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Dear Friends: 

This past month has been a very 
busy and happy one for the Drift- 
miers. Mart’s health has improved, 
we've had a great deal of company, 
and the only wneasiness came with the 
weather. We missed the severe storms, 

although in nearby Clarinda, -where 
my sister Jessie lives, they were not 
so fortunate. Jessie’s granddaughter, 
Wendy Watkins, had just arrived from 
California to spend several weeks and 
you can imagine how surprising it 
was for her when five inches of rain 
fell within a very short period of time, 
accompanied by large hail and high 
winds, terrific thunder and lightning. 
It was the worst storm she had ever 
experienced. She’ll really have some- 
thing exciting to tell her three young- 
er sisters and brother when she re- 
turns home. 

Wendy is thirteen years old and a 
big help, enjoying cooking and work- 
ing with her grandmother in the gar- 
den. I’m sure she'll be sorely missed 
when she returns home. She came 
through on the train with a friend 
of her mother’s who was also coming 
to Iowa. Her trip called to mind one 
that my nephew, Frank Field, made 
when he was about that age, and 
went alone by train to California for 
a visit with his Grandfather and 
Grandmother Field. 

Southwest Iowa has prospects for 
wonderful crops this year. My hus- 
band, who has not been well the past 
few months, is now able to drive the 
car a little so once more we can take 
our favorite ride out past the nur- 
sery fields to our farm which is only 
two miles from town. The house is 
at the top of a hill and from the farm- 
yard we can look over the valley and 
see our town spread out below. This is 
particularly an impressive view in late 
evening when the lights are turned 
on, so we often wind up our little 
drive in that spot before heading 
home. 

We had a surprise visit from our 
youngest son, Donald, this past month. 
He had to make a business trip to 
Des Moines, so arranged his time in 
order to drive over to Shenandoah 
for a couple of days. His last visit was 
made when his father was in the hos- 

pital last December, so he could see 

a pronounced improvement in his 

health. Although his trip was brief, 

we had a good visit and Don had an 

opportunity to spend some time in 
Lucile’s and Howard’s homes. He was 
sorry to miss Oliver, Margery and 
Martin for they weren’t in town, but 
when business brings him to Iowa 
again, he’ll no doubt drive over this 

way and can see them another time. 

I had told you last month that we 
were expecting Philip, my brother 
Henry’s son, his wife and daughter 
sometime this summer and we weren’t 
disappointed. Philip has been in Ken- 
ya, Africa in government service and 
his report on their life there was very 
interesting. Nairobi, where they live, 
is the headquarters for big game 
hunters who come there to get out- 
fitted and organized for hunting trips. 
Last year Philip’s sister, Hope Powak, 
and her husband, Leo, visited them 
when they were on a world tour and 
one of the things they had been prom- 
ised was a hunting trip. In fact, they 
killed a lion! Philip and Marie had 
over a thousand colored slides of their 
foreign travels and they sorted over 
a collection from Korea, where they 
were stationed previously to this as- 
signment, and Africa to show us one 
evening. They are returning to Africa 
soon to be gone for another two or 
three years and their daughter, Billie 
Marie, will return to her college work 
in California. 

Henry’s daughter, Georgia Talbert, 
came from her home in Aurora, Mis- 
souri, while Philip and his family 
were here, so we had a nice visit 
with her, also. Georgia is a very busy 
person and isn’t able to come to Iowa 
frequently so there is always a great 
deal of catching-up to do when she is 
in town. She and our daughter Doro- 
thy were close companions when they 
were young and my! what a good 
time the two had reminiscing about 
their girlhood. 

Back in those days, Henry had 
some summer cabins at Manti, a few 
miles southwest of Shenandoah, where 
the family spent most of their week- 
ends. Dorothy often joined them as 
well as our sister Helen’s daughter 
Louise. Oh! the fun the girls had 
there. Now little remains of the origi- 
nal old Manti (which was once a 
small settlement of Mormons) except 

the old cemetery, but the Field girls - 

enjoy going out to search for famil- 

iar signs. When Henry’s daughter 

Ruth was here last summer, she was 

overjoyed to find some favorite little 
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haunts of her own—an old tree, a 

little path, etc. Although Manti has 
been preserved in the way of a nice 
park, it has changed considerably from 
what it used to be when the girls were © Py 
young and I’m certain they view it 
with mixed emotions. 

We are early risers and every morn- 
ing while it is still cool, I love to 
sweep the porch and front walks, in- 
specting the perennial border as I 
work my way down to the end of 
our property. The hardy Amaryllis 
are poking their noses through the 
ground—a little late, for Lucile and 
Russell have been enjoying theirs for 
some time. I like to break off the dead 

blooms from the hardy phlox before 
they go to seed for this assures some 
fall blooms which are very welcome 
when the garden would otherwise 
look bare. Another flower that I much 
appreciate in late summer is the lovely 
Hemmorcallis. The weather must 
have been just to their liking for 
their colors have been brilliant. I 
don’t Know how many different var- 
ieties I have, and I couldn’t begin 
to call them all by name,: but I have 
built up quite a collection over the 
years. ! , 

Vacation trips are happy memories 
for many of you and I know how 
thankful you are if your families ar- 
rived home safely. We hear of some 
happily-planned excursions ending in 
frightful tragedy! As you know, we 
had that kind of experience thirty-two — 
years ago when I was handicapped 
for life. In my case, I’ve been able, 
with God’s help, to carry on. You 
friends have made it possible for me 
to lead a very interesting and busy 
life, but all victims of car wrecks are 
not so fortunate. It is necessary@for 
our family to do a great deal of trav- 
eling and I thank God when they ar-_ 
rive home safely. 

My husband and I hope to be able 
to visit Wayne and his family in Den- 
ver early in October, but we have 
learned to make no definite plans— 
just take life as it comes. I believe 
that it is important to take each new 
day as it arrives. Perhaps this poem 
by Ivy D. Mengel, which is one of my 
favorites, expresses best how I think 
each day should be faced. 

To greet with eager 
day— 

To meet and make new friends along 
the way; 

To work, to play, to do wholeheartedly 
The little things which others ask of 
me; 

To smile, to sing, to strive for true 
sincerity—- 

This is my philosophy. 
To glory in the beauty that I see— 
A glowing sky, a starry night, a 

leafing tree, 
A garden gay with blossoms dancing 

free; 
A little house, someone to love, a 
sense of sweet security; 

A prayer of thanks to Thee, O God, 
who giveth this to me— 

This is my philosophy. 

interest each 

Sincerely, 
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FREDERICK REPORTS AN 
ADVENTUROUS SUMMER 

Dear Friends, ; 

The summer of 1962 will go down 
in our family history as the summer 
of the great discovery! We discovered 
the American Shakespeare Festival 
at Stratford-on-the-Housatonic. In ear- 
ly June my wife, Betty, was a guest 
of one of our church ladies _ for 
the opening night of Shakespeare’s 
“Henry IV Act I’ at the famous Strat- 
ford theatre. She returned with such a 
thrilling story it prompted me to get 
tickets for the entire family. On Dav- 
id’s twelfth birthday, we piled into 
the car and drove from our Rhode 
Island cottage in the woods down to 
Stratford to see “King Richard II’. 
What a joy that trip was! We are 
planning to go down once more before 
returning to Springfield. 

The first time I ever saw a pro- 
fessional company acting Shakespeare 
was in his hometown, Stratford-on- 
Avon in England. You can imagine 
how thrilled I was to learn that right 
here in America we have a Shake- 
speare theatre that excells the one in 
England. That is a fact! The next 
time you make a trip to Connecticut 
you simply must see it. 
The theatre is located at the mouth 

of the Housatonic River, just a few 

miles’ drive west of New Haven, in the 

little village of Stratford. It is built 
to resemble the old Elizabethan thea- 
tres where the plays of Shakespeare 
were first produced; the only differ- 
ence is in the comfortable seats and 
air conditioning installed here. 

It is doubtful if any theatre in the 
world has a lovelier setting. One can 
stroll about the lovely lawns and gar- 
dens right down to the water’s edge. 
Here, ocean-going yachts tie up to 
disembark theatre-going passengers. 
Terraces, flowers and flags complete 
the beautiful outdoor decor. There is 
a shaded area for picnicking and con- 
venient refreshment stands for those 
who do not care to bring their own 
food. Inside the handsome theatre is 
a superb collection of theatre art. 
It would be fun to visit this place 
even if one never got a seat for a 
play! 
The Stratford Shakespeare Theatre 

is no work of amateurs; it is a very 
professional institution. In its com- 
pany are such theatre greats as Helen 
Hayes, Maurice Evans, Richard Base- 
hart and Hal Holbrook. It is main- 
tained by the contributions of thou- 
sands of enthusiastic lovers of Shakes- 
peare as well as from the sale of 
tickets. No expense has been too great 
to make this cultural center one of the 
truly fine educational institutions on 
our eastern seaboard. When you make 
a trip to New England, plan now 
to stop off for an afternoon or evening 
at Stratford-on-the-Housatonic. There 
you will see Shakespeare’s plays ex- 
citingly and beautifully staged. 
Coming home from the theatre, we 

stopped at New Haven to give the 
children a tour of Yale University. 
I took them into the University chapel 
where I was ordained into the minis- 
try, showed them the libraries and 
the classrooms where I studied, and 
then took them to dinner at the club 

- -avhere« I-used to-eat.in my student. 
Po 
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When Frederick visited his parents in Shenandoah this past summer, he and his father (M. H. 
Driftmier) spent many happy hours sharing ideas and exchanging stories of past experiences. 

days. Because it was David’s birth- 
day, we let him celebrate with his 
favorite food raw clams on the half- 
shell and roast beef. 

We had one near-emergency on 
our’ hbirthday-theatrical expedition. 
Just as we were within a few feet of 
the turnpike entrance, I looked at 
the gasoline gauge and saw that it 
registered empty. Had we gone on 
the turnpike and run out of gas there, 
we might have been delayed for hours. 
As it was, we were able to fill the 
tank at a station in New Haven. Re- 
cently, several people have told me 
dreadful stories of being stalled on 
the turnpike for howrs before help 
came. When you have motor trouble 
on these modern super-highways, there 
is absolutely nothing you can do until 
a highway patrol car comes along! 

Some of you may have read in the 
newspapers about the sharks that 
molested Rhode Island this summer. 
One does not normally expect sharks 
to come in close to the New England 
shores, but during the past five years 
they have done so increasingly! We 
have had none of them near our favor- 
ite beach, but some friends of ours 
saw two enormous sharks practically 
at their front door. One man actually 
shot a shark with a rifle! 

Betty had a surprise one morning 
when she went out to hang up clothes. 
A beautiful red fox was trotting away 
from the house. How on earth that 
fox was able to get so close without 
our big dog being aware of it was a 
mystery! 

Our loveliest visitors this summer 
were the deer. We had Known there 
were several families of them around, 
but we did not expect them to come 
right up close to the house. The ra- 
coons, which used to live in the hollow 

tree and occasionally raided our gar- 

bage cans, have not been around since 

the advent of our old dog Fritz. 

Here I am, rambling along about 
our summer days in Rhode Island 
when I really ought to tell you about 
the trip to Nova Scotia. There is so 
much to tell about that high adven- 
ture, I simply cannot put it all in one 
letter. I promise to tell you much more 
next month. 

We took ten of our church young 
people as our guests for a week at 
Betty’s father’s hunting lodge near 
Yarmouth, Nova Scotia. They returned 
home and the following week we had 
eleven of the adult leaders from the 
church for a visit and planning ses- 
sion at the lodge. 

A few days before the young people 
started out, one of the girls broke 
her foot. This did not prevent her 
from making the trip, but it did limit 
her activities. Then, believe it or not, 
just a few days before the adult party 
started, one of the ladies broke her 
ankle. She made the trip on crutches 
and still was able to have a wonderful 

time. 

The biggest worry at Nova Scotia 
is the fear of broken bones. Young 
people play so hard it would be easy 
for one of them to fall while playing 
ball or hiking over the rocks and 
through the forests. How grateful we 
are that so far no one has had an 
accident on one of our trips. If the 
accidents have to happen it is better 
that they occur before we leave home! 

The biggest thrill the youngsters 
get on the Nova Scotia trip is the 
boat trip across the Bay of Fundy. 
After staying all night in Bar Harbor, 
Maine, we board The Bluenose, a big, 
Canadian, ocean-going ferry. The trip 
takes from eight in the morning until 
three in the afternoon. Knowing that 

. (Continued. on. page. 19) |
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LETTER FROM LUCILE 
Hello, Good Friends: 
This is the tail end of a _ perfect 

summer day, and a perfect summer 
day in southwestern Iowa isn’t exact- 
ly a commonplace. We’re so accus- 
tomed to soaring temperatures and 
terrific humidity in these parts that 
it’s a great treat when the thermome- 
ter only hits 78 and the atmosphere 
is dry and fresh. 

Incidentally, I never use the word 
“humidity” without remembering back 
to an August day in 1947 and some- 
thing that struck me as terribly funny. 
We were having some cement poured 
in our basement that summer, and 
the combination of heat and humidity 
during that period was absolutely 
awful. One of the workmen was an 
extraordinarily big and heavy man, 
and as he climbed up and down the 
basement steps a river of sweat pour- 
ed down his face. I noticed this as 
I went out to hang up clothes on the 
line and said sympathetically, “My, 
it’s terribly hot today isn’t it—a real 
dog day.” 
He stopped mopping his face and 

replied: “It isn’t the heat that’s got 
me—it’s the humi-DITTY.” 

I thought at first he was pronounc- 
ing it this way just to be funny, but 
he went on talking about our Iowa 
summers and referred constantly to 
the awful humi-DITTY, so I knew he 
was in dead earnest. Anyway to this 
very day I never see the word “humid- 
ity” without pronouncing it to myself: 
humi-DITTY. It sounds more humid 
that way, doesn’t it. 
This past month Russell and I took 

a little jaunt that was a real pleasure 
from beginning to end. Over a week- 
end we started out simply to “fool 
around” without any set destination 
or any schedule to be here or to be 
there at a given time. Most of our 
days are lived on such a split-second 
routine that it seemed like a king- 
size vacation simply to amble around 
from Saturday afternoon until Mon- 
day afternoon. 

