcement of the 
open house put in your local paper, 
it is nice to send invitations to im- 
mediate members of the family (they’ll 
be treasured keepsakes!) and to rela- 
tives and friends at a distance. 

Invitation booklets in heart or wed- 
ding bell shape are very pretty. Cut 
the cover from gold paper and the in- 
side sheet of white paper. Write the 
invitation in gold ink upon the white 
page. The family initial may be in- 
scribed upon the front cover in white 
ink. Tie the booklet together with nar- 
row white ribbon. 

White, gold-edged correspondence 
cards are another idea for the invita- 
tions. Decorate one corner with two 
tiny gold hearts or bells. Add a wee 
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bow of gold ribbon at the top of the 
bells. A pair of golden slippers might 
be sketched in one corner, if preferred. 
TABLE ARRANGEMENTS really 

challenge the imagination upon such 
an occasion. The conventional wed- 
ding cake is always a lovely center- 
piece, of course. For those of you who 
would prefer to have something a little 
out of the ordinary, here are several 
possibilities. 

In the line of cakes that are un- 
usual, consider an open Bible cake 
(decorated as the Family Record 
pages of the Bible with the names, 
marriage date, etc.) the Double Wed- 
ding Ring cake, the wedding bell cake, 
or a heart-shaped cake, or a cake 
decorated as a model of the family 
home. 

A beautiful arrangement can be 
made using the Bible cake and one of 
the small white plastic churches (or 
make a model of a church from card- 
board). Place the church on a higher 
level such as a stryafoam base, or on 
a wooden block covered with a piece 
of gold colored satin. Immediately in 
front of this place the Bible cake. 
Encircle the whole arrangement with 
greenery and flowers. Tie fluffy bows 
of gold lacelon ribbon on the candle 
holders. 

The wedding scroll is a most inter- 
esting centerpiece. To make it, take 
a roll of heavy gold foil and unroll a 
portion of it onto an empty cardboard 
tube to form a large scroll. Place the 
“scroll” part over a thick magazine 
and, using a blunt pencil, write upon 
the scroll this inscription: “Happy 
Anniversary to (names).” Ex- 
periment a bit first and you will see 
that, as you write on the foil, the im- 
print is left very plainly and can be 
easily read. In the ends of each tube, 
insert small nosegays of little white © 
“mums” and delicate greenery. Let 
the greenery trail gracefully from the 
nosegay so that it partially encircles 
the scroll. This arrangement is espe- 
cially effective if backed by a large 
mirror. 

Perhaps the church in which the 
couple was married is still attended 
by many of the family and holds an 
almost traditional spot in family 
events. Then how about making a 
model of it for a centerpiece? Fashion 
it first of cardboard (or it can be 
made with cookie dough as we often 
do gingerbread houses) and then cover 
it with icing. Use cut-outs from old 
greeting cards to get “stained glass” 
effects for the windows. Use a fluting 
trim of the frosting around the win- 
dows and doors. Hang tiny gold bells 
in the belfry. Inverted ice cream 
cones, covered with frills of green 
icing, make lovely little trees to stand 
around the church. 

FAVORS and EXTRAS: “Heart 
Posies” are made by gluing two tiny 
gold paper hearts together, with one 
end of a green pipe cleaner inserted 
between them as a stem. These are 
most attractive when used in the rib- 
bon bows on the candles, or stuck 
among the greenery around a center- 
piece, or added to a corsage. 
Net tufts are used in the same man- 

ner and give quite a professional look 
to the decorations. Cut white or gold 

x
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net (or use both colors) into five inch 
squares. Take hold of the center of a 
square and twist around it one end of 
a four inch piece of pipe cleaner for a 
stem. Fluff out the net. Florists wrap 
the stems with green tape. 

ENTERTAINMENT: It is perfectly 
proper for the guests to spend their 
time in visiting, but usually a family- 
friend cooperative type of program is 
greatly enjoyed at gatherings such as 
this. One of the older children of the 
couple, or a close friend, acts as the 
master of ceremonies. Original poems 
written for the occasion by friends or 
relatives always prove a hit. Greet- 
ings sent by those unable to attend 
might be read, Favorite hymns and 
other music suggested by the honored 
couple can be used. 

This “sample” program is offered as 
a pattern for those of you who want 
something down in “black and white” 
to go by if you are in charge of such 
a program, or are one of the speakers. 
It can be added to, “shuffled around,” 
or shortened to fit your particular 
situation. Where names are used, you 
will naturally change to the names of 
your participants. 

Master of Ceremonies: “This is a 
time when we can honestly say there 
are not words to express all that we 
feel in our hearts on this occasion. 
But, Mom and Dad, today we are go- 
ing to do our best to say it with songs 
and poems and just plain words. A 
house is built of logs and stone, of 
tiles and posts and piers; a home is 
built of loving deeds that stand a 
thousand years. 

“Yes, the folks have truly tried to 
found their marriage on loving deeds 
so it seems most fitting to call upon 
our minister, the Reverend Mr. 
for a few words at this time.” 
Minister speaks—perhaps he will 

wish to conclude his remarks by read- 
ing some favorite scripture. 
Master of C.: “By special request 

from her grandmother, Betty Anne is 
singing Bless This House.” 
Solo 
Master of C.: 

Anne. 
“I’m sure you’ve all eaten some of 

Ruth’s fine cooking and know what a 
recipe clipper she is—or have heard 
Fred declare that just once he’d like 
to read the paper without having to 
guess what was in “the hole” because 
Ruth and her scissors had been there 
first! Well, today Ruth has clipped 
a recipe to read to us and I’m sure 
we will all agree it’s a prize recipe. 
You see, it might well be the recipe 
for our home.” 
Ruth: “To 3 cups of love and 2 cups 

of understanding, add 4 teaspoons of 
courtesy and 2 teaspoons each of 
thoughtfulness and helpfulness. Sift 
together thoroughly, then stir in an 
equal amount of work and play. Add 
3 teaspoons of responsibility. Season 
with study and culture, then fold in a 
generous amount of worship. Place in 
a pan well greased with security and 
lined with respect for personality. 
Sprinkle lightly with a sense of hu- 
mor. Allow to set in an atmosphere 
of democratic planning and mutual 

sharing. Bake in a moderate oven. 

(Continued on page 15) 

“Thank you, Betty
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WE’LL HOPE FOR THE BEST ON 

THAT CAMPING TRIP! 
rs 

Dear Friends: 

While the clothes are drying out- 
side in a gentle breeze, Ill snatch a 
few moments to start this letter to 
you. It takes me a much longer time 
to write a letter than it does for the 
laundry to dry! But I imagine the 
ironing will wait quite patiently. Inci- 
dentally it gets quite monumental at 
this time of the year—many starched 
cotton dresses and shirts for school 
combined with a full quota of outdoor 
play clothes. 

June 8rd is the last day of school 
here in Denver. If the week of spring 
vacation was any indication of what 
the summer will be like, most of the 
mothers in the neighborhood will 
never last the summer. Never have 
we seen the children so wild with 
activity; they played from sun-up to 
past sundown at a fever pitch. Prob- 
ably the warm spring weather after 
a long difficult winter made them 
wild to enjoy every second. Whatever 
the cause, we fervently hope they 
calm down at least by the end of 
June. 

About the time the postman delivers 
this magazine, our Alison will be hav- 
ing her tonsils removed. They are so 
enlarged and have been infected so 
frequently that our doctor feels they 
should come out before serious dam- 
age occurs. We have warned her that 

she will feel uncomfortable for a few 
days, but she is eager to have the 
operation and cut down the sessions 
of illness from a sore throat. 

Although Denver has a fine chil- 
dren’s hospital, Alison will be going 
to St. Anthony’s Hospital which is 
located on our side of the city. This 
is more convenient for such a short 
stay. And when the Lutherans finish 
converting their tuberculosis. sani- 
torium into a general hospital, we will 
be within just a very few blocks of 
such facilities. 