It had been our intention to drive 
north and spend this little holiday 
in South Dakota, a state we have 
never yet set foot in, but the weather 
forecasts called for heavy rain in 
that area and we didn’t relish seeing 
South Dakota for the first time under 
grey skies. Our next idea was to drive 
across our own state and visit cousin 
Gretchen Fischer Harshbarger and 
her husband in Iowa City, but no one 
answered the phone when we called 
and we figured they might be out of 
town for the weekend. I don’t know 
how much it actually rained in east- 
ern South Dakota during the time we. 
had contemplated being there, but 
Iowa City had over eight inches in 
twenty-four hours, so it was a good 
thing we headed towards Missouri. 
Our first stop was Maryville and 

a tour of the college campus where 
Kristin is a student. I hadn’t been on 
that campus for almost thirty years, 
and everything had changed so much 
that about the only thing I recognized 
was the big administration building. 
I had no idea there were so many new 

_ buildings, and the large dormitories 
were particularly surprising. If all 
the state colleges in Missouri are 
doing this much building they are 

- been 
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certainly going to be prepared for 
the tidal wave of students who will 
be entering every September from 
this point on. 
At Maryville we turned east and 

drove towards Conception and Concep- 
tion Junction, a stretch that I’d been 
through once a good many years ago 
but that Russell had never seen. We 
could identify the great Benedictine 
monastery because there was a sign 
pointing towards it, but I wish some- 
one in that area would tell me what 
the very large building is a short dis- 
tance out of Conception Junction. At 
first we thought it was a school, but 
after slowing down for a careful look 
we decided that it might be a hos- 
pital. We wondered too about the 
brand new motel (obviously not yet 
open) right on the highway. These 
buildings are surprising to find tucked 
away in the countryside and I’d like to 
know about them. 
In Stanberry we stopped to have 

iced tea and were astounded at the 
size of the town square. I cannot recall 
any other Midwestern town with a 
square this large, and since it was 
a scorching hot day that expanse 
of heavily shadowed grass looked most 
inviting. 

It was in Stanberry too that we saw 
an old house that appealed to us so 
much we drove by it three or four 
times to study it carefully. I’ve no 
idea, of course, who lives in this 
house, but it stands on the highway 
(I believe it’s north and east of the 
business section) and is a wonderful 
example of what can be done with 
a house that probably was built be- 
fore 1900. It was painted a lovely soft 
shade of gray and the shutters were 
painted white. The wing at the north 
was in perfect balance with the main 
section of the house, and I think there 
were small wrought iron benches in a 
delicate shade of coral right by the 
front entrance. I could be mistaken 
about these benches, but I’m not mis- 
taken about the rest of the house! 
After we headed south from Stan- 

berry we were in a section we’d never 
seen before, and my! what beautiful 
country it is. As a matter of fact, all 
of the countryside we drove through 
in southwestern Iowa, northwestern 
Missouri, northeastern Kansas and 
southeastern Nebraska is comparable 
to a vast park this summer. There has 

enough rainfall to produce 
growth so rich and green that it looks 
like late May or early June; no place 
did we see even one scrap of land 
with the dry, parched look that we 
almost take for granted in early Aug- 
ust. I can never remember seeing our 
Midwest as beautiful as it is this sum- 
mer. And it is a beauty so subtle and 
gentle that it could never be des- 
cribed convincingly to anyone who 
hasn’t seen it before—or who has seen 
it only in the grip of severe drouth. 

It was about 6:00 o’clock when we 
ambled into Saint Joseph and one 
glance at the motels assured us we’d 
better be getting settled for the night. 
It’s a good thing we left the road then 
and there since we got the last unit in 
the last place where we made inquiry. 
It looked to us as if half the country 
had decided to spend that night in 
Saint Joseph! | ; 
Sunday morning we toyed with the ) 
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idea of driving on to Kansas City, 
but it was extremely hot and we sud- 
denly concluded that it would be much 
more pleasant simply to stay right 
in Saint Joseph and have a leisurely 
day exploring the city. That’s exactly 
what we did, and as a result we feel 
acquainted for the first time with 
one of the most interesting and charm- 
ing cities we’ve ever visited. We've 
driven along the edge of Saint Joseph 
on the Belt Highway at least a score 
of times and we’ve made _ business 
trips into the heart of the city a num- 
ber of times, but we’d never before 
had an opportunity to drive around 
leisurely and study things. As a result, 
we knew once again that you can’t get 
the faintest idea about a place from 
skirting along the edge on a busy 
highway, or from battling heavy week- 
day traffic in the business section. 
Sunday is the only time one has a 
genuine opportunity to look at every- 
thing carefully. 

Of all the things we saw in that 
interesting city we were most im- 
pressed with Krug park. This is an 
astounding park! It seems almost in- 
credible that any city in our country 
could devote so many, many acres 
to a park this vast and could main- 
tain it so beautifully. We’ve been in 
countless cities from coast to coast 
but never have we seen anything 
comparable to Krug park. I think 
we covered every inch of it in the 
half-day we devoted to it and we fin- 
ally left it towards sunset almost 
overwhelmed. Russell said as we drove 
away reluctantly: “I’d like to come 
back here every season of the year 
and spend a day or two studying the 
plantings. You could do this for a 

lifetime and still find something new 
and interesting.” 

So you see, Saint Joseph friends, 
we had a glorious time in your beauti- 
ful park and felt that we’d found a 
new gold mine of interest and pleasure 
such a _ short distance from home 
base. 
Oh yes, I wanted to be sure and 

mention the handsome church that 
took our eye—I believe it is the Ash- 
land Methodist church. This seemed 
to us a singularly successful building 
because it looked so inviting and rest- 
ful. We were under the impression 
that it had been built fairly recently, 
but it didn’t have the stark, rigid 
lines that characterize too many new © 
churches. It would be interesting to 
know how many sets of architect’s 
drawings were studied by the building 
committee before they made their 
decision. Well, it was a very happy 
decision. 
We spent Sunday night at the same 

motel, and then on Monday morning 
drove across the Missouri river into 
Kansas. At Wathena we admired the 
handsome Roman Catholic church, a 
fine example of an old church in a 
commanding location. (There was a 
car with Virginia license plates stand- 
ing in front of it and we wondered if 
possibly someone whose hobby is 
visiting old churches had noticed it 
from the highway and stopped by.) 
We covered every inch of Troy and 

decided we’d never visited any town ~ 
(New England included) with more — 

(Continued- on -page 18) i ies 
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COLORADO’S COLORFUL 
CONVENTION 

By 
Evelyn Birkby 

Any of you who have seen Colora- 
do’s beauties first-hand know how 
thrilled I was when I first learned 
that the 1962 convention of the Nat- 
ional Federation of Press Women was 
to be held in Denver. What’s more, 

opportunities were offered to take a 
tour to a number of very exciting 
places and lesser-known areas of 

that great state. 
Where can one start to report such 

a magnificent week? At the begin- 
ning? All right, at the beginning. 
The train which carried me from 

Iowa, through the state of Nebraska 
and into the plains and foothills of 
Colorado, traveled at night. It was 
a relaxing trip after a series of busy, 
busy weeks. (Who leaves a family 
and work without a long period of 
intense preparation?) Just as’- the 
rugged peaks of the Rocky Mountains 
came into view, I awakened suffi- 
ciently to walk back to a small buffet 
car for a welcome breakfast. My cor- 
dial companion for the meal was Mrs. 
Edna Woollums of Ottumwa, Iowa, a 
long-time Kitchen-Klatter friend. 
Denver greeted us with cool breezes, 

a warm sun and the open arms of 
friendship. 
The morning of the first day includ- 

ed the usual process of getting settled, 
registering for the meetings and tours, 
greeting old friends and getting ac- 
quainted with new. 
Soon after the noon lunch was over, 

we loaded into buses and chattered 
our way west of Denver and into the 
beloved mountains. My thoughts turn- 
ed to Ralph Moody’s books of his 
childhood, “Little Britches” and “Man 
of the Family”, for he grew up in the 
Mt. Morrison and Littleton areas 
through which the buses passed. 
The sun shone sparkling bright in 

Colorado’s clear, high atmosphere. The 
hills were green and speckled with 
a tremendous variety of wild flowers: 
yellow daisies, white poppies, tiny, 
blue gentian, purple thistles and tall, 
stately, ecru-hued yuccas. I told my 
seatmate from Colorado that yuccas 
grow along the Iowa bluffs which 
border the Missouri River. “You’re 
kidding!” she exclaimed. 

(I discovered, much to my dismay, 
that a surprising number of people 
from the far reaches of our country 
honestly think that Iowa is a flat, 
treeless area covered with one big 
corn field! Needless to say, I took ad- 
vantage of every opportunity to paint 
a true picture of Iowa and its varied 
topography and production.) 
The afternoon sightseeing tour in- 

cluded the Red Rocks and Lookout 
Mountain with Buffalo Bill’s grave 
and museum. How I longed for my 
three boys to share this wild-west at- 
mosphere. On we drove to a private 
mountain-side dining room, the Mt. 

- Vernon, for a delicious buffet dinner. 
The highlight of the evening for 

- me was a performance by the choral 
, group from the Peterson Air Force 
Base. My weary mind and fatigued 
bones began the needed task of re- 
siete as the rich tones of beautiful 
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Evelyn was chatting with Sue Mosier in the 

Colorado Governor’s mansion in Denver when 

this picture was snapped. 

and familiar songs were presented... 
We had an opportunity following the 
performance to visit with the boys 
and share a Dutch Lunch of cheeses, 
cold meats, pickles, potato chips and 
hot coffee. I went searching to see if 
any member of the vocal group came 
from Iowa, and sure enough, one of 
the boys was looking over the group 
with the same purpose in mind. He 
was Dick Cumpston, son of the R. H. 
Cumpstons of Fairfield, Iowa. Here I 
was, only one day removed from Iowa, 
delighted as could be to find someone 
from home! 

The following morning started on 
just the right note with the breakfast 
fruit—huge, red, juicy, Colorado straw- 
berries. Then began a round of work- 
shops, speeches and business meetings. 
Each session brought something of 
value; each discussion group pointed 
up new ideas; every occasion afforded 
an opportunity to make new friends 
from the far reaches of our great 
country—including Alaska! 

All of the speakers were excellent; 

-each brought his own emphasis in an 
inspiring message. I shall take the 
space to mention only one briefly, the 
talk given by Paul Friggens, staff 
writer for the Reader’s Digest. His 
philosophy was a pertinent one for us 
all. Live on wonder, said Mr. Friggens. 
Wonder about people, places and 
things. Develop a curiosity about 
everything and everybody. Opportuni- 
ties are all about us if we but have 
the eyes to see. Keep a child-like 
appetite for whatever is next. When 
wonder dies we are old! 

Mr. Friggens concluded with a true 
story, one which has been written 
up in the Reader’s Digest, about a 
little immigrant woman in Chicago. 
She was uneducated herself, but raised 
a family of college graduates—nine 
children in all. “How did you do it?” 
she was asked. This wonderful mo- 
ther summed up her philosophy of 
child-raising with the following: ‘‘Take 
them to church every Sunday. Don’t 

jet them get sassy. See that age ve 
home Boe. report cards.” 

er 
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Our second afternoon was highlight- 
ed with a visit to the home of the 
Governor of the State of Colorado. 
The house—an elaborate, historic, 

gold-mining-era mansion—has only re- 
cently been presented to the state and 
made into the governor’s home. 
Mrs. Stephen McNickols, the ex- 

tremely attractive and _ graciously 
charming young wife of the governor, 
greeted us at the door. We were 
then free to roam through the wide 
hallways, enjoy the thickly carpeted 
and richly decorated living room and 
library. The shining crystal chand- 
eliers, an old ship’s desk, a beautiful- 

ly-fashioned, antique, model sailing 

ship and the interesting pictures on 
the walls attracted my attention. Tea 
was served in the formal dining room; 
then most of us took our plates out 
to the magnificent solarium. 
This extraordinary “sunroom” was 

decorated in white: white marble 
floors, white davenports, white rugs, 
a fountain gushing clear water into 
a white, sunken, marble basin, huge 
marble jardinieres holding towering 
green plants. A great expanse of win- 
dows brought the whole outdoors into 
this exceptional room. 
Here, over a welcome cup of coffee, 

I met again a dear friend, Sue Mosier, 
who is Director of Women’s Programs 
over KFKA radio in Greeley, Colorado. 
Quickly we talked about the respec- 
tive radio programs with which we 
work, quickly the photographer took 
our picture in front of one of the tall 
green plants of the sunroom, and al- 
most as quickly, Sue was gone to re- 
turn to her duties at the station. It 
was fun to meet her, though briefly, 
in such a delightful setting. 

I had a short visit with Mrs. Mc- 
Nickols and asked her how she felt 
in bringing five small children into 
this tremendous mansion, ‘‘We have 
private rooms upstairs and a play yard 
for the children outdoors. But you 
would be surprised how careful they 
are when they are here on the first 
floor. They realize and appreciate the 
beauty and fragility of the different 
items in these rooms and respect them 

without the need for discipline.” 
The days spent in Denver were 

packed with inspiration. The final 
evening brought the Awards Banquet, 
when contest winners for the entire 
United States were announced. We in 
Iowa were so proud of Vera Williams, 
of Dubuque, who won first place in 
the newspaper column division, a most 
noteworthy achievement, for it is one 
of the most heavily entered sections. 
Her name is one to remember; it is 
my guess we will hear it again. 
Saturday morning found us thrilled 

and ready for a tremendously exciting 
journey. Three big buses, loaded with 
our conference delegates, headed 
south from Denver and followed the 
highway parallel to the rugged peaks 
of the Rocky Mountains. We finally 
turned west, drove up winding roads, 
and drew closer, closer to a group 

' of stark white, modern buildings nest- 
led at the foot of the peaks—the home 
of the United States Air Academy. 
A briefing was given to us by a most 
able airman which gave us an excep- 
tionally fine over-view of the educa- 
tional curriculum and the quality of 

(Continued on page 17)
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PAUL AND HIS SISTERS TAKE AN 
EXCITING TRIP 

Dear Friends: 
Now that our family has returne 

from our vacation trip, life has set- 
tled down to a schedule of quiet liv- 
ing. The automobile ride from my 
mother’s home in Anderson, Indiana, 
to our house in Hales Corners, Wis- 
consin, was a very safe one, I am hap- 
py to report. We always have the 
car loaded; no matter how carefully 
the trunk is packed, there are always 
things to go inside the car. As a re- 
sult, after seven hours of sitting with 
my legs wrapped around lunch baskets 
and dolls and books, I feel as though 
we're traveling in one of those com- 
pact, foreign, sports cars rather than 
a large, four-door automobile. 

If the day ever arrives when we 
decide to see the United States by 
car, I hope we can have a station 
wagon or a large limousine so I can 
put lots of space between my ears 
and Paul’s mouth! He chooses to ride 
just as close to me as possible; since 
we won’t permit the children in the 
front seat, he hunches over my should- 

er from the back. Whenever he sees 
something noteworthy, he hollers with 

exuberance. As a result, I arrive at the 
end of a journey nearly deaf. I don’t 
know what it is about small boys, but 

so many of them seem to have a 
speaking voice several degrees louder 
than any normal person requires. 
Two of the items which helped fill 

the trunk of the car to the breaking 
point were a folding laundry cart and 
a valet upon which to hang freshly- 
ironed clothes. We had accumu'ated 
sufficient trading stamps to obtain 
these two pieces of laundry equipment. 
I got them at Anderson because the 
redeeming center was conveniently 
located. I wanted them very much, 

for I now have my first outside lines 
for clothes-drying. I had forgotten 
how sweet clothes smell that have 
dried outside in the sunshine and 
fresh air. Don put in an umbrella- 
type of clothesline on the new patio. 
It gives me a wonderful reason to be 
outdoors a little extra bit. This clothes- 
line is the kind that can be pulled out 
of its mooring and put away in the 
basement for storage between wash- 
ings so the patio doesn’t look like 
a laundry area one hundred percent 
of the time! 
We are all enjoying out patio to 

the ultimate degree. We act as though 
we've never had a porch before! It 
is the first smooth, hard play area 
the children have had on our own 
property. Roller skates, tricycles, scat . 
car and wagon are all being put to 
good use on it. I didn’t realize how 
much available space we were going 
to have (although I imagine Don 
knew how big it was after many hours 
on his hands and Knees laying the - 
concrete forms). We’ve brought out 
our dear old porch swing, several 
canvas chairs and a small table. It is 
really an area of which to be proud. 
Donald has been away on a trip 

this week. This is a particularly long 
stay away from home for him, so I’ve 
tried to keep the children busy with 
little daytime projects. Poor Paul must 
get pretty fed-up living with all fe- 

_ males; about the second day after 
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Our “cover girl” again, but this time you see more of Elmwood Elementary School. Mary 
Beth and Donald think Katharine is very fortunate to attend such an excellent school. 

his Daddy left he started in with the 
“When-will-Daddy-be-home” routine. 

One day this week I bundled the 
little ones into the car and we drove 
the ten miles to the Milwaukee County 
Zoo. Adrienne had not gone since she 
was under her own horsepower and 
about halfway through the morning 
she decided she would like to be car- 
ried. Needless to say, the next time 
TI’ll drag the stroller along! 

Hours spent at the zoo are my idea 
of great fun and I could sit and en- 
joy the animals for considerably 
longer than the children. The number 
of times I visited a zoo as a child 
could be counted on one hand. I have 
a sneaking hunch there are many 
other adults who feel the same way 
about zoos. The day we attended 
there were nearly two adults to every 
child present. It was difficult for the 
children to find their way near the 
front of the cages because of the 
crowds of grownups 

The final bit of excitement for us 
this week was a trip to an honest-to- 
goodness farm! Each year our dairy, 
the Golden Guernsey Dairy, sets aside 
a special day when they have a party 
for their customers’ children. When 
a family begins using their milk, the 
children automatically become Golden 
G. Ranchers, which entitles them to 
a large bottle of chocolate milk on 
their birthday and the privilege of 
participating in the party. 

This year the dairy made arrange- 
ments for us to tour an entire farm 
(Illingdale’s, near Waukesah, Wiscon- 
sin). This proved a truly educational 
tool to teach the youngsters where the 
milk comes from and how it is proces- 
sed. 

We drove out to the farm in our 
car. Here we found a number of off- 
duty. delivery men waiting to serve as 
guides. They directed us to park the 
car in a meadow far away from the 
farm buildings. Then they brought up 
a flat-bed wagon pulled by an enor- 
mous tractor. We climbed aboard the 
wagon and rode up to the barn area. 
I really thought little Paul would 
break into a million pieces when we 

got that close to the tractor! It was 
the first time he had been near enough 
to a real “live” tractor to satisfy him. 
He would have been happy to ride on 
that wagon the whole day! The other 
activities were really an anticlimax 
for him, but I’m sure he enjoyed the 
other parts, too. 
In the hayloft we were shown a 

movie about cows and other animals. 
The fragrance from the hay was like 
a heady perfume. From there we went 
to the pastures and saw a two-day-old 
Appaloosa colt, its mother and twelve 
other horses. In the cattle barn the 
children saw several of the herd of 
Brown Swiss cattle. A cow was milked 
while they watched, fascinated. An 
animal exhibit for the children in- 
cluded a baby deer, Shropshire sheep 
with twin lambs, a mother Yorkshire 
pig and her four-week-old litter of 
eleven, a Guernsey cow and calf and 
an exhibit of different types of fowl 
from this area. Everyone trooped 
through the milkhouse and had a 
top-to-bottom tour of the entire farm- 
yard. 
After our return trip by tractor- 

wagon to the meadow parking area, 
we were treated to all the free milk 
and ice cream we could want. It was 
certainly a day to remember for the 
children—and for the hundreds of 
mothers who accompanied the myriads 
of small ones who attended. 
The last time I visited a farm I 

was a mighty little girl. The nostalgia 
of that farm was so great, I was 
determined nothing would do but that 
I was someday going to be a farm 
girl forever and ever! I can still taste 
the ice-cold water we pumped up from 
that country well into a common tin 
cup which hung beside it. This is the 
one thing my children did not get to 
do on their day at the farm. 
The youngsters are beginning to 

rouse from their naps; they’ve man- 
aged to just about sleep away the 
afternoon. So, I'll say goodbye for this 
month. 

Sincerely,
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WHEN YOU ARE MADAM 

CHAIRMAN 3 

By 
Maxine Sickels 

“Madam Chairman.” 
“Mrs. Member.” 
“How are you?” 
Not a very parliamentary opening, 

but to the point. How are you—as a 
presiding officer? 
Every woman, from Mrs. White 

presiding over her neighborhood club 
to Mrs. Osbirn presiding over the 
General Federated Women’s Clubs of 
America, wants to be the best possible 
chairman. 

What are the characteristics of a 
good chairman? 
The first quality needed is fairness. 

It is true that the majority rules in 
most meetings, but the minority must 
also be heard. It is permissible to ask 
for anyone’s opinion on the subject 
under discussion. Many times, those 
who talk the least think the best. In 
all fairness, see that people on all 
sides of a question have had a chance 
to be heard. 

Cultivate a sense of poise. You may 
have shivers in your stomach and 
doubts in your mind but you don’t 
have to show them. Don’t fuss with 
your hair, or your jewelry, or your 
dress, or your papers. Try to keep your 
hands relaxed and quiet in your lap. 
If they are shaking, sit on them! It 
isn’t necessary to smile, ( a nervous 
smile can easily become a strained 
grimace), but do try to look pieasant! 
There is an old saying, “Act as if, 

and later you will be.’ This is the 
time to act as if you are at ease with 
your office, and later you will be. 
Add the saving grace of humor—it 

is the best oil tor soothing troubled 
arguments! 
Your tools, of course, are the formal 

rules used for conducting meetings. 
The degree of formality depends upon 
many things. If there is a traditional 
form for your meetings, use it. Every- 
one is used to the pattern and it will 
smooth the path for you, as chairman. 
As a rule of thumb, the larger the 

group the more need for formal rules. 
This will help you assure everyone 
of a fair hearing. A smaller crowd 
can adjust and enjoy the give-and-take 
of informality, for here you are aware 
of everyone in the room and the mood 
can be more relaxed. 

If there are strong feelings on a 
subject under discussion and argu- 
ments tend to get out of hand, do 
stick closely to the rules no matter 

how small a group you may have. This 
gives the chairman more control over 
the exchange of ideas and may keep 
feelings from becoming ruffled. The 
chairman should take no part in argu- 
ments. Her impartiality assures the 
fairness which is so vital. 

If you have any doubts as to your 
knowledge of the formal rules for con- 
ducting a meeting, do turn to your 
local library. Excellent books are 
available on the subject. Observe 
other presiding officers and take notes 
on what is best to do—and what not 
to do! 

_ Be sure to acquaint yourself thor- 
oughly with any laws and by-laws 
_ your group may have. 
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One final word: be sure everyone 
present understands what is being 
discussed and knows, before a vote is 
taken, exactly what the motion is! 
This simple precaution can save many 
an upheaval, hurt feelings and con- 
fusion. 
Have confidence in yourself, and, 

with fairness, knowledge, poise and 
humor, you'll do just fine! 

ROLL CALL RESCUE 

By 
Enid Ehler 

With the coming of fall, programs 
are being planned.for the new club 
year. In many cases individuals or 
committees are assigned the task of 
arranging roll call for the meetings. 
Some clubs assign each member one 

general topic, such as world affairs, 
poems, etc., and she keeps the topic 
for the entire year, bringing something 
different on the subject to each meet- 
ing. Other clubs simply state in their 
yearbook the subject of eaca monthly 
roll call and very member brings 
something pertaining to the subject 
given. With a bit of planning on the 
part of the members, a roll call may 
frequently develop into interesting 
discussions, worthwhile statements, 
bits of inspiration and happy memo- 
ries. 

Here is a list of roll calls which may 
provide an idea or two for your club. 

1. Favorites are always fun. Tney 
are bound to bring up new thoughts 
and old recollections. My favorite: 
method of making pin money, way to 
relax, houseplant and how I acquired 
it, song, hobby, flower, movie star, 
television program, pastime, color, 
sport, food, artist, painting, composer, 
book or author. 

2. Unusual roll calls provide mem- 
bers opportunities to learn about ex- 
ceptional things. Tell about the most 
unusual: houseplant ever seen, maga- 

zine read, dish eaten, person met, trip 
taken, story or book read. 

3. Hxchanges promote friendships 
and soon your flower bed may contain 
Mary’s peonies and your recipe book 
may feature a favorite shortcake from 
Lois. Exchange: recipes, flowers, 
white elephants, books, magazines and 
children’s toys. 

4. Different recipes are always ap- 

preciated and could lead to a club 
cookbook project. This is my favorite 
recipe for: jelly, cookie jar filler, 
bread or rolls, emergency meal, cas- 
serole dish, using more milk (or eggs, 
or lard), homemade pie, or outdoor 
cooking. 

5). Hints are always useful. Give your 
best hint on: gardening, freezing food, 
getting children to help around the 
house, keeping children busy on rainy 
days, laundry, or caring for house- 
*plants. 

6. Holidays and special occassions 
mean special subjects for roll call. 
Give: the name of a Christmas carol, 
its composer and a bit of its back- 
ground, a report on a favorite Christ- 
mas tradition, a special birthday party, 

a holiday menu, the way Thanksgiving 
is celebrated, a clever decoration for 
a gift package, the way Mother’s and 
Father’s Days can be made special, 
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or a New Year’s resolution. 
7. Good discussion topics are enter- 

taining and can be educational. Tell 
about: a safety hazard I have correct- 
ed, a poem I have always remembered, 
a song my mother taught me, my pet 
peeve, the first food I ever canned, 
the question I am asked most, the 
most embarrassing moment of my 
life, my family tree, or my greatest 
ambition was (is). 
And if not one of these ideas seems 

to suit your group, ask each person 
to bring her baby picture or wedding 
picture for a truly hilarious, special 
roll call. 
Many of these ideas can be changed 

to suit a particular club’s interest. 
Some of the ideas will even be start- 
ing points for talks, demonstrations, 
exhibits and projects beyond their 
initial purpose as a /roll-call-rescue. 

GOING TO SCHOOL 
By 

Helen Harrington 

Remember, years ago, when you 
went to school? You rode your bicycie, 

maybe, or you walked along the rail- 

road track, or cut through the park, 
stopping for a moment to sit in the 
swings and watch the other children 
assemble at the school’s side door. 

Or, perhaps, you went to country 
school. You walked across the fields 

and they were yellow and brown with 
September, with goldenrod along fen- 
ces, and Spanish nettles which stuck 
to your cotton stockings. 

You carried a lunch box. Perhaps it 
was efficiently new-fashioned with a 
swing-back top and its own small 
thermos; perhaps it was colorful in 
yellow paint covered with designs of 
red roosters; or possibly, it was a 
round, shiny, tin pail, with a lid, that 
you could lug along while also carry- 
ing a bat, a ball and a catcher’s mitt. 

Whatever shape it was, doubtless it 
contained a few of the following: lit- 
tle jars of potato salad, baked beans 
or peaches; sandwiches wrapped in 
waxed paper exuding grape jelly, pea- 
nut butter or home-cured pork; a 
bunch of Concord grapes or a large 
apple that Mother had polished to a 
mirror-like shine. 