While writing this last paragraph, 
one of the neighbors called to tell me 
that Granddad Eastman who lived in 
the corner house had just died. This 
is the first death among our Denver 
friends. Granddad Eastman has al- 
ways been a wonderful example to us 
of how to live successfully with chil- 
dren and grandchildren. | 

He has been a tremendously valu- 
able member of that household. As 
long as he was able, he took entire 
responsibility for the yard, gave de- 
voted care to his tiny granddaughter 
and assisted his son with his business 
at home. You see, his son, a young 
man about 30, is almost totally help- 
less physically. Polio left him in a 
wheel chair and able to use only 
about 3 fingers. He learned account- 
ing and has built up a fine business. 
His wife not only cares for all of 
his physical needs, which are many, 
but does all of his typing and filing 
in addition to taking care of their 
home and child. 

In spite of such difficulties and 
hardships, this family is cheerful, 
happy, full of good humor and gen- 
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This was taken last October, but it’s such a 
good picture of Aunt Jessie Field Shambaugh 
and her sister (Leanna Field Driftmier) that 
we wanted to share it with you. 

erous beyond description. It is an im- 
possibility to keep even with them in 
helpfulness to others. If you send over 
a pie or plate of cookies, they return 
an enormous cake, give the children 
a sack of candy and just slip over 
some fresh vegetables from their gar- 

den! 
June is one of our peak business 

months and this year, somehow, it 
is going to be golfing month too. For 
a Christmas gift the Wilmores gave 
Wayne a ticket to the National Open 
Golf Tournament which will be held 
at Denver’s Cherry Hills Golf Club. 
In addition, Mr. Wilmore has invited 
Wayne to be his guest partner in a 
special tournament at Lakewood Coun- 
try Club. Golf is Wayne’s favorite 
recreation and it does combine well 
with our business for the local golf 
clubs are very fine customers of the 
nursery. Those of you who have 
driven through Denver have surely 
noticed the many beautiful public and 
private courses. 
Wayne and Scott Wilmore both be- 

long to the Rocky Mountain Golf 
Superintendent’s Association. Because 
both are such enthusiastic partici- 
pants of this sport, they take a great 
deal of teasing about what a “chore” 
membership in this organization must 
be to them. The Association meets 
once a month at one of the courses 
between Cheyenne and Pueblo. The 
members “tour and inspect” the host 
course—with golf clubs along, too of 
course. 
The last week in June we’re ex- 

pecting a visit from the Stroms. Oliver 
will be busy most of that week with 
a convention in Colorado Springs, but 
we're planning on a good time with 
Margery and Martin here in Denver. 
When Oliver finishes his work, they’ll 
probably drive on to see more of our 
state. 
The nursery has scheduled a garden 

clinic for the long 4th of July week- 
end and this will mean much plan- 
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ning and preparation for Wayne. The 
children have been begging him to 
have one of these affairs all winter 
long. They aren’t much interested in 
the lectures and films on gardening, 
but how they love the free pop! 

This has been the most hectic and 
chaotic spring anyone can remember, 
although probably that is what they 
always say. I do know that the 
severe winter prevented much of the 
preparatory work from getting done. 
And the disastrous spring in the Mid- 
west kept many items in our stock 
from arriving here when the plant- 
ing season opened. This has meant 
that as many as three or four extra 
trips are necessary to deliver and 
plant each customer’s order. Just a 
few extra trips and the entire sched- 
ule of work is fouled up. 
Wayne has worked such long, hard, 

and irregular hours that I’m feeling 
like the proprietess of a short-order 
restaurant and hotel. This is why I’m 
hoping that after the garden clinic 
we'll be able to get away from home 
for a day or two’s change of pace. 
Wayne succumbed to a sale at a 
sporting goods store and bought two 
very fine sleeping bags. I have saved 
almost enough stamp books for a 
gasoline stove and lantern, so with a 
rented tent and borrowed sleeping 
bags for the children, this may be 
the summer that we actually try 
camping. 

If our first trip proves successful, 
we hope to take one later in the sum- 
mer for about five days. We are try- 
ing to choose between heading south- 
west towards Bryce, Zion or the 
North Rim of the Grand Canyon Na- 
tional Parks, or heading northwest to 
Yellowstone Park. We figure Yellow- 
stone won’t be crowded this summer 
because of fear following last year’s 
earthquake. A geologist assures us the 
danger of earthquake is no greater 
than that of any. other year, and 
actually it is probably less because 
there have been more than 3000 sta- 
bilizing tremors since the quake. The 
earth ought to be calm and peaceful 
in Yellowstone for quite some time. 
Some of you may be planning your 

first camping trip into the mountains 
this year. You will want to Keep in 
mind a much repeated warning we 
received. Be sure your sleeping bags 
are extra warm if you plan to camp 
above 7500 feet—even in July. Since 
it is difficult to be in the mountains 
at a lower elevation, you will want 
to pack extra blankets unless you 
have suitable sleeping bags. Because 
we expect to do our camping at high 
elevations, our new sleeping bags are 
guaranteed warm to 15 degrees below 
freezing. A sleeping bag of this qual- 
ity is more expensive than anyone 
would need for Midwestern camping. 
So if you have the lighter weight 
models, just make provision for the 
necessary extra warmth you will want 
in the mountains. : 
Last Christmas Howard and Mae 

gave us a very fine picnic suitcase. 
One side is fitted with plastic plates, 
cups, and table service for six; the 
other side is open to hold food, etc. 
In addition, there are folding legs so 
the metal case can be turned into a 

(Continued on next page)
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ABIGAIL’S LETTER—Concluded 
small table. This promises to be a 
most valuable addition to our equip- 
ment. 
Throughout this hectic spring I’ve 

been kept jumping with extra garden- 
ing and sewing. There is always a lot 
of yard work to do, but this year we 
decided to cover up the chain link 
fence along our back lot line with a 
plum hedge. In front of this hedge I 
planted roses, chrysanthemums and 
annuals, and next fall many bulbs will 

be added to complete the border. 
Along the chain link fence that 

borders our lot on the south I have 
planted a big variety of flowering 
shrubs. We’ll enjoy all of these plant- 
ings, but Ill say very frankly that 
the main reason for getting so much 
into the ground is our wish to con- 
ceal the chain link fences. Denver is 
full of them from one end of the city 
to the other. Steel fences certainly 
serve an important purpose when real 
protection is needed around a school 
grounds or on a farm, but in a resi- 
dential section I feel that any kind of 
wood looks much better with plant- 
ings than a fence made of steel. 

It took a great deal of time, muscle, 
peat moss and sand to get the soil 
in these new borders into decent 
shape to receive the shrubs and 
plants. The basic soil surrounding our | 
house is solid clay, and we are cer- 
tainly the ‘“shoemaker’s’ children” 
when it comes to getting professional 
help. I knew that no one else would 
appear to do all that planting and I 
would simply have to get going on it 
if I expected to see anything growing 
before Thanksgiving. 
The school bus is squeeking to a 

halt just down the street so I must 
stop now and help the children round 
up their library books. They are due 
today and we keep a sharp eye on 
them to avoid fines that come out of 
the children’s allowances. 

Goodbye until next month— 
Abigail 

PACKING FOR VACATION 

The children must take inner tubes, 
A raft, a floating horse, 
And frog-man flippers, beach balls, 
And shovels, pails, of course. 

The girls can’t leave their dollies, 
And Junior “needs” his gun. 
We've books and games for rainy 

days— 
We’re well equipped for fun! 

And Baby wants her Teddy bear; 
Of course Sir Panda goes— 
Now the only question is: 
Where will we put our clothes? 

—Alice Duch 

George Washington’s Rules For Suc- 
cess: 

It is better to be alone than in bad 
company. 
Think before you speak. 
Let you heart feel for the afflictions 

and distresses of everyone. 
Be courteous to all, but intimate 

with few; true friendship is a plant 
of slow growth. 
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THERE IS A MAN IN THE KITCHEN 

By 
Frederick 

It is a funny thing about men in 
the kitchen. When some family emer- 
gency makes it essential that we be 
in the kitchen, we hate it! We just 
like to be in there on our own time 
and at our own leisure. Of course, © 

most of you women know that, but I 
just thought that I ought to warn 
you brides never to force your hus- 
band’s hand. 

Just give me an afternoon in the 
kitchen when I feel in an experimen- 
tal mood and IJ’ll come up with some- 
thing worth eating. Ginger Snaps, for 
example! How long has it been since 
you made some old-fashioned, New 
England ginger snaps? In the old 
days our New England ancestors 
made ginger snaps more often than 
any other kind of cooky, so here is a 
recipe that I picked up down in 
Rhode Island where ginger snaps 
were being made 300 years ago. 

Old New England Ginger Snaps 
1/2 cup molasses 
1/2 cup sugar (or a little more) 
3/4 cup shortening (your favorite) 
1 tsp. soda 
1 tsp. ginger 
1/2 tsp. cinnamon 
2 3/4 cups flour 
A little salt 
2 Tbls. hot water. 

Combine molasses, sugar and short- 
ening. Add dry ingredients sifted to- 
gether. Add the hot water at the very 
end. Put this mixture in the refriger- 
ator overnight. To bake, make little 
balls of the dough, put on cooking 
sheet and flatten out with a spoon or 
the thumb. Using a fork dipped in 
milk, make creases on each cooky 
and sprinkle with sugar. Bake until 
done (it will take only a few minutes) 
at 325 degrees. 

~ FRIENDS 

If nobody smiled and nobody cheered, 
And nobody helped us along. 

If each, every minute, looked after 
himself, 

And things all went to the strong; 
If nobody cared just a little for you, 

And nobody thought about me; 
And we stood alone in the battle of 

life; 
What a dreary old world it would 

be. 
is sweet just because of the 

friends we have made, 
And the things which in common 

we share, 

We want to live on, not because of 
ourselves, 

But because of the people who 
care. 

It’s giving and doing for somebody 
else — 

On that all life’s splendor depends; 
And the joy of the world, when it’s 

all added up, 
Is found in the making of friends. 

Life 

Who lives for humanity must be con- 
tent to lose himself. 
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HOW TO RUIN A DAY 

1960 

1. Think of the most unpleasant thing 
that happened yesterday as soon 
as you can gather your wits to- 
gether. 

2. Start the day off with a large dose 
of self-pity. 

3. Begin the day by worrying about 
the thing that cannot be helped. 

4. Feel sorry for yourself because you 
have to get up and tackle all the 
work lying ahead. 

5. Feel yourself over carefully for 
alarming symptoms. 

6. Complain about the weather. 
7. Never fail to speak sharply to the 

first person you meet. 
8. Begin your day without a plan. 
9. Dwell on thoughts of the most dis- 

agreeable person whom you know. 
10. Begin the day with the assurance 

that you will not be able to get 
through it. 

If these ten points are observed 
faithfully and with determination, the 
finest day God ever created will be 

shattered into ruin. 

DOROTHY’S LETTER—Concluded 
formal. I have never made a formal 
and would love to tackle the job if I 
just had the time, but I feel that the 
hours a dress like this would con- 
sume can be put to much better ad- 
vantage on something else, so she 
will have to buy one this year. In 
her letter to you next month she can 
tell you about the theme for the ban- 
quet, their decorations and so forth. 
Since starting this letter to you I 

have had several interruptions. Frank 
discovered that our horse Stardust 
was gone. We went in the car to find 
her, and then Frank got out and 
brought her home through the tim- 
ber. After spending a few minutes 
more at the typewriter it was time 
to get dinner. I just got settled back 
at the typewriter when Frank came 
dashing in to ask me to come help 
him get the cows out of the alfalfa. 
When this is finished I must make a 
hurried trip to Chariton (18 mile 
round trip) to mail this letter, take 
the cream in, and pick up Kristin. 
After supper I will go back to Chari- 
ton to take Kristin in to a meeting. 
And so goes the day in the life of a 
farmer’s wife. I love it. 

Sincerely, 

PEANUT PIXIES 
Everyone who sees these gay little 
fellows falls in love with them! 
They’re unique—clever as can be 
to perch on plants or a table center- 
piece, to add the unexpected and 
charming touch when you’re wrap- 
ping a gift package, or to use for 
favors. Made entirely by hand with 
red trimming ONLY—12 for $1.00, 
postpaid. (No orders accepted for 
less than a dozen.) Entirely hand- 
made, so allow ample time for de- 
livery. Send orders to Dorothy 
Driftmier Johnson, Lucas, Iowa. 
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When Mary Beth sent this picture she said: 
“Make no mistake about it—this is NOT a 
candid snapshot. Katharine and Paul posed 
for the photographer!’’ Well, candid or posed, 
we think it’s a sweet picture of the children. 

ON A GOLDEN WEDDING DAY— 

Concluded 

When well done, remove top, and cover 
with a thick coating of Christian 
teachings. Serve on a platter of friend- 
liness garnished with smiles.” 
Master of C.: “Recipes mean food, 

and food to me means a table—the old 
round oak dining room table, in fact. 
You know, the dining room table is a 
wonderful place, a place never to be 
taken by a T.V. table. 

“IT like the quote ‘A dining room 
table with children’s eager, hungry 
faces around it, ceases to be a mere 
dining room table, it becomes an al- 
tar.’ Many are the memories of family 
good times around our old oak table 
and now I’d like to introduce you to 
those who shared those good times. 
I think we might entitle this portion 
of our program “Do you remember 
when .’ (Here is the spot where 
the children and grandchildren can 
take turns in giving some amusing 
family anecdotes. Give them some sug- 
gestions for “remembering” before- 
hand such as: Sister Susie’s first box 
social; what ever happened to Aunt 
Minnie’s furpiece?; the Saturday night 
bath hour; the time Pa’s razor strop 
got lost!; getting ready for church; 
the time one of the kids crumpled a 
fender on the folks’ new car, etc. 
Master of C.: “Now let’s turn back 

Time’s golden pages fifty years ago to 
when ‘Pa was courtin’ Ma’ and to get 
us in the real mood here is our family 
style version of the Barbershop Quar- 
tette.” (Grandsons, in costume, com- 
plete with handlebar mustaches, derby 
hats and canes RENDER such old 
tunes as “My Sweetheart’s The Man 
In The Moon,” “Daisy, Daisy,” “Seeing 
Nellie Home” and “Annie Laurie.’’) 
Master of C.: “So we've been carried 

back to their courtship days in song. 
Now I’m all ears to hear what some 
of those “on the scene” have to tell us 
about those days, or the wedding. 
We’re so happy to have with us today 
some of those dear folks who shared 
that happy time with the folks. 
“Here is Aunt Helen, who was 

mother’s bridesmaid and she just hap- 
pened to whisper to me confidentially 
that—well, let Aunt Helen tell you all 
about it.” (The master of ceremonies 
introduces various people who were 
among the wedding party fifty years 
ago, or who knew the parents at that 
time.) 
Master of C.: “The stage is set. The 
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time is 1910. The curtain of years is 
pulled back and HERE COMES THE 
BRIDE!” (This is the place for a 
mock wedding skit with grandchildren 
wearing the original wedding clothes 
if they have been kept all these years. 
Or, instead of a mock wedding, the 
bride and groom models might strike 
the same pose as was used in the 
original wedding photograph.) 
Master of C.: “This is truly a day 

that has set our hearts a-singing and 
it seems most fitting that we conclude 
this little program with another favor- 
ite of our bride and groom of fifty 
years, so here is Doris to sing “When 
You Come To The End Of A Perfect 
Day,” after which I’m going to ask 
our minister if he will give the bene- 

diction.” 
Benediction. 
(It is nice, too, if just before the 

benediction everyone joins in singing 
the first verse of “Blest Be The Tie 

That Binds.”) 
Note: By simply changing the gold 

theme to silver, these same sugges- 
tions would work out equally well for 
a silver anniversary. 

PRAYER FOR A HAPPY HOME 

Fill our home with happiness, 
Fence it round about 
With quietude and tranquil thoughts 
To keep the trouble out. 
Hope, the roof to shelter us 
From every wind of wrong 
And let love’s light 
On the hearth burn bright 
To warm us all day long. 