Coming home you took a leisurely 
way, taking time to watch ants work- 
ing their hill, a fox vanishing in the 
brush, or to make a doll from an ear 

of corn. You climbed a stile, sat on 
top of it, above the fence and the 
swaying grasses. You combed out the 
yellow or red silks of corn to make 
fluffy hair for the doll, turned back 
the green tips of the cornhusks to 
make a petaled collar. Such a lovely 
doll she was! 
Things are different now. The yeliow 

buses are everywhere: on the high- 
ways, turning down the byways. Long, 
solitary thought over leaves, hawks, 

crows and squirrels has given way, 
for the children, to riding through 

panoramas of houses _ silhouetted 
against dawn or sunset, to a round 
of songs on trips to and from foot- 
ball games and band contests. Yet the 
faces are still eager and interested 
and young. 
In every age, the heart makes its 

own wonder!
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MARGERY REFLECTS ON SUMMER 
ACTIVITIES 

Dear Friends: 

On such a summery day .as this, 
it just doesn’t seem possible that Sep- 
tember and school are almost upon 
us. These past months have been so 
different from those of previous sum- 
mers that they bear some explanation. 

In the first place, I felt as if I had 
already had a vacation when I took 
the little trip down into Missouri and 
Arkansas earlier in the season. Actu- 
ally, it was more of a reporting trip 
than a vacation, although any time 
I leave home for several days, I feel 
as if Im having a vacation even 
though work is involved enroute. 
Thank you so much for your letters 
of appreciation for my efforts in re- 
porting the detailed account of my 
visit to Laura Ingalls Wilder’s home in 
Mansfield, Missouri, and the histori- 
cal points of interest in Arkansas. I 
feel very strongly about keeping our 
American history alive for our child- 
ren’s sake, and if I’ve helped in any 
way in that direction, ’m grateful. 
The change that made the biggest 

difference in our lives is that Oliver 
has been attending Drake University 
this summer, taking some courses in 
the graduate school in Guidance and 
Counseling. This will be very benefi- 
cial in his work with the state employ- 
ment service in years to come. He 
finds it very fascinating study, always 
expressing great enthusiasm for it 
when he comes home from Des Moines 
on occasional weekends. 
With Oliver gone, Martin is feeling 

quite “the man of the house’. Where 
he has always worked along side of 
Oliver in the yard, he has now had 
to take a real hold by himself. Cutting 
the grass was a relatively easy pro- 
cedure, but pulling weeds was another 
story. He was overjoyed when Oliver 
would turn up for the weekend and 
lena a hand at the weeding. 
And even sleeping ears were tuned 

in on his sense of responsibility, for 
one night a terrific rainstorm came up 
rather suddenly and I awakened to 
hear Martin scurrying around to close 
windows, pull out appliance cords 
when lightning struck close by, and 
in general, really taking charge of the 
situation. Believe me, this had never 
happened before in my recollection! 
Boys of fifteen are not easily aroused 
by anything once they fall asleep. 

I had mentioned in a previous let- 
ter that Shenandoah citizens rallied 
to assist in the expense of installing 
tennis courts. Although there was 
some delay in their completion and 
most of the lessons had to be held in 
the school gym or some other make- 
shift arrangement, the youngsters 
in the several classes gained a great 
deal from their instruction. Martin 
and one of his closest companions 
were in the same class which met 
every Monday and Wednesday after- 
noon, and they spent as much leisure 
time practicing as possible. Swimming 
was slighted somewhat with their 
enthusiasm for the new sport. (I 
grant you that one reason very likely 
was the fact that tennis was closer 
at hand than the swimming pool, 

which is about 1 1/2 miles from our 
home. In a town the size of Shenan- 
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Kristin Johnson and Martin Strom, beside a 
historical marker at Colter Bay. The beautiful 
Grand Tetons are in the background. 

doah, I don’t believe that parents 
should taxi children around when they 
can manage under their own power! 
At times there are arguments on this 
subject, but I’ve not given in too 
often!) 

When the article on the Black Hills, 
which appeared in the August issue 
of the magazine, first came in the 
mail, Martin and I read it with inter- 
est and decided that it would be a 
nice place to go on our vacation, 
being not too great a distance from 
home. We talked it over with Oliver 
when he came home one weekend 
and he agreed that we could manage 
it without him. Then, when it worked 
out that I could be gone a little longer 
period of time, 
Kristin, my sister Dorothy’s daughter, 
to go with us and stretch the trip out 
to include Yellowstone National Park 
and the Jackson Hole country. Doro- . 
thy and Frank were more than willing 
to look after Kristin’s “baby pig pro- 
ject”, so we began making our plans 
in earnest. 

The route we took to the Black 
Hills varied from Mrs. Woodling’s, 

- as reported in her article, for we went 
via Sioux City, Gavin’s Point Dam at 
Yankton, Mitchell (where we saw the 
Corn Palace) and the Badlands. We 
saw practically everything mentioned 
in the Black Hills article, and left 
via Spearfish Canyon, a magnificent 
drive which impressed us very much. 
Driving northwest, we crossed the 
Wyoming border and into some of 
the most magnificent country I’ve ever 
seen. We stopped to see Devil’s Tower 
and then arrived at the Big Horn 
Mountains. We stayed over night at 
Sheridan before crossing the mountain 
range the next day. This was my first 
experience at mountain-driving and 
I’ll confess that I wished passionately 
that Oliver was at the wheel of the 
car when we started out! However, 
the drive was much easier than I had 
anticipated and it wasn’t long before 
I relaxed and enjoyed the scenery. 

Once over the Big Horns, the count- 
ry was excitingly different—a feeling 
the three of us shared. I don’t know 
just what we thought this section of 

we decided to ask - 
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Wyoming would look like, but it was 
far more beautiful than we had ex- 
pected it to be. The view from each 
rise in elevation was breathtaking. 
We lunched in Cody, Wyoming, 

visited the Buffalo Bill Museum, and 
then took the Buffalo Bill Highway 
to the eastern gate of Yellowstone. 
This is probably the most scenic 
entrance to the park. We passed the 
Buffalo Bill Dam, the Reservoir, and 
looking to the west we had a magni- 
ficent view of the Tetons, many, many 
miles away in the distance. The Tetons 
were snow-capped and as stately ma- 
jestic as any mountain range in the 
country. 

Since we had previously made re- 
servations at Canyon Village in the 
center of the park, we could take our 
time, stopping to see the Mud Pots, 
numerous falls, the Grand Canyon 
of the Yellowstone River, and BEARS, 
BEARS, BEARS! As a matter of fact, 

bears cause some major traffic jams 
in the park. We heeded all regulations 
and stayed in our car with the win- 
dows rolled up and snapped our pic- 
tures from inside. It is very sad, in- 

deed, to report that countless visitors 
ignored all rules, many leaving their © 
cars WITH SMALL CHILDREN AT 
THEIR SIDES, using such lack of 
judgment that my blood ran cold! 
This might be the time to mention 

that we were fortunate to see a lot of 
wildlife in the park. At first, we 
thought that surely all we would see 
would be bears, but the next day, 
as we were making our big swing 
around the park to see Mammoth Hot 
Springs, the geyser basins and Old 
Faithful, we were fortunate to see 
elk, moose and deer. The elk and 

moose were at some distance—just 
barely recognizable—but the deer we 
saw at close range. Two enormous 
ones were right along the highway 
feeding, anxious to cross the road but 
frightened of the few cars that had 
stopped. Kristin said that one was 
so close she could almost reach out 
and touch him and, indeed, he was. 
I haven’t had an opportunity to see 
Kristin’s pictures as yet, but I’m cer- 
tain that she got the best ones of all. 
the animals we saw that day for she 
was in the front seat while Martin 
was in the back, and the steering 
wheel had me so penned-in that I 
couldn’t function my camera with 
ease. You can be sure that I’d never 

have left my position in the car for 
a better shot! 
Leaving the park early the next 

morning, we headed south for the 
Tetons. Some of you will recall that 
Juliana spent some time on a ranch 
in the Jackson Hole country a few 
years ago. She had given us some 
advice which proved enormously help- 
ful. We stopped to see Colter Bay 
which was gorgeous with its back- 
ground of enormous’ snow-capped 
mountains. The drive around Jenny 
Lake was upon her recommendation 
and we will always be grateful to her 
for it was by far more interesting than 
the main highway. (We had an oppor- | 
tunity to compare the next day for we 
returned from Jackson to highway 
26 by the main road.) 

It wasn’t a lengthy distance to Jack- 

son so we arrived in mid-day and had é 

(Continued on page 19) « 
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YOU MAKE THE DIFFERENCE! 
A Service to Open the New Club Year 

By 
Mabel Nair Brown 

Setting: A circle arrangement of 
fifteen candles is placed upon a table 
in the center of the stage. The Bible, 
or the lesson yearbook, should be 
placed in front of the candles. . 
Leader, “This is the beginning of 

Our new program year and so many 
questions come to mind. What are our 
real goals? Who will help achieve 
them? Aren’t others more capable 
than I? How can we make this year, 
as a group, be worth the time we de- 
vote to it? 

“I have asked several members to 
assist in presenting to you some of 
the factors that are necessary for the 
success of this club year. We chal- 
lenge you with this thought: ‘You 
make the difference!’ Each one of 
us will be as a candle and each candle 

represents a part of the whole. And 
what is a candle? Someone anony- 
mously wrote this little poem: 

‘A candle’s but a simple thing; 
It starts with just a bit of string, 

Yet dipped and dipped with patient 
hand, 

It gathers wax upon the strand 
Until, complete and snowy white, 
It gives at last a lovely light. 

Life seems so like that bit of string; 

Each deed we do a simple thing, 
Yet day by day if on life’s strand 
We work with patient heart and 

hand, 
It gathers joy, makes dark days 

bright, . 
And gives at last a lovely light.’ 
“We see here a circle of candles. 

There is no glow—no light. Let’s see 
and hear the messages of the candles 
and learn how ‘YOU make the dif- 
ference’.” 
(The leader lights her candle and 

then each assistant, as her turn 
comes, lights her candle from it, 
speaks her few words, and passes 

the candle to the next in line.) 
First: “COURTEOUS WORD3S— 

yes, courteous words instead of bit- 
ing criticism, sharp retorts and with- 
ering gossip. It would pay us all to 
fasten this quip where it would be a 
constant reminder: ‘The chief exer- 
cise some people seem to have is 
Running down others, Skipping their 
obligations, Jumping to conclusions, 
and Pushing their own interests!’ The 
art of saying the appropriate words 
in a kindly way never goes out of 
style and never ceases to reap big 
dividends.” 
Second: “SMILES—not gripes or 

blank looks. Smiles are much like 
sunshine. They lighten and brighten 
away the frowns that may appear. 
There is strength in a smile that gives 
courage to one who sees it. We’ll all 
feel much better if we wear smiles.’ 
Third: “ANTHUSIASM—truly the 

magic spark that can inspire and ig- 
nite all who come within its radiance. 
Someone has defined enthusiasm 
thus: ‘Enthusiasm is the vibrant 

thrill in your voice that sways the 
- wills of others into harmony with 
_ your own. It is a magnet that draws 
_ kindred souls with an_ irresistible 

force and electrifies them with the 
magnetism of its own resolve.’ Let 
us have enthusiasm for our year’s 
work.” 

Fourth: “RESPONSE—not | indif- 
ference! In today’s idiom, ‘Don’t just 
stand there— Do_ something!’ Is 
there anything more disheartening 
for a chairman or for those on a pro- 
gram, than facing a row of expres- 
sionless faces—a group which never 
speaks up to dissent or assent, never 
volunteering to help? Let’s all be 
quick to respond.” 

Fifth: “UNDERSTANDING—not 
closed minds! Bring understanding 
when you come to our meetings with 
an attitude that says, You and I 
don’t profess exactly the same ideas, 
but we seek the same end—the best 
interests of all.’ Our points of view, 
our circumstances, our educations are 
varied and the road to understanding 
is not always easy, but let’s put forth 
our best efforts to understanding one 
another.” 
Sicth: .“ATTENTION—for . this 

brings importance to our work. Atten- 
tion to the speaker at our meetings, 
or to the member who has the floor, 
is a matter of courtesy. Certainly, 
nothing is more disconcerting than 
trying to talk above the whispers of 
a group. Let’s resolve that we will 
give wholehearted attention at all 
times.” 
Seventh: “PATIENCE—not ir- 

ritation, but consideration instead of 
annoyance. Let’s all have patience to 
allow ideas to grow and take form, 
patience to wait for something short 
of immediate results, and patience to 
bear and forbear, knowing that others 
are so doing with you.” 
Highth: “SINCERITY—not sham. 

For a few days each spring the orch- 
ards are white with blossoms. They 
seem to turn to fruit or else float 
away, useless and wasted, upon an 
idle breeze. So it is with our good 
intentions, our high ideals, our re- 
solve to be loyal. They must be deep- 
ened into decision or be dissipated by 
delay to be lost. Let’s be sincere in our 
resolves.” 

Ninth: 
portant! 

“Oh, the troubles and the heartaches 
That are caused by thoughtless 

acts, 
When we jump to quick conclusions 
Without knowing all the facts!” 