MARY BETH’S LETTER——Concluded 
you can expect your child to under- 

stand. 
For instance, in the What Is A 

Fish? book we found there were 235 
words used, excluding the proper 
names of fish. Of these, 39 words 
listed on the last page in roman type 

are second-grade level; 21 words also 
listed on this page, but in italic type, 
are above second-grade level; the re- 
maining words in the book are below 
second-grade level. In this way you 
can help your child to understand 
what you are reading to him by 
knowing in advance what to explain 
to him. I didn’t deliberately choose 
a book this far in advance of what 
Katharine could handle—it was purely 
an accident that we came home with 
it, but by having this helping section 
in the back I explained it as we read 
and Katharine enjoyed what she 
learned. And she learned much about 
fish—and so did I! I’m going to make 
it a point to get the remainder of the 
books in this series and improve both 
of our minds. 

It is time to quit typing now. I can 
tell by the children’s voices that 
mama should be getting outside now 
to tell them that a glass of milk and 
a cooky would taste pretty good. 

A happy month to you— 

Mang [2 

It is seldom that we find out how 
great our resources until we are 
thrown upon them. 
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LOANS BY MAIL 
You can borrow $50 to $600 
for any purpose...entirely by 
mail! No co-signers. Com- Ay ¢ é 

pletely confidential. Fast. Men VAY 
and women with steady income 

eligible, anywhere in U.S. Low U.S MAIL 
monthly payments. Up to two 

years to repay. Mail coupon 

for free loan application sent 

REAR a 
in plain envelope. 

AMERICAN LOAN PLAN 

City National Bldg., Omaha 2, Nebraska 
Dept. KK4260 Amount Wanted $ 

NAME 
ADDRESS 

CITY 

OCCUPATION 
Husband’s or wife's occup 

STATE 
AGE ___ 

4° 

vet MRS 

Adjustable 
AIRFLOW 

3— EASERS 
~ §S a. DIRECT FROM FACTORY 

Qed Per Pair Sizes for Men and Women 

For those who want the best, DeLuxe Cuboids $5.98 pr. 
A blessing for foot sufferers. Relieves weak arches, 
callouses, tired, aching feet. Unexcelled cushion- 
comfort! Adjustable, soft, flexible. Metatarsal and 
longitudinal arch easily adjusted. No metal. ORDER 
TODAY! Give shoe size and width, if for man or 
woman. Money back guarantee. Postpaid except CODs. 

Stemmons Mfg. Co., Box 6037, Dept. KK-6 K. C., Mo. 

Enjoy your Mower 
havonites yea ‘round! 

Gorgeous, life-like, framed wall displays 

of floral splendor! Sprays of miniature 

roses, forget-me-nots, pansies, lilacs, and 
zinnias in antique white or fruitwood 

stained frames. Striking gold-mesh back- 

ground. Choice of four basic colors, two 

popular frame sizes. Fall and Winter 

sprays also available for easy insertion in 

frame. Brightens any room. Excellent gift. 

FORMAL 

_PLEASE RUSH THE FOLLOWING POSTPAID: 

size (J7x9 [C]10 x 12 
SINGLE $3.98 SINGLE $4.98 
PAIR $7.50 PAIR $9.50 

} 
| 
| 

[1] ANTIQUE WHITE | 
[] FRUITWOOD STAINED l 

SUMMER COLOR CHOICES 
C) yeLLow [] LAVENDER [] RED [] PINK | 
STYLE () FORMAL 1 INFORMAL 7 

| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 

i 

| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| Name 

| 
| 
| 
| 

FRAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY. STATE... 

Missouri residents add 2% sales tax. 
MAIL CHECK OR MONEY ORDER TO 

THE FLOWER CART P.O. BOX 944 

ST. JOSEPH, MO. 
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KITCHEN-KLATTER KLEANER 
THE PERFECT ALL-PURPOSE CLEANER 

ALL-PURPOSE 
mow! HOUSEHOLD 
ed ” CLEANER 

FOR ALL WASHING NEEDS 

NO RINSING - NO WIPING 
PCD &« re err 

= 

Pa Me a a ea 

This package holds the an- 

Swer to every single cleaning 
problem in your house where 
water can be used. 

Greasy dishes? Grimy walls? 
Sticky woodwork? Gummy 
stove? Clothes so dirty you 
don’t see how you'll ever get 

them clean? : 

Let the expensive chemicals in 
Kitchen-Klatter Kleaner go to 

work. They’ll do a perfect job 
every time. 

Even the hardest water turns 

to soft water when Kitchen- 
Klatter Kleaner is used, but 

never, never will your hands 

feel “‘burned’’, 

Look for Kitchen-Klatter Kleaner today. Buy it! And save 
every box top for the kind of wonderful premiums you’ve come 

to expect from the Kitchen-Klatter Family. 

he’ll get it. 

IMPORTANT 
Under no conditions can we mail our Kitchen-Klatter 

Kleaner to individuals. Postal charges would make it far too 

expensive. Ask your grocer to stock it. If enough people ask, 

This premium is truly an unbelievable bargain—four copper- 
finish long-handled measuring cups, four copper-finish long-handled 

measuring spoons, and three copper-finish racks to hang them on. 

It is a special factory run for us and we bought in huge 

quantity to get the price down. Three box tops from Kitchen-Klatter 
Kleaner and $1.00 sent to Kitchen-Klatter, Shenandoah, Ia., will 
bring you a set. 
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RECIPE OF THE MONTH 

Really Extra Delicious Pineapple 

Upside Down Cake 

Most of us who do much baking 
have made many an upside down cake, 
but I think it’s possible that a lot of 
women have done what I’ve done in 
recent years: grabbed a box of cake 
mix and let it go at that. We ended 
with a dessert. Straight from the oven 
it was passable, but anything left-over 
didn’t amount to much. The stark 
truth is that none of these cakes at 
any stage tasted like the wonderful 
old upside down cakes of bygone days. 

Several weeks ago I had unexpected 
company for Sunday night supper, and 
the odds and ends I could muster 
looked so feeble that I thought of 
bolstering the meal with a pineapple 
upside down cake. Automatically I 
reached up for a box of yellow cake 
mix kept for just such emergencies— 
and no cake mix. 

I stood there for a second figuring 
that we'd better fall back on ice 
cream, when all of a sudden it came 
to me that of course we could have 
the pineapple upside down cake—lI’d 
just start from scratch. I did. The 
cake was absolutely delicious. It went 
together fast. And from here on out 
I’m using this recipe every single time 
we want an upside down cake. The 
finished dessert towers head and 
shoulders above every upside down 
cake I’ve whipped up with a mix in 
recent years, and certainly is more 
than worth the little bit of extra work 
involved. 

Set oven at 350 degrees and while 
it is heating put in a square cake pan 
that contains 1/3 cup butter and 2/3 
cup of dark brown sugar. The butter 
and sugar will melt without burning 
or watching while you stir up the fol- 
lowing cake: 

1/3 cup vegetable shortening 
2/3 cup sugar 
2 eggs 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter lemon 

flavoring 
1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter orange 

flavoring 
1/3 cup pineapple juice 
1 1/2 cups all-purpose flour (not 

sifted first) 
1 1/2 tsp. baking powder 
1/2 tsp. salt 

Cream together the shortening and 
sugar. Beat in eggs. Add flavorings 
and pineapple juice. Sift together 
flour, baking powder and salt and add 
to first mixture. Batter will be fairly 
stiff. 
Remove pan from oven, stir together 

the butter and brown sugar and see 
that surface is evenly covered. Put 
contents of one small can of pineapple 
tidbits, well drained, over the brown 
sugar-butter mixture. Spread batter 
evenly over this and return to oven 
and bake for approximately 35 min- 
utes, or until a toothpick comes out 
clean. 
Turn cake out on to large plate. 

While still warm, cut into squares and 
serve with sweetened whipped cream 
to which 1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter 
vanilla has been added.
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LUCILE’S LETTER—Continued 
Esther Griswold’s homemaker’s pro- 
gram over KOMU-TV. When we first 
talked about the trip we thought that 
Juliana and Kristin would be with us, 
but it turned out that Kristin’s Junior- 
Senior Prom is on May 20th and no 
one could expect her to pass that up 

for a trip anyplace, 

As things now stand, Mother, Doro- 
thy, Margery and I expect to drive 
down together—the first time all four 
of us have ever gone anywhere to ap- 
pear on anything! I’d always said that 
I’d never get in front of TV cameras, 
but no one else seems to think any- 
thing about it and I decided that my 
notions were downright backwards. 
Mother and Dorothy have both been 
on TV, so this leaves just Margery and 
me as nervous first-timers. We haven’t 
figured out yet what we can do to feel 
as relaxed as we feel on the radio, so 
probably the best attitude to take 
about TV cameras is what I said about 
our garden: I guess you’ll just have to 
take us as you find us! Next month 
we can tell you about it. 

One thing out of the ordinary that 
I’ve done this past month was to 
entertain Mother’s Thursday club for 
a May morning breakfast. There had 
to be a change of date on this for 
nothing would have been left in bloom 
if we had waited and carried out the 
original schedule. One of the members 
was willing to change dates with her, 
and this way we could have the break- 
fast when everything looked perfectly 
beautiful in the garden. 

In case you’re planning a summer 
breakfast you might be interested in 
hearing what we served. Since every- 
one arrived at 9:30 we really had to 
stick to food associated with breakfast 
rather than getting off on to things 
that can be served for a brunch. 

A fruit cup was first—frozen pine- 
apple and raspberries with fresh 
strawberries and a dash of grenadine | 
poured over all of it. (Grenadine is a 
highly concentrated fruit syrup that 
tastes absolutely delicious with fruit. 
It’s non-alcoholic, of course, and should 
be available in any good-sized market. 
One bottle will last for at least a year 
if you only use it occasionally for a 

special touch.) 

Following this we had wonderful hot 
coffee rings that are homemade in 
Stanton, Ia. (a small town on the other 
side of Red Oak), spiced crab apples, 
scrambled eggs with slivers of ham, 
and quantities of coffee. It seemed to 
be a pretty good combination of food. 
And I might add that it gave Mother 
and me great pleasure to have Aunt 
Martha Eaton present. She spent a 
week with Mother and Dad while Aunt 
Jessie was in Des Moines, and we were 
so glad the Thursday Club breakfast 
took place during that week. 

I talked boldly last month about fly- 
ing the coop when I had my work 
rounded up, but what with this and 
that I managed just a short trip to 
Kansas City with Russell when he had 
some business to look after. However, 
we did get to spend some time at the 
magnificent William Rockhill Nelson 
Gallery, something I’ve wanted to do 
almost as long as I can remember. 

JUNE, 1960. 

Their collection of Chinese art is con- 
sidered one of the finest in the world 
(possibly it is the very finest) and we 
marveled at the beautiful things we 

saw. 

I think we’re all inclined to take 
everything in our home towns for 
granted (remember the prophet with- 
out honor in his own country?), but 
surely no resident of Kansas City 
takes that great Nelson Gallery for 
granted. It is a tremendous achieve- 
ment, and if I were in charge of any 
organization that plans tours of our 
country for travelers from other coun- 
tries I would surely put that Gallery 
down as an absolute MUST. Russell 
and I said that if we lived in or near 
Kansas City we could go to that Gal- 
lery once a week for the rest of our 
lives and still not absorb all that is 
there to be absorbed. (We were happy 
to see many school busses in the park- 
ing area on the afternoon we went 
there. How badly children need such 
an experience to help counteract the 
unhealthy influences in our jet age.) 
Before I close this letter (and the 

clock says I must hurry if we’re going 
to have a meatloaf done in time for 
supper), I’d like to tell you about one 
change in our house that has been 
made since you saw the floor plan of 
our kitchen and the photographs. 

Both the floor plan and photographs 
showed you that my desk and type- 
writer stood at the “study” end of our 
big kitchen. I gave up on this arrange- 
ment for several real good reasons and 
moved my desk and typewriter into 
my own room. I hadn’t allowed for the 
fact, when all the plans were first 
drawn, that for years and years I’ve 
typed facing a blank wall. I was ad- 
justed to being away from all outside 
distractions when I sat down to my 

- typewriter. 

Well, if you still have the floor plan 
and photographs you will note that I 
had a ringside seat with my desk at 
the end of the kitchen. I was aware of 
all the cars that went up and down our 
long hill, and I was equally aware of 
all the people who arrived at the front 
door since my desk faced windows 
that they had to pass by to get to 
that door. 

I wasn’t used to seeing so much ac- 
tivity and I found myself watching the 
street instead of keeping my mind on 
what I was writing. In addition to 
this, I found it downright distracting 
to have an automatic washing machine 
and dryer going through their cycles 
only a few feet from my desk! You’ve 
no idea how lively such appliances 
sound if you’re trying hard to concen- 

trate on typing that simply has to be 
done. 

After about six weeks of this I real- 
ized that I’d be able to keep my mind 
focused a little better if I left all the 
exciting activity, inside and outside, 
and just got back to a blank wall with 
windows overlooking a garden rather 
than a busy street. I wanted to explain 
this because quite a few people have 
been to see us and I’m sure they won- 
dered how to account for a table and 
chairs in an area where they KNEW 
they had seen a desk. Well, I just 
moved! 

(Continued on next page) 
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OCTAGONAL 
PLASTIC PLANTER 

$100 
Postage 

Prepaid 

Anybody can have a “green 
Thumb” with the new Octagonal 
Plastic Planter. Allows roots to 
breath and maintains even plant 
temperature. Leakproo f-Light- 
weight 6% in. high 8% in. top. 

SNOWY WHITE 
_ Can be painted with any water 
base paint to match your own 
decor. 

OPAL’S PRODUCTS 
Lake Mills, Ia. 

FILM. FINISHING ! 49 Jumbo Prints 6-8-12 Exp. 
per roll 

12 Exposure Rolls, 49¢, Jumbo 
prints. Guaranteed work, one 

day service. 

Hover Vee LINCOLN STUDIOS 80x13 

LEANNA’S PANSY QUILT 

So many people have wanted to 
make this beautiful pansy quilt 
that Mother and I figured out a 
way to manage the pattern and 
directions. If you would like to 
have these instructions, send 25¢ 
and a stamped, self-addressed en- 
velope to Dorothy Driftmier John- 
son, Lucas, Iowa. 

Lincoln, 

Dept. 101 
Nebr. 

[
-
-
-
-
-
-
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Korat 
one of the nation’s largest chain of 

department stores shows you how to 

SAVE UPTOY 75% on VITAMINS 
FREE 32 PAGE CATALOG OFFERS TREMENDOUS 

SAVINGS ON ALL YOUR VITAMIN REQUIREMENTS 
THE LABEL TELLS THE STORY... 
THIS IS A FACT! THE UNITED STATES GOV- 

ERNMENT sets the standards. All Vitamins must be 
labeled as to exact content — formula and strength. 
Therefore, regardless of manufacturer or brand name 
— the label tells the story. Compare Kor-Val, E. J. 
Korvette’s Own Brand, with any nationally advertised 
brand. Check the most beneficial Therapeutic Formu- 
las to Simple Vitamins — Then see how much you 
save. Get this Big, New 32 page book — chock full of 
vital information and money saving values. Why, its 
just like buying wholesale health for yourself and your 
loved ones. Kor-Val Products are dispensed by Reg- 
istered Pharmacists. 

TYPICAL VALUES: KOR-VAL COMPARABLE 
GERIATRIC FORMULA PRICE NATLY. ADV. 

(100 caps.) $3.49 

VITAMIN E—100 INT. UNITS 
(100 caps.) $2.69 

$7.11 

Don’t Delay. Rush your name and ad- 
dress right now for our Big New Free 32 
page Catalog of proven savings. Guar- 
anteed to save you money and deliver a 
superior product. It’s your health, so 
rush your name and address for this Free 
Catalog. All Kor-Val Vitamins are sold 
with a money back guarantee. 