Tenth: “CREATIVE IDEAS—in- 
stead of the humdrum. It isn’t neces- 
sary to fall back on ‘the way we’ve 
always done it’. I like the way Edwin 
Markham put it: ‘Great it is to be- 
lieve the dream when we stand in 
youth by the starry stream; but a 
greater thing is to fight life through 
and say at the end, The dream was 
true. If we’ve been dreaming of ideas 
that we would like to try, let’s not 

“FACTS—yes, they’re im- 

hide them away. Great things come 
from the little spark of an idea.” 
Eleventh: “HELPFULNESS—the 

key to true brotherhood. It takes on 
world-wide meaning today. Helpful- 
ness is a kind and tender thing that 
comes from caring for one another. 
Let’s all be quick to help where we 
can.” 
Twelfth: “GIVING—not _ getting 

Give of your time, your talents, your 
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prayers, your friendship, your love. 
Hold out your light for as we've 
learned from the scriptures, giving is 
returned a thousandfold.” 
Thirteenth: “ACTION—what will 

YOU DO? Your measure of accomp- 
lishment is up to you. It’s not what 
you wish or hope for, but what you 
strive to do. Desire is commendable, 
and dreaming plays its part, yet no- 
thing can be meaningful unless you 
make a start. We aren’t always judged 
on whether we win or lose, but how 

earnestly we tried.” 
Fourteenth: “APPRECIATION—the 

best ‘lubricant’ to be had! Why are 
we so slow to speak out our apprecia- 
tion? When someone has put a lot of 
effort into a job, let him know we ap- 
preciate it. We’re all more willing to 
apply our energies to some task when 
it is shown a little recognition. Let’s 
show our appreciation this year.” 
Fifteenth: (The leaders candle) 

“TEAMWORK! The full beauty of the 
complete circle of candles aglow is not 
at its brightest, its radiant best, until 
all the candles are lighted. A wonder- 
ful, radiant year together? Who makes 
the difference? YOU, if you bring 
together COURTEOUS WORDS, 
SMILES, ENTHUSIASM, RE- 
SPONSE, UNDERSTANDING, AT- 
TENTION, PATIENCE, SINCERITY, 
FACTS, CREATIVE IDEAS, HELP- 
FULNESS, GIVING, ACTION, AP- 
PRECIATION and TEAMWORK for 
the blending together of hearts and 

minds and spirits to create a mighty 
symphony of fellowship. YOU make 
the difference!” 

A PRAYER 

Hear us, our Father! We know thou 
wilt hear us; 

Nor need our voices ascend far away; 
Thou art around us, within us, and 

near us; | 
Thou wilt attend when we earnestly 

pray. 

Love us, our Father! We know thou 
wilt love us; 

We are Thy children, we turn unto 
Thee; 

For all around us, within us, above us, 
Proofs of thine infinite kindness we 

see. 

Aid us, our Father! We know Thou 
wilt aid us; 

We are so feeble and Thou art so 
strong! 

Almighty Power, that made us and 
keeps us, 

Thou wilt protect us from danger and 
wrong. 

—Amen 

GOD ANSWERS PRAYER 

I know not by what method rare, 
But this I know, God answers prayer. 
I know not when He sends the word 
That tells me fervent prayer is heard; 
I know it cometh soon or late, 
My part is but to pray and wait. 
I know not if the blessing -sought | 
Will come in just the guise I thought. 
I leave all care with Him above, 
Whose Will is always one of love. 

—Unknown :
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Recipes Tested 

by the 

Kitchen - Klatter 

Family 

<0 0 
CUCUMBER-ALMOND-LIME 

ASEAG . 

pkgs. lime gelatin 
cup hot water 
cup blanched almonds 
medium cucumber 
small onion 
cup mayonnaise 
cup cottage cheese 

1/4 lb. seedless grapes (if available) 
Dissolve gelatin in hot water. Put 

almond, cucumbers (peeled), and onion 
through food grinder, medium blade. 
Combine this with gelatin, mayon- 
naise, and cottage cheese. Pour into 

pottery or china salad bowl and chill 
for about 1 hour, then arrange seedless 
grapes around edge. Return to refrig- 
erator and chill until set. Serve from 
salad bowl. 
Mary Beth likes to serve this salad 

when she entertains for it fits well 
with any menu. 
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SAVORY TOMATOES 

21/2 cups canned tomatoes 
1/4 cup green pepper, chopped 
2 Tblis. chopped celery 
1 Tbls. chopped onion 
4 Tbls. flour 
1 Thls. sugar 
1 tsp. salt 
3 Tbls. melted butter or margarine 
3 Tbls. cream 
1/2 cup dry bread crumbs | 
Dash of garlic salt, sage and black 

pepper 
Combine vegetables. Add flour that 

has been thoroughly mixed with sugar, 
salt and seasonings. Turn into greased 
1 qt. baking dish. Spoon cream over 
top. Scatter crumbs over cream, dot 
with melted butter and bake in a 350 
degree oven for 45 minutes. 
Juliana says: “I made this several 

times during the summer and every- 
one who ate it said that it had a 
very delicious flavor. A good dish to 
slip in the oven with a meat loaf 
and baked potatoes.” 

QUICK-AND-EASY FRENCH 
DRESSING 

1 tsp. paprika 
1 tsp. dry mustard 
1/2 tsp. garlic juice or garlic powder 
1/8 tsp. Tabasco sauce 
2/3 cup sugar 
1 tsp. salt 
1/2 cup salad oil 
1/3 cup catsup 
1/3 cup vinegar 

Measure all of the ingredients in a 
pint jar and shake well until blended. 
Store in refrigerator. 
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SPECIAL SPAGHETTI | 

1/2 cup minced onion 
1/2 cup minced green pepper 
1/2 cup sliced mushrooms 
2 This. fat 
1 1b. hamburger 
1 tsp. salt 
1 tsp. sugar 
1 can pizza sauce 
Hot, drained boiled spaghetti 

(8 oz. uncooked) 
Saute the onions, green pepper and 

mushrooms in the fat. Add the ham- 
burger and cook, stirring, until the 
hamburger is done and then add the 
salt, sugar and pizza sauce. Cook, 
slowly, while the spaghetti cooks in 
salted water. Drain spaghetti and 
serve on platter, topped with ham- 
burger mixture. 
If you don’t have pizza sauce on 

hand, this could be made with canned 
tomatoes (about 2 1/2 cups). When 
serving sprinkle parmesan cheese 
over the top. 

If you prefer, the hamburger mix- 
ture can be mixed with the spaghetti 
and baked in a casserole. Use a mod- 
erate oven and bake for about 30 
minutes, 

MARY’S RASPBERRY SALAD 

2 boxes cherry gelatin 
3 cups hot water 
2 boxes frozen red raspberries 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter raspberry fla- 
voring ~~ 

1 cup cream, whipped 
2 This. sugar 
1 3-0z. pkg. cream cheese 
1 cup miniature marshmallows 
Dissolve the gelatin in the hot wat- 

er. Stir in the frozen raspberries and 
the Kitchen-Klatter raspberry flavor- 
ing. Pour into a 9” by 5” glass baking 
dish. Refrigerate until firm. Whip the 
cream and then beat in the sugar 
and the cream cheese which has soft- 
ened to room temperature, Stir in the 
marshmallows. Frost the top of the 
salad with this mixture. Refrigerate 
until ready to serve. This is a de- 
lightfully flavored salad—pretty to 
look at and delicious to eat. 

CARROT SPICE CAKE 

3 large carrots, grated 
11/3 cups sugar 
1/3 cup shortening 
1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter butter 

flavoring 

1 cup raisins 
1 tsp. cinnamon 
1/2 tsp. nutmeg 
1/2 tsp. cloves 
1/2. tsp. salt 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla 

flavoring 
1 1/3 cups cool water 
1/2 tsp. soda 
2 cups sifted flour 
1 cup chopped nuts 
Combine all ingredients except the 

flour, soda and nuts in a saucepan and 
cook over low heat for 20 minutes. 
Cool and add the flour and soda which 
have been sifted together. Stir in the 
nuts and pour into a 9 by 12-inch 
pan which has been greased and 
floured. Bake for one hour in a 32 
degree oven. : 
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SOUTHERN PECAN PIE 

1962 

dD eggs 
11/2 cups dark corn syrup 
3/4 cup sugar 
2 Thls. margarine 
1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter butter 

flavoring 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla 

flavoring 
1 cup pecans, broken 
Beat the eggs slightly, add syrup 

and mix well. Add sugar, melted mar- 
garine and the flavorings. Fold in the 
nuts. Pour into a 10-inch pastry lined 
shell and bake at 400 degrees for 10 
minutes. Reduce the heat to 350 de- 
grees and continue baking for 50 
minutes longer. Cool and serve with 
whipped cream. 

ROUND STEAK “BIRDS” 

Remember the veal “birds” that 
used to be so popular? These were 
always considered company fare in 
the years when I was growing up 
and Mother prepared them when our 
teachers came to supper. For some 
reason we can never get veal here 
in Shenandoah, not even on special 
order, so this is a version of the veal 
“birds” made with round steak. 
Allow plenty of round steak for 

everyone will want a second helping 
if they can get it. Ask the meat man 
to pound the steak thoroughly and 
on both sides. Leave the steak in 
large pieces for it is easier to handle. 
Sear steak quickly in a smoking hot 

skillet-both sides. Then spread bread 
dressing over the meat and _ £=°yroll 
just as if you were making a jelly 
roll. Fasten the ends with several 
sturdy toothpicks. Return the rolls 
(they'll be pretty big and fat) to the 
skillet you seared the meat in IF it 
doesn’t have a wooden or bakelite 
handle and can go into the oven. If 
it does, use a tightly covered dutch 
Oven or small roaster. Bake for at 
least an hour in a 375 degree oven, 
tightly covered. If it bakes longer the 
flavor improves and it won’t dry out 
if there is a tight cover. When ready 
to serve, transfer rolls to platter and 
cut into thick slices. 
This is a delicious combination of 

meat and dressing. I use a beef boul- 
lion cube in the water that moistens 
the dry bread, 3 Tbls. melted butter, 
a dash each of onion salt and sage, 

and some chopped green pepper. 

HAWAIIAN STEAK 
(or Chicken) 

1 cup soy sauce 
1 garlic clove 
Steak or chicken, cut for broiling 
Put the soy sauce into a flat glass 

dish. Chop the garlic clove into the 
sauce. Salt the meat and lay it in the 
sauce. Let marinate for 15 minutes 
and then turn it over. After 15 min- 
utes on the other side, remove the 
meat from the sauce and broil in the © 

broiler of the stove or on an outdoor 
erill. 
The recipe sounds so simple, yet ~~ 

the delicious results make it seem — 
as if you have done something very 
complicated with the steak or chicken. | 
Try it with a crisp, tossed salad, hot 
rolls and fresh fruit. ee 

% 
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TASTY TREATS FOR THE 
LUNCHBOX 

UNBAKED PEANUT BUTTER 
BARS 

1/2 cup white sugar 
1/2 cup dark corn syrup 
3/4 cup chunk style peanut butter 
3 cups Special K cereal 
1/2 of a 6-0z. pkg. chocolate chips 
1/2 of a 6-oz. pkg. butterscotch chips 
Heat the sugar and corn syrup just 

until the sugar is melted. Add the 
peanut butter and the cereal. Pack 
firmly into a 9-inch square pan. Melt 
the chocolate chips and the butter- 
scotch chips over hot water in the 
top of the double boiler. Spread over 
the cookies and chill. Cut in small 

squares. 

ELTORA’S OATMEAL 
REFRIGERATOR COOKIES 

1 cup vegetable shortening 
1/2 cup white sugar 
1 cup brown sugar 
2 eggs 
1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter butter 

flavoring 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla 

flavoring 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter burnt sugar 

flavoring 
11/2 cups flour 
1 tsp. soda 
1 tsp. salt 
3 cups quick oats 
Nuts or coconut, if desired, but not 

more than 1/2 cup. If coconut is added, 
substitute 1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter 
coconut flavoring for the 1 tsp. Kit- 
chen-Klatter burnt sugar flavoring. 
Cream together the vegetable short- 

ening, white sugar and brown sugar. 
Add the flavorings to the eggs and 
beat slightly before adding. Sift to- 
gether the flour, soda and salt and 
add. Lastly, stir in the oatmeal and 
the nutmeats or coconut, if used. 
Form into rolls, wrap in waxed paper 
or foil, and store in the the refrig- 
erator until firm. Slice thin and 
bake in a moderate oven, 350 to 375 

degrees for 8 to 10 minutes. 

SCHOOL BOY COOKIES 

1 1/2 cups all-purpose flour, sifted 
1 tsp. baking soda 
1/2 tsp. salt 
1/2 cup soft shortening 
1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla 

flavoring 
1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter burnt sugar 

flavoring 
1/2 cup School Day Peanut butter 

(smooth or crunch style) 
1/2 cup brown sugar 
1/2 cup white sugar 
1 egg, unbeaten 
Sift together the first three ingre- 

dients. Cream together the shortening, 
flavorings, peanut butter, sugars and 
unbeaten egg. When very light and 
fluffy blend in the flour mixture just 
until mixed. Form into 1/2-inch balls. 
Place on a greased cookie sheet and 
bake at 375 degrees for 10 to 12 

minutes or until light brown. This 
makes a delicious crisp cookie. 

VERY SPECIAL CORN BREAD 

2 cups corn meal (yellow, 
preferably) 

tsp. salt 
Thls. sugar 
ege yolks 
cups boiling water 
Thbls. flour 
tsp. baking powder 
Tbls. shortening 
egg whites 

Combine corn meal, flour, salt, sug- 
ar and baking powder. Add shorten- 
ing and boiling water. Stir until short- 
ening is all dissolved. Add egg yolks 
at once and beat well. Fold in beaten 
egg whites. Pour into greased baking 
dish (large glass one, if possible) and 
bake in 400 degree oven for 25 min- 
utes, or until done. 

P
P
N
 
P
D
P
 
P
D
 

CHINESE CHICKEN 
CASSEROLE 

1 can crisp Chinese noodles 
1 cup diced celery 
1/2 cup chopped onion 
2 cups bite-sized chicken 
1 can cream of mushroom 
1/2 cup water 
1/2 cup cashew nuts 
Cover the bottom of a baking dish 

with 1/2 can of the noodles. Add 
celery, onions, and then the chicken. 
Spoon the mushroom soup over the 
chicken and add the water. Add re- 
mainder of the noodles and cover 
with the cashew nuts. Bake about 
30 minutes in a 3875 degree oven. 
Delicious! ; 

soup 

PEANUT BUTTER PANCAKES 

1 cup pancake fluor 
1 egg 

2 This. salad oil 

1 cup milk 
1/3 cup School Day peanut butter 
2 This. sugar 
Combine all of the ingredients in 

a bowl. Beat well. Bake on a pancake 
griddle and serve with hot Kitchen- 
Klatter maple flavored syrup or Kitch- 
en-Klatter blueberry syrup. This re- 
cipe may also be used to make ex- 
cellent waffles. Either the crunch 
or the smooth style School Day pea- 
nut butter may be used. 