E. J. Korvette Pharmacy Inc. (Vitamin Div.) ee 
14 East 46th Street, Dept. 10) 
New York 17, New York 

(J Please send me 32 Page Catalog FREE | 
(1) Send me KOR-VAL @ | 
NE ges i at ee es | 

Address 

a. oe Zone .... State.
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DON’T GET STUCK 

By 
Evelyn Witter 

If you are like most busy house- 
wives you find that pins, needles and 
tacks often take a painful toll from 
you. Here are some hints. You will 
not get stuck and will be able to locate 
needles quickly on your sewing box 
pin cushion by putting needles through 
the holes of a four-eyed button. The 
hat pins in your dresser drawer won’t 
be dangerous weapons if you glue a 
cork in the bottom of the drawer to 
hold them. And those thumb tacks in 
the kitchen cupboard drawer will be 
safer pushed into a cake of wax. They 
will be easier to find too. 

AN INTERESTING LETTER 
“Last year our church circle studied 

the problem of dwindling attendance 
and decided to see if a real lack of 
interest was the cause, or if many of 
the members simply didn’t have a way 
to get to the meetings. We set up a 
special committee to cope with this 
problem and discovered right away 
that it was lack of transportation and 
not lack of interest that kept so many 
people out of our activities. 
“This committee telephoned every 

single member before each meeting 
and offered to drive the member to 
and from the meeting. The results 
were amazing. We found that women 
we'd put down as ‘not interested’ were 
very interested indeed—somehow it 
was almost pathetic how eager every- 
one seemed to be when just a little 
attention was paid and it was made 
clear how much they were needed. 
We had a wonderfully useful and ac- 
tive year as a result of this commit- 
tee’s work, and we would urge all 
groups to think about our experience 
in relation to their own situations as 
the fall and winter activities be- 
gin.”—Iowa 

LUCILE’S LETTER—Concluded 
Let’s hope we have a good growing 

summer this year in our Midwest. 
People are still sort of fagged out from 
all the shoveling and scooping they 
did, and expenses through the winter 
ran so much higher than usual with 
big fuel bills—to say nothing of live- 
stock losses. We can’t actually do any- 
thing about these summer months that 
lie ahead, but we can all HOPE for 
the kind of weather that produces 
good crops. I read so many letters 
from people who are hanging on by an 
eyelash that I just can’t close my mind 
and be indifferent and blithely uncon- 
cerned about the kind of a summer 
we have. 
Anyway, if I don’t run this very 

second we’re not going to have a meat- 
loaf tonight, so I must say goodbye 
without a moment’s delay. 

I know you’re awfully busy too, but 
if you can get a letter started one of 
these days you may have a chance to 
add to it before it’s time to tackle 
strawberries! 

Faithfully yours... 

uch. 
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TATTING © 

Instructions for Petal Edge _ illus- 
trated. 
Make a R 6ds, p, 6ds, cl R. R.W. (Ch. 

6ds, p, 6ds, R.W. R. 6ds, join to p of 
first R, 6ds, cl R. R 6ds, p, 6ds, cl. R) 
two times. R.W. ch. 6ds, p, 6ds. R.W. 
R. 6ds, join to p of last R, 6ds, cl R. 
mW. ch. 6ds, p; 248, p, 2ds; p ods. 
R.W. R. 6ds, join in same p of next 
to last R made, 6ds, cl R. R.W. (ch. 
6ds, p, 6ds. R.W. R. 6ds, join in same 
p where last R was joined, making 
four R’s joined in the same p, 6ds, cl 
R. R. 6ds, join in p which joins the 
two R’s in the above group, 6ds, cl 
R) two times. Ch 6ds, p, 6ds. R.W. 
R 6ds, join in same p as preceding 
three R’s, 6ds, cl R. Now one point 
has been made. R.W. ch 6ds, smp, 6ds; 
Make second point same as first point 
joining to p of each ch of side of 

first point. Continue points to length 
desired. 

A PRAYER 

Let me do my work each day; and 
if the darkened hours of despair over- 
come me, may I not forget the 
strength that comforted me in the 
desolation of other times. May I still 
remember the bright hours that found 
me walking over the silent hills of my 
childhood, or dreaming on the margin 
of the quiet river, when a light glowed 
within me, and I promised my early 
God to have courage amid the tem- 
pests of the changing years. Spare me 
from bitterness and from the sharp 
passions of unguarded moments. May 
I not forget that poverty and riches 
are of the spirit. Though the world 
know me not, may my thoughts and 
actions be such as shall keep me 
friendly with myself. Lift my eyes 
from the earth, and let me not forget 
the uses of the stars. Forbid that I 
should judge others lest I condemn 
myself. Let me not follow the clamor 
of the world, but walk calmly in my 
path. Give me a few friends who will 
love me for what I am; and Keep ever 
burning before my vagrant steps the 
kindly light of hope. And though age 
and infirmity overtake me, and I come 
not within sight of the castle of my 
dreams, teach me still to be thankful 
for life, and for time’s olden memories 
that are good and sweet; and may the 

- evening’s twilight find me gentle still. 

JUNE, 1960 

PANCAKE REVEILLE 

By 

Rhea Giese 

Pancakes at 6:00 A. M. Somewhere 
a bright, newly-wedded wife is roman- 
tically stirring her first attempt. “Her 
first pancakes for him.” 
For a more seasoned and older rural 

wife like me, pancakes do not suggest 
romance. It puts me in a peevish mood 
when Sweet Husband issues a “let’s 
have pancakes in the morning.” It 
takes time to build a tower of these 
hot delicacies. Knowing I must arise 
30 minutes earlier, I go to bed with 
doldrums. However, this does nothing 
to relax my efforts when the early 
morning hour arrives. 
The alarm sets you in motion and 

reminds you with a flurry. Thin cakes 
of. batter, fried on a griddle, at the 
crack of dawn. Two eggs, 1 cup of 
milk, 1 cup of flour, stir nimbly and 
quickly. At 6:00 A. M., who can be 
nimble and quick? Only Jack. The 
crash of the eggs on the edge of the 
bowl, your blunder for being so noisy. 
Now the children are awake! You 
hear all the tuneless “good mornings” 
and turn a deaf ear. The pancakes 
must get on. 
Lean on the counter and linger over 

your thought of a morning in bed. 
This is a cunning husband who in- 
sists on pancakes and manages to get 
them at 6:00 A. M. The children de- 
cide to finish their homework from 
the night before. “How do you spell 
black?” “Just the opposite of white, 
honey,” you murmur absently with the 
banging of the bowl and the fry pan. 
Your longing for an oatmeal morning 
is greater now. One can jump out of 
bed quickly on oatmeal mornings and 
pack all the school lunches while good 
simple oatmeal is cooking. Better con- 
centrate on puffing these pancakes. 
Breakfast must be served. 
“M-O-T-H-E-R!” ‘“There’s no soap 

in the bathroom.” Cries of distress. 
Hurry to the rescue, faster, the fry 
pan is smoking. Master the situation. 
The pancakes must be fried. The one 
in authority has given his order to 
his domestic. 
Three pancakes at a time. One min- 

ute on each side. Daddy likes six, 
sometimes nine. Six minutes for dad’s. 
The kids like three a piece, maybe 
more. Allow six minutes for these too. 
You could eat three—if there’s any 
left. Deduct two minutes to fry and 
five minutes to demand the last three 
for yourself. Nineteen minutes and 
everyone sits down for breakfast. 
Your excited cry, “Pancakes are 

ready! Come and get ’em.” Your cru- 
sade must be clever. The zero-hour 
has arrived. 
“Hey, everybody! How about oat- 

meal tomorrow morning?” 

We face a humanity too precious to 
neglect; 

We know a remedy for the ills of the 
world too wonderful to withhold; 

We have a Christ too glorious to hide; 
We have an adventure too thrilling to 

miss. —George Howard 

Don’t save all your smiles for the 
parlor. Use a few in the kitchen. 

Salt your food with humor, pepper 
it with wit and sprinkle over it the 
charm of fellowship. Never poison it 
with the cares of life. 

Every minute you are angry you lose 
sixty seconds of happiness.
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“<1; ee MS 97 ittle Ads 
Tf you have something to sell try 
this ‘‘Little Ad’’ Department. Over 
150,000 people read this magazine 
every month, Rate 15¢ a word, pay- 
able in advance. When counting words 
count’ each initial in name and ad- 
dress. Rejection rights’ reserved. Note 

_ changes in deadlines very carefully. 
_ August ads due June 10. 
September ads due July 10. 
October ads due August 10. 

Send Ads To 

’ The Drift:nier Company 
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FUN By 19689 

APRONS—tatting trimmed. Crocheting. Tat- 
ting edges. Mamie Hammond, Shelbyville, . 
Missouri. 

NICE SIZE trimmed print half aprons, $1.00. 
Mrs. William Schwanz, Vail, Iowa. 

FOR SALE—stork shower favors, twenty 
cents each. Allow two weeks for delivery. 
Mrs. Charles Roth, Sterling, Kansas. 

BRONZED BABY SHOE MOUNTS plaster 
cast photo, bookends, single. Art Studio, 
Box 175, Albia, Iowa. 

V’LL PREPARE, weave attractive rugs, your 
materials $2.00 yd. You prepare, $1.25. 
Rowena Winters, Grimes, Iowa. 

NYLON KLEENEX HOLDER, pattern $1.00. 
Shenandoah, Iowa Unusual apron, pattern $2.00. Mrs. John 

wee 21 BIRTHDAY CARDS—$1.00. Bear, 2118 STONEGROUND CORNMEAL from open pol- Bat suet Oa wa ee 
linated organically grown yellow’. corn. , 
Write for free recipes and list of over 100 HOUSEPLANTS—10 different, rooted, $2.00 
Health Foods. BROWNVILLE MILLS, 
Brownville, Nebraska. 

HOW TO TRAP SPARROWS with “elevator” 
traps. Information every farmer should 
have. No. obligation. It’s free. Write. Spar- 
rowtraps 1012, Detroit Lakes, Minnesota. 

CASH FOR FEATHER BEDS. New and old 
feathers—goose or duck—wanted right now! 
For TOP PRICES and complete shipping 
instructions with free tags, mail small 
sample of your feathers in ordinary en- 
velope to: Northwestern Feather Co., Dept. 
E-6, 212 Scribner NW, Grand Rapids 4, 
Mich. (We return your ticking if desired.) 

FREE CATALOG, 
ment for CAKE DECORATING and. UN- 
USUAL BAKING. Ateco tubes and syr- 
inges, many outstanding instruction and 

recipe books, pans and molds to make your 
baking really different! A new customer 
writes, “I’m thrilled to death with your 
catalog—by far the most interesting Wish 
Book I’ve ever seen!’’. Baking’ makes perfect 
hobby or profitable home business, Maid of 
Seandinavia, 3245-KK Raleigh Ave., Minne- 
apolis, Minn. 

HIGHEST CASH FOR OLD GOLD, Jewelry, 
Gold Teeth, Watches, Diamonds, Silverware, 
Spectacles, FREE information. ROSE RE- 
FINERS, Heyworth Bidg., Chicago 2. 

BUY DIRECT FROM FACTORIES—Appli- 
ances, Cameras, Watches! Free details! 
Cam Company, 6810-KK 20th Ave., Brook- 
iyn 4,. Ny FZ. 

showing complete equip- . 

NAME-ADDRESS LABELS. SAMPLES free. 
Associated, Box 1441, Des Moines, Iowa. 

‘MAKE MONEY weaving rugs at home for 
neighbors on $89.50 Union Loom. Thousands 
doing it. Booklet free. Union Loom Works, 
Dept. 7, Boonville, N. Y. 

ELASTIC STOCKING WEARERS for good 
news write Goff’s, 1349 Morrison, Madison, 
Wisconsin. 

A RAINBOW OF LITTLE FLOWER CAN- 
DLES, pastel colors, to float in your love- 
liest arrangements for luncheons and din- 

ners. Order 1 doz. for the bridal shower 
you give and another doz. as a gift for the 
bride. Handmade. Sparkling tops. Assorted 
rainbow colors or 1 doz. of any color. No 
orders accepted for less than 1 doz. $1.00 
per doz., pp. Order from: Mrs. Doris 
Engdahl, 5016 North 48th Street, Omaha, 
Nebraska. 

WORK WANTED—embroider and piece quilts. 
Gladys Hamilton, Mill Grove, Missouri. 

WANTED—Old fashioned dolls or parts, any 
size or condition. Donna Mleynek, 5320 N 

_ Avenue, Omaha, Nebraska. 

NYLON FACIAL TISSUE HOLDER AND 
PATTERN $1.00 postpaid. Mrs. John 
Norris, Alton, Kansas. 

ALL OCCASION CARDS — 16 for $1.00. 
Blanche Dvorak, Plymouth, Iowa. 

ELEGANT—1%%” edged linen hankies, $1.15. 
R. Kiehl, 2917 Fourth N, W., Canton, Ohio. 

QUILT TOPS FOR SALE—drunkards path, 
fan, light and dark pathway, antique, 
bachelors puzzle, save all, dutch puzzle, 
$12.00 each. Mrs. Helena Loy, 5651 W 68rd 
Pl., Chicago 38, Illinois. 

LOVELY CROSS STITCH APRONS, $2.50. 
7 dish towels embroidered, $3.00. 7 Rose 
TV doily, your choice of color roses, $3.00. 
Crocheted chair sets, $5.00. Vanity dolls 
crocheted clothes, $3.00. Butterfly hankies, 
$1.00. Mrs. Paul Ledebuhr, Rt 1, hee sari 
Minnesota, 

plus 35¢ postage. Margaret Winkler, Rt 2, 
Hudsonville, Michigan. 

PRETTY cross stitch gingham aprons, star 
design, $3.00. Kathleen Yates, Queen City, 
Missouri. 

PHONICS, WORD MEANING, VOCABU- 
LARY BUILDING, in New MODERN 
READERS. Can teach your child to read 
better. Primer $2.70; First Reader $2.94; 
Second $3.20; Third $3.60; Fourth $3.90; 
Seventh $4.10. Workbooks each $1.14. FA- 
MOUS TEXTBOOKS, 1021 West 12th, 
Cedar Falls, Iowa., 

PRINT SUNBONNETS, $1.50 postpaid. State 
Color. Mrs. Andrew Mitchell, Atkins, Iowa. 

CROCHETED hairpin pillow slip edgings, 42” 
—$1.00 pair. All colors. Mrs. Edna _ Sut- 

terfield, Craig, Missouri. 

ATTRACTIVE—7 rose doily, 18” -— $1.00. 
Vadyne Allen, Box 654, Kirksville, Mis- 
souri. 

LOVELY pillow slips, crocheted lace all 

around, 2” to 8” wide, some have em- 
broidery, $5.00. Others have inserts on 
front $4.75,, 42” tubing, all are hem- 
stitched. 7 large embroidered dish towels, 
$4.50; 6 for $4.00. Mrs. Kenneth Campbell, 
Houston, Minnesota. 

NEW BRIDES NEED APRONS! Pretty 
chintz and percale $1.50 postpaid. Mar- 
garet Winkler, Rt 2, Hudsonville, Michigan. 

15 BEAUTIFUL LABELED IRIS, all differ- 
ent, $2.00. Mrs. Thomas, 306 North 10, 
Norfolk, Nebraska, 

Anno NO. K-3 TABLE a 
Tempered Masonite 
Plasticized Top 

Fo_p-Kinc 
FOLDING 

TABLE LINE 
Kitchen committees, social groups, 
attention! Direct - from - factory 
prices—discounts to 40%—terms. 
Churches, Schools, Clubs, Lodges 
and all organizations. Our new 
MONROE 1960 FOLD-KING 
FOLDING BANQUET TABLES 
are unmatched for quality, dura- 
bility, convenience and handsome 
appearance. New completely auto- 
matic lock on pedestals and legs. 