FRUIT UPSIDE-DOWN MUFFINS 

2 cups sifted flour 
3 tsp. baking powder 
1/2 cup sugar 
3/4 tsp. salt 
1/4 cup salad oil 
2 beaten eggs 
3/4 cup milk 
1/4 cup butter 
1/2 cup brown sugar 
Drained fruit 
Sift the dry ingredients together. 

Combine salad oil, eggs, milk and add 
all at once to the dry ingredients, 
mixing just to moisten. Divide butter 
and brown sugar into muffin cups and 
place drained fruit in each cup. Some 
suggestions are: apricot halves, crush- 
ed pineapple and mandarin orange 
slices. Fill cups with batter to about 
2/3 full. Bake in 375 degree oven for 
20 to 25 minutes. Remove from oven 
and turn out of muffin pans, serving 
with the fruit side up. 
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FREEZING FRUITS WITH 
KITCHEN-KLATTER 

SWEETENER 

FREEZING APPLES WITH 
SWEETENER 

Apple Slices: Peel, core and slice 
firm, tart apples into slightly salted 
water. Drain and put in a saucepan 
with a very small amount of water. 
Simmer for 3 minutes. Drain the juice 
in a bowl. For each 1 cup of juice, add 
1 1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter Sweetener 
and 1/8 tsp. ascorbic acid. It is best 
to cover the apples with the juice 
mixture, so add water to the liquid 
if needed to make enough for the 
quantity you wish to freeze. Put the 
apples in container, cover with liquid, 
seal, cool and freeze. 

Apple Sauce: Wash, quarter and 
remove any discolored spots from 

firm, tart apples. Cook in a small 
amount of water until soft. Put 
through a food mill. Measure the apple 
sauce into a mixing bowl. For each 
cup of sauce, stir in 1 tsp. Kitchen- 
Klatter Sweetener and 1/8 tsp. ascorb- 
ic acid. Put into freezer containers, 
seal, cool and freeze. 

FREEZING PEACHES WITH 
SWEETENER 

Prepare your Sweetener-liquid first. 
Combine 2 cups of water, 5 tsp. Kitch- 
en-Klatter Sweetener and 1/2 tsp. 
ascorbic acid. Now dip the peaches 
into boiling water, chill in cold water 
and slip off the skins. Slice the peach- 
es directly into the Sweetener liquid 
so they keep their bright color. Pack 
into containers, being sure the liquid 
covers the fruit. (A small ball of 
crumpled waxed paper will keep the 
peaches from floating. Just tuck it 
into the top of the fruit-filled freezer 
box before putting on the lid.) Seal 
and freeze. This amount of liquid 
should freeze about 10 cups of peaches. 

JEWEL MARMALADE 

2 dozen peaches, peeled 
2 oranges (peeling and all) 
1 small glass maraschino cherries, 

drained 
Sugar 
Kitchen-Klatter almond flavoring 
Grind the peaches, oranges and 

cherries together. Measure. For each 
4 cups of pulp, add 3 cups of sugar 
and 1/4 tsp. of the Kitchen-Klatter 
almond flavoring. Put in a heavy 
saucepan (the pressure pan is per- 
fect for this) and simmer over low 
heat until thick. Stir frequently to 
prevent sticking. Pour, boiling hot, 
into sterile jars and seal with paraffin. 

If you want to test this recipe before 
making it in quantity, just make up 
half of it. It would be unwise, how- 
ever, to cook more than one “batch” 

at a time in the saucepan as it tends 
to boil up. You’ll be pleased with the 
texture, color and flavor of this jewel- 
like marmalade. On hot rolls or light, 
steaming-hot biscuits, it will perk up 
many a meal this winter. :
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TOMATO ASPIC MOLD 

2 envelopes unflavored gelatin 
3/4 cup cold tomato juice 
3 cups hot tomato juice 
1/4 cup mild vinegar 
1 tsp. onion salt 
1/2 tsp. Worchestershire sauce 
Few drops Tabasco sauce 
1 cup finely diced celery 
Chilled shrimp 
Soften the gelatin in the cold toma- 

KITCHEN-KLATTER MAGAZINE. 

to juice for 10 minutes. Dissolve gel- 
atin in hot tomato juice. Add the vin- 
egar, onion salt, Worchestershire 
sauce and Tabasco sauce. Stir well to 
blend the seasonings and then chill un- 
til gelatin begins to thicken. Add 
finely diced celery and pour into a 
ring mold to chill until completely set. 
Remove from mold onto bed of let- 
tuce. Surround the ring and fill center 
with shrimp. 

If you like, you may flake shrimp 
into the aspic for a nice variation. 

KITCHEN 
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SWEETENER 

mix to 1 cup of milk. 

from: 

Banana Raspberry 
Strawberry Pineapple 
Orange Blueberry 
Cherry Lemon 

70ut or cook out .. 

capliners for valuable gifts). 

Use Kitchen-Klatter Flavorings and Kitchen-Klatter 
Calorie Sweetener in all your cooking. The flavorings never bake 

. the sweetener never tastes “artificial” or 
bitter, and it never adds a single calorie! 

BACK - TO - SCHOOL 

PICK - ME - UP 

Young scholars will burn energy by the buckets when play- 
grounds beckon. Here’s a wonderful, wholesome milk drink, de- 

signed to replace that energy without calories. 

Simply mix 1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter No-Calorie Sweetener with 
4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter Flavoring. Use 14 tsp. of this concentrated 

Just imagine how welcome this delightful drink will be, espe- 

cially since there are so many Kitchen-Klatter Flavors to choose 

Almond Burnt Sugar 
Coconut Butter 
Black Walnut Mint 
Maple Vanilla 

No- 

Make friends with these wonderful products (and save the 

Kitchen-Klatter Products Co. 
Shenandoah, lowa 
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USE-IT-UP COOKIES 

1.9.6 2 

(This calls for honey that has got- 
ten strong tasting and is intended pri- 
marily for a household with young- 
sters who are constantly into the 
cooky jar and not very critical about 
what they find in it.) 

1 1/4 cups vegetable shortening 
1 cup sugar 
3 eggs 
2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter almond 

flavoring 
2 cups honey 
3 tsp. soda 
7 cups flour 
1 tsp. salt 

Cream together 1 cup of shortening 
with sugar. Beat in eggs and flavoring. 
Put remaining 1/4 cup shortening in 

a large pan, add honey and bring to 
boiling point. (If honey has become 
solid, put the container in a kettle of 
hot water and leave it until it has 
liquified.) Add soda to boiling honey 
and shortening. This will bubble up in- 
stantly—a large pan is absolutely es- 
sential. Stir thoroughly and when cool, 
add to first mixture. Sift together 
flour and salt and mix with other 
ingredients. Let chill until it can be 
handled without sticking. Roll to usual 
sugar cooky thickness, cut, and bake 
on a heavily greased baking sheet for 
about 10 minutes in a 350 degree oven. 

THERE IS A MAN IN 

THE KITCHEN 

By 
Frederick 

If you have difficulty getting your 
children to eat green vegetables, you 
are not alone. Many children take a 
dislike for green beans, peas, broccoli, 
asparagus and the like before they 
are old enough to even pronounce 
the words. Do you suppose those 
strained baby foods really taste as 
awful as they look? 

In our house we have two ways to 
fix green beans which few children 
can resist. When I decide to do some 
cooking one or the other of these 
two fine recipes is sure to be included. 

STRING BEAN CASSEROLE 
2 cans cream of celery soup (or 

cream of mushroom soup) 
2 cans green beans, French style 
1 can French fried onion rings 
1 small pkg. slivered almonds 
Drain the beans. Combine with the 

undiluted soup and pour into a but- 
tered casserole. Bake for 20 minutes 
at 350 degrees. Remove from the oven 
and spread slivered almonds over the 
top and then make a layer of the 
onion rings over the top of the al- 
monds. Return to the oven an bake 
10 minutes longer at 350 degrees. 
GREEN BEANS ITALIAN STYLE 
2 pkgs. frozen green beans 
3 tomatoes, peeled and diced 
1 small onion, chopped fine 
3 Thbls. olive oil 
2 This. butter 
1 heart of celery, diced 
Cook beans according to directions 

on the package. Cook all the other 
ingredients in a heavy skillet until 
the onion and celery are tender. Add 
the beans and simmer slowly for 
flavor. Salt to taste.
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DOROTHY WRITES FROM 
THE FARM 

Dear Friends: 

A nice, gentle shower last night 
brought cooler temperatures’ than 
we've been having and Frank is tak- 
ing advantage of it by mowing the 
yard today. Kristin usually does this 
while Frank takes care of the trim- 
ming that needs to be done around 
the bushes and shrubs, but she went 
home with her Aunt Edna and Uncle 
Raymond Halls to stay for a few 
days and help them with their yard- 
work. One of Edna’s allergies is grass 
and she doesn’t dare work in the yard. 
In fact, walking through  freshly- 
mowed grass causes difficulty with 
her breathing for days. Kristin is 
always happy to help out whenever 
she can but Edna and Raymond in- 
sist that they pay her for any work 
she helps them with this summer, 
knowing that she is trying to save 
extra money for college this Fall. 
Another reason Kristin was anxious 

to spend a few days in Allerton was 
to have time to work on another 
trunk she is rehabilitating. I’ve never 
seen anyone who has such a passion 
for old trunks as our girl! When 
Frank’s sister Ruth spent a couple 
of days with us recently, she and 
Kristin spent a half-day rummaging 
around in second-hand stores in the 
vicinity. When they returned and 
Kristin said, “Now, Mother, don’t 
shoot me, but I bought something to- 
day,” I said “Oh, no! Don’t tell me you 
bought another trunk!” Well, she had- 
n’t bought one, but two! This makes 
four trunks she now owns, and it’s a 
good thing that her Aunt Edna has a 
large home and is willing to let her 
store them there for we don’t have 
room in our house for one trunk, let 
alone fowr. 

One of the trunks is in excellent 
condition and Kristin reminded me 
that it might come in handy if she 
ever decided to attend a college so 
far from home that we couldn’t make 
frequent trips to and from school 
by car. I'll agree with her, also, that 
a trunk fixed up attractively can be 
a big asset in a house with little 
storage space for extra bedding, 
blankets, and out-of-season clothing, 
for we’ve had to rely upon them in 
our small home. 

Mother reported last month what 
Kristin is doing this summer to earn 
money toward her college expenses for 
the coming year. She had fully plan- 
ned to loox for a job away from 
home, but her Uncle Raymond’s sows 
had such big litters that he wanted to 
get rid of a few of the baby pigs so 
the rest would grow faster, and offer- 
ed them to her. She decided, after 
thinking it over, that she could prob- 
ably make just as much money this 
way and enjoy the summer at home, 
so we drove to Allerton and came 

-home with ten little pigs. Later that 
same week, Raymond telephoned that 
he had six more for her and a week 

later, seven new little ones were added. 
- The last seven had already been start- 
ed but were smaller than the others, 
so Raymond decided they would do 

better with the _ special attention 
Kristin could give them. They were 
never as much work as the first six- 
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This is our most recent picture of Kristin, 
daughter of Dorothy and Frank Johnson, who 
enters her sophomore year of college this 
fall. Dorothy tells in her letter how Kristin 
kept busy this summer. 

teen for the second day after they 
were moved to our farm, they started 
drinking milk out of a pan. 
Kristin found out what work it is 

to bottle-feed sixteen babies every 
two hours (day and night, for awhile), 
but when they learned to drink from 
a pan it didn’t require so much time. 
She lost four of the first ten, but the 
rest are growing fast and we think 
she’s done very well. 

Several years ago I told you in one 
of my letters about the strange owls 
we heard one night when the folks 
were visiting us. They had such a 
loud and eery cat-like squall that we 
were kept awake all night. We'd 
never heard them again until a couple 
of weeks ago. Frank had been noti- 
cing that something was happening 
to our chickens, especially the banties. 
He thought a raccoon was killing 
them. The other night, about 2:00 A. 
M., Frank was awakened by the loud 
screeching of a chicken near the 
chicken house. He went outside where 
he heard it again, except this time 
the sound came from the timber 
quite a distance north of the house. 
To get that far so quickly, he decided 
that the chicken was being carried 
off by something in the air. He 
thought immediately of the strange 
owls so the next day he set a trap 
on a post close to the chicken house. 
The next morning he had his owl, 
so we’re sure this is how the chickens 
have disappeared. A mother banty 
with twelve little babies has done a 
remarkable job of protecting her 
brood. Every night she herds them 
into the chicken house and has raised 
all of them until they are of pretty 
good size. After the commotion the 
other night, she disappeared with her 
chicks and she was gone for three 

days. The very day after Frank caught 
the owl, she returned with all twelve 
babies! 

It isn’t often that I see a humming 
bird but this summer a little one has 
been visiting a bed of flowers by the 
back porch and I just love to watch 
it. I'd never seen one sitting still, 
but always in motion. This morning 
Frank slipped in the back door very 
quietly and told me to look up at 
the light wire leading into the house. 
There, so tiny I could scarcely see 
it, sat my little humming bird. 
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Juliana spent two short days with 
us this summer, but we hope she’ll 
be able to come back again before 
leaving for school. She arrived in time 
to help Kristin and Frank with one 
of their projects—building a new 
crossing which they hope won’t wash 
out with the first high water. 
The four of us went fishing one 

night while she was here. The water 
in the creek was getting quite low, 
but Frank located a deep hole which 
he thought might contain some nice 
fish. There was a shady beach be- 
side it so we built a fire to serve a 
double purpose—keeping the mosquit- 
oes away and for roasting weiners. 
It was a beautiful night and the sky 
was brilliant with stars. Across from 
us on the other bank was a muskrat 
den and we could hear them diving in 
and out of the water. Occasionally, 
we could spot one with the flashlights. 
We had a quiet and restful evening 
together and except for our own 
voices, the only sounds were made by 
the muskrat, frogs, and the channel- 
cats, splashing the water as they hit 
at our bait. Kristin and Juliana remin- 
isced about some of the wonderful 
times they’ve had on the farm and 
Juliana remarked, “When I stop to 
think about it, Aunt Dorothy, I have 
had so many wonderful experiences 
here that a lot of girls at school have 
never had, and probably never will 
have.” 