FRE BIG 1960 CATALOG 
LOW DIRECT PRICES 

Shows the full line of Monroe Fold-King 
folding tables, folding chairs, fable and 
chair trucks, platform-risers, portable room 
partitions, bulletin boards. Also lists prices, 
discounts, terms. Our 52nd year. 

THE MONROE COMPANY 

States a leading University. Why 
_ take chances! Catch and destroy 

_mess Places, ete. 

LNMNG 
ALL NEW 

51 Church Street, Colfax, lowa 
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5”Square-4” High ROACHES ."A”, POLIO 
these disease carrying pests by 

the hundreds, with Armstrongs 

New Sanitary Cockroach and 

Waterbug. Trap. Ne Dangerous 

Poisons to harm children and 

pets, no dirty mess to clean up. 

No cost for bait. All metal, 

will last for years. Used by 

Hospitals, Private Homes, Busi- 

Order today. 
ARMSTRONG MFG. CO., Dept. 4 

1305 Armour, Kansas City 9, Mo. 

ONLY $1.98 Ea. 
2 for $3.75 

4 for $7.00 

Worth their weight 

in gold. Will pay 

for themselves in 
one night. 

HARKEN! 
These are the days we meet our- 

selves coming and going! Just the 
idea of having a peaceful cup of 
coffee and resting for 30 minutes 
while we folks at Kitchen-Klatter 
visit with you seems pretty fan- 
tastic in the face of all that has 
to be done. 

But somehow work has a habit 
of waiting. And somehow we can 
get our second wind a little easier 
if we take a breather before the 
next big job is tackled. : 

So... pour yourself a cup of 
coffee and “set a little bit” while 
Kitchen-Klatter comes to you over 
the following stations: 

KWBG Boone, Ia., 1590 on your 
dial — 9:00 A.M. 

KFEQ St. Joseph, Mo., 680 on 
your dial — 9:00 A.M. 

KWOA Worthington, Minn., 730 
on your dial — 9:30 A.M. 

WJAG Norfolk, Nebr., 780 on 
your dial — 10:00 A.M. 

KCFI Cedar Falls, Ia., 1250 on 
your dial — 9:00 A.M. 

IMPORTANT 
On Monday, May 28rd, Worthington, 

Minnesota changed to Daylight Sav- 
ing Time. 

If you listen to Kitchen-Klatter 
over KWOA, Worthington and live in 
Iowa, South Dakota or Nebraska, 
you'll. miss out on our daily visits 
unless you turn on your radio at 8: 30 
every morning. 

In: any event, Monday, May 23rd 
marked the summer change and we 
surely hope you will keep this new 
time of 8:30 in mind until we're all 
back on Central Standard Time next 

- autumn. 

Last year we failed to mention 
this Time switching and a lot of 
people concluded that Kitchen-Klatter 
had disappeared forever! Goodness 
no! This year we are calling to your 
attention the fact that KWOA went 
on Daylight Saving Time, and if 
you'll mention it to your friends and 
relatives who’re puzzled about what- 
ever happened to Kitchen-Klatter, 
we'll appreciate it a lot. 

Some well meaning folk talk about 
the value of saving. That’s jaw-bone. 
Some wish they had saved or were 
saving. That’s wish-bone. Some few 
people resolve to begin now, and do 
it. That’s back-bone!
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This combination set of the very 
finest quality paring knife and 
spatula is an absolute necessity for | 
any woman who ever sets foot in- 
side a kitchen. 

Here are the facts: 

The Paring knife has a 3-inch 
self-sharpening blade that is 
GUARANTEED to stay sharp for 
two years. This is the kind of a 
paring knife every cook needs— 
and so few cooks have. The 3-inch 
handle is shaped exactly right to 
fit your hand. 

The Spatula is a real jewel—has 
a 54-inch blade with one edge 
Serrated to cut through anything 

without crumbling it. The handle, 
3 and 3/4 inches long, matches the 

handle of the paring knife—they 
both look like walnut. 

This is the ONLY spatula we’ve 
ever seen that is perfect for cut- 
ting into the first bar cookies, for 
getting up the first piece of pie or 
cake. The blade is sharp, narrow 
and has enough “give” to it to 
answer every problem you’ve ever 
had where other spatulas and pan- 
cake turners just won’t work. 

Both items are made by the 
famous Cattaraugus Cutlery Com- 
pany and carry their iron-clad 
guarantee. If you bought them 
“over the counter’ they’d cost 
much, much more. 

them to you for exactly $1.00 
PLUS 3 cap linings from any of 
our Kitchen-Klatter Flavorings. 
(Address orders to Kitchen-Klat- 

ter, Shenandoah, Iowa.) 

Everyone who respects fine 
quality kitchen equipment should 

order one set to keep and as many 
sets as possible for gifts. It’s a 
wonderful buy. 

JUNE, 1966 

TODAY’S the day to get things done! 
Tomorrow hasn’t yet begun 
And yesterday’s as obsolete 
As a buggy whip! If you’ve a neat 
Idea, today’s the day to think it 
Into something more than a mental 

trinket. | 
A. gift? Today’s the day to give it! 
Delight? Today’s the day to know it! 
Courage? Today’s the day to show it! 
The past is a page in a book we've 

read, 
Tomorrow a road that lies ahead. 
But today is ours from the first faint 

flush 7 
To the vesper song of the hermit 

thrush: , 
Ours to work and ours to sing in; 
Ours to do some brave new thing in; 
Ours to love and pray and give in — 
The only day we ever live in! 

Kitchen-Klatter Flavorings. 

just break even. 

Coconut 

Lemon 

Maple 
Almond 

Orange 

THERE ARE FLAVORINGS 

AND THEN THERE ARE 
KITCHEN-KLATTER FLAVORINGS! 

If you care how your cooking tastes (and frankly, we can’t imagine 
any woman who doesn’t care) you won’t settle for anything but our 

With a full collection of these unusual and delicious Flavorings 
on your kitchen shelf you’ll take a whole new lease on life when it 
comes to cooking. And you'll be saving money too. 

Remember: We offer one fine premium after another and they’re 
always big bargains because we never try to make a penny on them — 

If you send us your grocer’s name we'll start turning all the wheels 
that will get our Kitchen-Klatter Flavorings into his store for your con- 
venience. We hope you'll soon find all of these when you go shopping. 

Mint 
Vanilla (both 3 oz. and jumbo 8 oz.) 

If you can’t yet buy these at your store, send $1.40 for any 3 flavors, 
3 oz. bottles. (Jumbo Vanilla, $1.00) We pay the postage. 

KITCHEN-KLATTER 
Shenandoah, lowa 

Strawberry 
Burnt Sugar 
Black Walnut 
Cherry 
Banana 

We’re happy to be able to send 

LEANNA’S LETTER—Concluded 
the famous Ox-Yoke Inn, then at 1:30 
in the afternoon a reception was held 
at the Congregation church with the 
Iowa City Woman’s Club in charge 
of arrangements. 

I have kept careful notes on the dif- 
ferent events and in next month’s let- 
ter to you I will cover them in de- 
tail. 

I can’t conclude this letter without 
saying that my sister Martha is great- 
ly improved in health. She and Jes- 
sie came over to attend the annual 
violet and hobby show, and it was 
a joy to see them looking much better. 

I have run out of space, so next 
month I will have to fill in what 
couldn’t be managed in this letter. 

Affectionately yours, 

EOS, 

Faith says, “I can.” Doubt says, “You 
can’t.” 

Hope says, “T’ll try.” Hate says, “You 
shan’t.” 

Right says, “I will.” Fear says, “Run.” 
Love gives us strength. Truth says, 

“It’s done.” 

Minding the other fellow’s business 
is a sure cure for popularity. 

COVER PICTURE 

At an earlier date we mentioned 
the fact that we could get together 
only three combinations of Driftmier 
men for a three generation picture. 
This is one of the combinations: M. H. 
Driftmier of Shenandoah, Ia., his son, 
Donald Driftmier of Anderson, In- 
diana, and his grandson, Paul Drift- 
mier, also of Anderson.