Frank just came in and wants me 
to go with him to see what the bea- 
vers are doing to my favorite cot- 
tonwood tree on the bayou. This tree 
is two feet in diameter and they’ve 
already cut about a third of the way 
through it. At the angle it is leaning, 
it will go right into the bayou. Frank 
thinks that because of is height, it 
might go all the way across, making 
a good foot bridge as well as pro- 
viding a place to sit and fish. I 
would rather have the tree remain 
standing, but since it isn’t trapping 
season and there is nothing we can 
do about it, I suppose I might as well 
look at it the way he does! 
Before I close, I’ll give you my 

“crop report”. At this writing, things 
look wonderful. There have been sey- 
eral nights when we thought our land 
would be flooded by morning, but, 
fortunately, the only water damage 
we've had was when the corn was only 
a few inches high and although the 
water backed up over a few low pla- 
ces, very little corn was drowned out. 
How fortunate we are that we haven’t 
had the hail and high winds that have 
hit so many localities. We really 
count our blessings! 
Margery and Martin invited Kris- 

tin to accompany them on a wonder- 
ful trip this summer and she came 
home thrilled with all the sights she 
had seen—particularly the mountains. 
I won’t say any more about the trip 
for I’m sure Margery will tell you 
all about it in her letter. 
And now, I must close and take a 

look at the poor cottonwood. While 
we're out, we’ll take some salt to the 
cattle in the far pasture. 

Sincerely, 

—-
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In his August letter, Frederick told about a portrait that a famous Italian sculptor painted 
of him in Egypt during World War Il, A number of friends wrote in asking to see it. 
Fortunately, Margery had taken just such a picture, and here it is. 

MEMORIES OF A SCHOOLHOUSE 
By 

Elizabeth Clark 

“Still sits the school-house by the road, 
A ragged beggar sleeping; 

Around it still the sumachs grow 
And blackberry vines are creeping.” 

John Greenleaf Whittier (1807-1892). 

Whittier’s life was lived in the 
nineteenth century—far before the 
present day trend of school reorgani- 
zation and unification—yet with what 
accurate and uncanny phrasing his 
lines of ‘In School Days” fit many 
small and decaying schoolhouses of 
the midwest today. 

Out of the prosaic and commonplace 
occurances tpyical to any rural school, 
this writer recalls some incidents that 
seemed to belong to “our” school ex- 
clusively. 
Our school was built before the 

turn of the century—in fact, it must 
have seemed to be relocated, even at 
that time, as its forerunner had been 
secluded deep in the timber, conven- 
ient to the creek where a few quick 
swims were taken by daring boys on 
warm days. The new building was 
placed out on the open prairies where 
three windows paralleled a road giving 

restless pupils a good view of passers- 
by, provided the teacher was lenient 
enough to permit glances in that di- 
rection, 

Several large oak trees provided wel- 
come shade for games on warm 
autumn days. Two of these trees had 
iron hitching-rings attached to their 
trunks for hitching the teacher’s horse 
or the horses that pupils occasionally 
rode to school. Through the years 
that I went to school, I watched the 

trunk of one tree slowly encompass a 
hitching-ring my grandfather had 
placed there for my mother to hitch 
a horse while she was teaching the 
school. 

The interior of the schoolroom was 
similar to its sister schools throughout 
the region, except that it had extra- 
fine blackboards covering the entire 
front end of the building, and an ad- 

ditional panel on a side wall. What a 
satisfaction to see those boards look- 
ing fresh and black after a Friday 
afternoon’s session of cleaning and 
polishing! 

After recess on Friday afternoons 
there was a cleanup—a general clean- 
ing that involved all the pupils, large 
and small, and which was accomplish- 
ed with much enthusiasm. The young- 
er ones were given the erasers to dust 
—they didn’t seem to mind the gritty 
dust, even if they came back into the 
room chalked-up like circus clowns. 
The medium-sized students were de- 
tailed to wash the seats and desks, 
and the older boys and girls tended to 
washing windows and_ blackboards. 
The teacher and a pupil or two gave 
the floor a thorough sweeping. After | 
this cleaning was finished, and if 
there was any time left (and there 
usually was because no one dallied), 
the remaining time before dismissal 
could be spent with stories or spelling 
and ciphering matches. 

Often uninvited guests availed them- 
selves of the free housing and heat 
the schoolhouse afforded for a night’s 
lodging. How chagrined Teacher would 
be when she arrived at school to find 
the coal that had been brought in for 
morning firing already burned! Once 
a forgetful tramp left his pipe and 
how quickly it was dispatched to the 
flames of the stove when Teacher 
found it on her desk. (We pupils al- 
ways secretly wondered if its owner 
would return to hunt for it!) 

Even more unwelcome than the oc- 
casional tramp were the destructive 
vandals that made forays on rural 
schools. How upset we were to arrive 
one morning to find the teacher’s table 
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so damaged that it was a total loss! 
Some incidents long-to-be-remem- 

bered were the day a football was 
kicked in such a manner so as to 
fall into the chimney, and the day the 
ceiling fell causing considerable ex- 
citement! After the football-chimney 
incident, immediate action was nec- 

essary to clean the flue, and even 
though it was a new ball, it never 
was of much account after its expo- 
sure to the hot flue. Fortunately, the 
day the plastering fell, no one hap- 
pened to be directly under it, but it 
came near one small boy’s desk, caus- 
ing him to cry from fright the remain- 
der of the afternoon. With the wisdom 
of hindsight, it is easy to look back 
and wonder if we showed enough 
compassion and sympathy to this 
timid child. It is more likely that the 
rest of us were only interested in dis- 
playing how brave we had been! 
In this schoolyard where many 

games were played, many arguments 
argued and settled, or abolished by 
the teacher, the sumachs do indeed 
grow, and the briars cover and smoth- 
er the very ground where once elab- 
orate playhouses were tenanted by 
the little children. The building it- 
self has stood forsaken, and its win- 
dow panes and shingles, one by one, 
have disappeared through the years 
of its vacancy, yet these and many 
more memories live on. 

GRANDPA’S ORCHARD 
By 

Armada Swanson 

We've just returned from a week- 
end at the farm, and my mind is 
full of the joys and beauties of farm 
living. 
At one of our meals Mother served 

a cool and luscious muskmelon for 
dessert. It reminded me of Grandpa’s 
delicious apples! Perhaps  you’ve 
never tasted a delicious apple with a 
muskmelon flavor, but believe me, 
it is one happy memory I carry from 
my childhood days. I was telling 
Mother, Aunt Elizabeth and my sister 
how it was always a special treat for 
me to find a delicious apple from 
Grandpa’s orchard in my lunchbox. 
Of course, that set us off to remi- 
niscing and it was quite awhile before 
the dishes were washed! 

Grandpa’s orchard was something to 
see—impressive rows of apple trees, 
plum trees, a few stately pear trees, 
trees of brilliant red cherries, two 

long rows of grape vines, currant and 
gooseberry bushes, innumerable rasp- 
berry bushes (both red and black), 
and a strawberry bed. Grandpa was 
determined to be a good provider for 
his family, or else! 
Auntie reminded us of the Whitney 

apples that made such delicious apple 
pickles and as she said, “We pre- 
pared quarts and quarts of them.” 
She could easily name the different 
varieties of apples—Duchess, Wealthy, 
Grimes Golden, Jonathan, Haralson 
and Greenings (such an appropriate 
name for a green apple!). Perhaps her 
memory was so good because she 
wrapped many bushels of apples to be 
stored in my folks’ “cellar” because 
Grandpa’s cave was not large enoug 
for winter storage. :
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“T remember,” said Mother, “that 
it was always our wish that Duchess 
apples would be ripe enough for mak- 
ing pies for the thresher meals we 
served in those days. Also, the peel- 
ings from the apples were used to 
make a fresh glass of apple jell to 
which we used a drop or two of red 
food coloring to make it a ‘wee bit’ 
more tempting. Jell from Duchess 
apples was always a pale pink.” 

“The gooseberries were used for 
jams and conserves and nothing was 
quite as good as fresh currant jelly 
on freshly-baked bread (a good after- 
school treat), or currant jelly served 
with fowl or pork.” 
My sister Amy had her own memo- 

ries. “I can still remember the cherry 
trees loaded with cherries and how we 
each had our own special branch to 
pick. We knew we would be rewarded 
later with a delicious cherry pie.” 
Of course, there was work connected 

with it, but to me, a child, all the work 
involved with processing the fruit 
and even planting the orchard didn’t 
stick in my memories. 
“How well I remember,’ my Aunt 

recalled, “that the orchard was started 
more than once. Sounds impossible, 
but true! There was one winter when 
the trees had been neatly wrapped 
to discourage rabbits, but the snow 
piled so high around the tree trunks 
that the rabbits had a feast. That 
meant replanting. At one time a bad 
hail storm broke open the bark of the 

trees, and then a certain November 

lith freeze didn’t help a bit.” 
As Mother said, there were no home 

freezers in those days. “But,” she 
said, “our good mother managed with 
a small cave, and shelves were filled 

to capacity with canned fruits.” (I 
can almost see my Dutch grandmother 
working away, seeing that each of 
her children and their families were 
provided for, as well as neighbors and 
friends.) 
And now, pardon me, folks, while 

I go to the grocery store, pick up a 
box of frozen raspberries, put them 
in my favorite cut-glass bowl, (a gift 
from Grandma years ago) and sigh 
with nostalgia as I recall Grandpa’s 
orchard! 

FULFILLMENT 

September days like the 
wind 

Are fickle and undisciplined: 
The breeze blows fitful through the 
leaves— 

Sometimes 
grieves. 

wayward 

it whistles, sometimes it 

The baby birds have learned to fly 
And grandly flirt the changing sky; 
The flowers proud that watched the 
' yard 
With drooping heads are now off- 
guard. 

In serried ranks the golden corn 
Fulfills the land which stood forlorn; 

While in the barn are stored away 
The precious bales of new-mown hay. 

Mid savory spice of ripened fruit 
To summer days a last salute: 
For fall is crowding all about 
And summer days are put to rout. 

: —Eugenie G. O’Brien 
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THE JOY OF GARDENING 

By 
Eva M. Schroeder 

1962 

Bulb-planting time starts this month 
and such bulbs as crocus, hyacinth, 
snowdrop and narcissus should go in 
the ground as soon as available. Tu- 
lips, alliums and lilies may be planted 
as late as the ground can be worked 
and still be expected to flower. As 
soon as the foliage starts to brown on 
gladiolus, the corms (with stems and 
leaves attached) can be lifted. They 
should be allowed to dry for a week 
in a cool, airy place, and then the 
tops can be cut off and put on the 
compost heap. The shriveled corm at 
the base of each bulb can be detached 
and discarded. Dust the corms with 
DDT and store in a cool, dry, frost- 
free location until spring. 
Dig dahlias after the foliage has 

been blackened by frost. Let the 
clumps dry for a few days, cut off 
the tops to within 4 inches of the 
base and store the clumps in a cool, 
frost-free place. I have a small, warm 
basement and could not store dahlias 
successfully until I learned to pack 
them in dry sawdust. I use bushel 
baskets as containers and stack one 
basket on top of another in a corner 
of. the basement as far away from 
the furnace as possible. The bulbs 
of ismene, or more commonly known 
as spider lily, require a warm storage 
situation or they will not bloom. I 
pack these bulbs in sawdust too but 
set the basket in a cozy corner near 
the furnace. Gladiolus are stored in 
open peach crates, stacked in front 
of the baskets of dahlia roots. A 
friend tells me that she stores all her 
tubers and bulbs in plastic bags and 
they keep very well. This would cer- 
tainly be less work than the sawdust 
method and not nearly so messy. I am 
cing to try it with some of mine 

this year. 
Did you know that renovating the 

flower border is often easier to do 
now than in the spring? In the spring 
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the soil often has a very high mois- 
ture content and can not be worked 
until very late in the season. Usually 
it is less tiring and just as practical to 
renovate a half or a third of the bor- 
der in the fall each year. The first 
step is to remove all the flowering 
plants and bulbs. Heel the plants in 
temporarily in another section of the 
garden and leave the bulbs in a shady 
place until ready to replant. After 
all the plants are cleared away, or- 
ganic matter such as well-rotted ma- 
nure or compost should be incorpor- 
ated into the soil. Work the soil very 
deeply and then let it settle for a few 
days before replanting. Commercial 
fertilizer such as 10-10-10 can also be 
applied at the rate of 4 to 5 pounds 
for each 100 square feet of garden 
area. 

If the old border had unsatisfactory 
color combinations or plants. that 
were not compatible, this is the time 
to correct the situation. It is also a 
good time to add new flowers and 
bulbs. Chrysanthemums can still be 
planted and often the nurserymen will 
sell blooming plants directly from 
the fields. These can be transplanted 
readily and will continue to bloom un- 
til frost kills them. After all the 
plants are relocated in the border, 
water them thoroughly and at regular 
intervals up until hard frost, unless 
their is sufficient rainfall. 
Bring the pots of tuberous begonias 

indoors and enjoy their pretty blooms 
for awhile. Do not grow them all win- 
ter though as the bulbs must have 
a dormant period. Gradually withhold 
water until the stems are dry. Cut 
them off at the base and store the 
tubers right in their containers in the 
basement over winter. 

HOUSEWORK 

From early dawn ’til set of sun, 
No matter what the season, 
I never get my housework done; 
I’d like to know the reason! 

—Virginia C. Spencer 
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YOUR BEST VACATION SOUVENIR 
By 

Martha Williams 

“Hey, Mom, What ee mean throw- 
ing that away? Got stuff ’bout Ole 
Faithful in it!” 
“No, Billy, not on the dining room 

table. Your pine cones go into your 
room or into the fire.” 
“Where’s the guy that sat on my 

cowboy hat?” 
“Can’t you find that roll of film? 

We had it last night.” 
“Nothing but old potato chips and 

coke bottles under this seat.” 
And so it goes as the car is being 

unloaded. At last I call for the whisk 
broom. Vacation is over. Everything 
is lugged inside. Or is it? Did we bring 
home more than just the pile of gear, 
junk and dirty clothes which now 
clutters the entry? 
We sincerely hope we brought home 

that elusive collector’s item of every 
trip—the vacation spirit. It should be 
preserved and used the year around. 
By next week we'll be ready to laugh 

about the sunburn, lack of sleep and 
even the pesky mosquitoes, but can we 
actually tell our friends what made 
the vacation so wonderful? Was it 
the beach, the mountains, the fasci- 
nating cities, the people we met? 
Surprisingly enough, neither the a- 

mount of money spent nor the beauti- 
ful scenery viewed seem to be the 
common denominator of vacation en- 
joyment. 

Surely one of the secrets, then, for 

a good vacation concerns our own at- 
titudes. When we leave the worries of 
home and office behind we have time 
to stop and appreciate some of the 
simpler, homier aspects of living. The 
family looks better even though dres- 
sed in jeans and dark glasses. The at- 
mosphere is more relaxed. We talk 
and sing and laugh and enjoy each 
other’s company. The  sun_ shines 
bright. It’s days before we have to get 
back to ordinary routine and who 
cares. if an ant tries to share the 
lunch? 
How can this elusive vacation spir- 

it—this attitude toward life which is 
adopted as we leave home—be brought 
back along with travel stickers and 
souvenirs? How desperately we need 
it to mellow the months between trips. 
Does this way of living get left along 
the road somewhere, probably at the 
state line where thoughts start to 
crowd in concerning the dust settled 
in the house, the warped budget and 
clothes which must be prepared for 
school? 

Possibly, the best way to consider 
this continuation of attitude is to 
look at three families I know well 
who, in my estimation, lose much of 
the value of summer relaxation the 
minute they walk inside their own 
doors. 
The Johnson family delights as 

traveling from Maine to California, 
yet they have never discovered the 
little ice cave in a park less than 
twenty-five miles from their home. 
They proudly display Navaho rugs, 

yet have never visited the Indian res- 
ervation in their own state. Continu- 
ing curiosity is a part of the vacation 
spirit which we can cultivate and en- 
joy right in our own locality. 

~ 
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One of the finest souvenirs of a vacation is 
a collection of snapshots. so that one can 
more accurately recall the beauty of our 
country and the countless pleasures new 
experiences have provided. This magnificent 
formation stands in the beautiful state of 

Wyoming, and so vividly brings to mind the 
gorgeous coloring of the rocks. 

The Andrews like to spend a week 
seeing the latest plays in Chicago, 
but they scoff at the idea of support- 
ing a local civic theater. ‘She could- 
n't possibly be as good as Helen 
Hayes,” and they tell of all the plays 
and famous actresses and actors they 
have seen. Of course, a local play 
won’t compare technically with a pro- 
fessional production, but that is bal- 
anced by the fun of seeing people you 
know develop into real actors and 
actresses. Much of the enjoyment of 
such a project is getting involved in 
making scenery, sewing costumes and 
hunting props. Similarly, part of va- 
cation joys comes from sharing small 
ventures with others. It is my guess 
that the Andrews do not know the 
fun of building a sand castle on the 
shore of a lake, or stopping by the 
roadside for ten minutes to admire a 
view of blue gentian covering a moun- 
tain meadow, or singing as the dishes 
are being washed on a rustic table in 
a wooded campground. And they miss 
many of the opportunities to share 
simple, exciting experiences at home. 
Now, the Vernons rave about the 

wonderful shrimp dinners in Louis- 
iana and the chow mein in California, 
but they never vary their steak and 
potato dinner at home with the 
regional dishes available fresh or 
frozen at their supermarket. The an- 
ticipation of something new, be it 
scenery or food, is part of vacation 
enjoyment which can be assimulated 
into many a home-bound day. 

It is not for us—you and me—to 
tell the Vernons, the Andrews and the 
Johnsons how they could use the va- 
cation spirit the entire year to their 
advantage, but what about your fam- 
ily and mine? 

I don’t find it easy to bring the 
spirit of our vacation retreat back 
to a house where alarm clocks, tele- 
phones, luncheons and laundry claim 
priority. Transplanting the attitudes 
which make for quiet, casual and 
calm living is difficult. 

Yet, it has taken both dreams and 
work to make our woodland cabin 
a refuge. How many of the same ideas 

- could I bring right back to our year- 
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round home? Nothing has been kept 
in the cabin which complicates liv- 
ing. Plenty of soap is there but nary 
a salad mold! Old Rufus, the elk’s 
head, looks down askance at the in- 
truding clock. In the cabin no one 
thinks it amiss to read poetry right 
after breakfast or to take a solitary 
walk without any definite destination. 
It seems proper to talk about the 
wisps of fog in the valley or the con- 
stellations in the summer sky. Qu‘et 
confidences ar exhausted in the soft 
light reflected by the glowing logs 
in the fireplace. Talk takes time to 
progress from the weather, to rela- 
tionships, to ideas, and to God. 
Not all of the transplanted vaca- 

tion spirit has survived the moving 
from the cabin to our busy home, but 
the family has rediscovered Orion and 
the Pleiades in the back yard sky. Col- 
lege poetry books have been brought 
down from the attic. When the burn- 
ed-out television tube was not re- 
placed immediately, we found that we 
could talk at home, too. The conver- 
sation moved from immediate prob- 
lems to some wonderful plans: next 
Sunday’s afternoon drive, new shrubs 
for the yard, pipe dreams for a sum- 
mer trip. We discovered, too, that our 
family sings no worse (or better) be- 
side the thermostat than in front of 
the flickering logs in the cabin fire- 
place! 
Now it is your turn. What new way 

of living did you discover on your 
vacation? If it enhanced your leisure 
hours, try using it all year to enrich 
routine. It is truly your best vaca- 
tion souvenir. 

EMPTY NESTS 
By 

Oneita Fisher 

Off to school! 
Remember when your child startaae 

For weeks you hoarded gingham rain- 
bows and anklets to match, T-shirts in 
every color, sturdy jeans with won- 
derful pockets. You bought the finest 
pencil box, the thickest tablet, the 
biggest assortment of crayons; every 
single item she (or he) could possibly 
need—or want! 
Why? To anesthetize a heart against 

the pain of separation. 
That first day—remember? Remem- 

ber how quiet the house was—how tidy 
and how empty! 
The endless, restless hours passed. 

The cookie jar waited. The kitchen 
waited. The whole house waited. You 
waited! The clock struck two—three— 
four, and happy confusion burst 
through the wide-flung screen door. 
The first of a million papers was 

brought home from school. Later 
came a procession of blue cats, yellow 
dogs, green umbrellas, proudly printed 
names, and lopsided numbers. And 
the things that give a house a lived-in 
look came also: 
one glove, empty lunch boxes, 
ribbons and catcher’s mitts. 
were stories to tell: 
color.” “Miss Lane said I was a good 
girl.” “Tommy took my pencil.” “TI 

hair 

There 

skinned both knees and didn’t even — 
cry !” 

The ginghams gradually gave way 
to blouses and skirts, the ‘T-shirts Z 

: t 

too-warm sweaters, 

“IT lost my red 
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to football sweaters with a big let- 
ter on the front. Stacks of library 
books appeared (“But Mom, I have to 
give that report first period tomor- 
row!).” Class plays, student council, 

broken hearts, touchdowns, D’s, A’s, 
phone calls, semester tests, pink for- 
mals, driver’s licenses, senior proms, 

followed one another in rapid suc- 
cession. 

So many things now to discuss over 
a plate of cookies and a glass of milk, 
or potato chips and a frosty glass of 
pop at four o'clock! 

Irritations came, too. “Absolutely 
not, unless you clean up this room 
first.” “I told you the lawn had to 
be mowed.” “I don’t care what she 
wears, 
dollars for a sweater.” “One o’clock 
is too late to be out on a _ school 
night!” 

Always a dozen things to do, to help 
with, to plan for, to worry about, to 
rejoice over; day after day, year after 
year, until it seemed a natural per- 
manent way of life. 
And then, suddenly, you feel you 

have seen this before, like seeing 
the first part of a movie again. This 
time the rainbow is cashmere; the 
jeans have an ivy-league look; pen- 
cil boxes have given way to matched 
luggage. 
The same cause and effect—you are 

afraid to face a certain day, that in- 
evitable off-to-college day! 
Suddenly, all to soon, rooms are 

crowded with silence. Reminders lay 
everywhere: fashion magazines, fav- 
orite records, a crumpled tissue, one 
lone sock. 
The endless hours pass. The house 

waits. The cookie jar waits. The 
bottles of pop wait. The clock strikes 

you are not paying twenty - 
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Clark Driftmier, like all little boys, is a 
pretty good hole-digger and when his parents 
(Wayne and Abigail) are ready to plant fall 
bulbs, I expect they’ll have some welcome 
help! Incidentally, the National Nurserymen’s 
Convention was held in Denver this year 
and Abigail was so busy with convention 
activities that she didn’t write a letter this 
month. Next month, however, she’ll be 
right on deck to tell you all about it. 

two o’clock—three—four. 
But no one comes home! 
Take heart! Mark time now by the 

calendar, not the clock: Thanksgiving, 
Christmas, Easter, summer vacation! 
The mailman and telephone become 
your go-betweens, the trains and 
planes and cars your lifeline. 
The door will bang again; new joys 

come with maturity. 

yy uy 

TAKE YOUR CHOICE: 
Dingy, Dilapidated, or Like-New! 

Many harsh liquid bleaches leave you only the first two 
choices: use too little, clothes look grey and dingy. Use too much, 
clothes fray and wear out much too soon. 

But Kitchen-Klatter Safety Bleach adds the third choice: 
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COLORADO CONVENTION—Concl. 
the work accomplished. During the 
question period, one of the women 
asked, “Why do you require church 
attendance of every cadet on every 
Sunday of the four years they are 
here?” 
“We require church attendance, the 

church of their choice, of course, be- 
cause we feel that the moral develop- 
ment of a man is just as important 
as his mental and physical growth.” 
An answer which is worth pondering! 
A drive through the Garden of the 

Gods and a pause at the Van Briggle 
plant to see the actual making of fine 
pottery followed our stop at the Aca- 
demy. 
Following lunch we were escorted 

to the briefing room of the defense 
system (better known as NORAD). 
Here Lt. Col H. F. Rolph and a num- 
ber of assisting officers (each a spec- 
ialist in his own field) presented the 
general problems of defense facing 
our country and a briefing on what 
is being done to guarantee our safety. 
The greatest thrill came when we 

were taken into the large building 
which houses the “heart” of the de- 
fense system. A large, illuminated map 
of the United States and surrounding 
countries, filled an entire wall. Here 

all aircraft, ships and submarines in 
the area are plotted. Remember the 
old World War II maps where the 
movement of ships and aircraft were 
set in place and moved by hand? Now 
it is all done electronically and in- 
stantly! EHverything, even the little 
bits of exploded satellites, are tracked 
and recorded. My sense of confidence 
in our national defense increased min- 
ute by minute as the demonstration, 
descriptions and explanations contin- 
ued through a “practice” alert. 
Now that excavation work to build 

a giant cave back in the mountains 
is almost completed, NORAD will 
soon move to its new location, safe 
from even the most direct atomic 
blast. The working area has been 
closed to public view and it is very 
doubtful if, once the command post 
is in its new cave-home, it will ever 
again be open for inspection. 
The usual afternoon mountain show- 

er was falling as we trotted from the 
building to board the buses. It had 
been an eventful, educational, scenery- 
filled, worthwhile day. And, it was 
not completely over; a most enjoyable 
evening awaited us. Our destination? 
The Broadmoor Hotel in Colorado 
Springs. But that is another story. 
Ill tell you about it next month. 

| You Sell Christmas Cards... 
You Want to MAKE THE MOST EXTRA CASH 

Get the lines of ALL the best-known 
Christmas Card Publishers 
FROM ONE COMPANY 

Easiest way to make most spare-time 
: money! Introduce biggest line of Christ- 
: mas, Everyday Cards, gifts, stationery, 
toys, gift wraps of all best-known, most- 

| advertised greeting card companies. Get — 
ig new color catalog displaying morethan 

f 150 assortments, 600 Christmas money- 
* makers! Make up to 100% profit... even 
more on Personal Imprints, other novel- 
ties. Generous Bonus Plan. We give 
CREDIT to individuals and groups. 
FREE! Rush Name, Address Today! 
Big Christmas ‘‘ W ishing Book’’ Color Cat- 
alog of all leading lines, yours FREE, plus 
amazing Bonus Plan, money making de- 
tails. Also sample boxes on approval. 
Style Line Greetings, Dept. T-9 

" 421 Fifth Ave. So., Minneapolis Minn. 

sparkling, like-new clothes, with absolute safety! Kitchen-Klatter 
Safety Bleach contains no chlorine to shorten the lives of fine 
fabrics. White or colors, if they’re washable, they’re bleachable 

. . . with Kitchen-Klatter Safety Bleach. At your grocer’s. 

Kitchen-Klatter Safety Bleach — 
We know it’s safe! We make it! 

FREE Catalog 
Sener oes 

150 Christmas 
& Everyday Card 
Assortments; 

600 big money- 
makers. 
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FOLDING 
PEDESTAL 

BANQUET 

TABLES 
Churches, Schools, Clubs, 
and all organizations — 
SAVE NOW on famous 
MONROE FOLDING 
TABLES at our direct from 
factory, LOW PRICES. The 
leader for 55 years—still’ 
unmatched for quality, 
durability, convenience. 
Automatic locking legs. 94 
models and sizes. 

FREE CATALOG 
Big, new 1963 catalog. Beau- 
tifully illustrated in full color. 
Shows full line of MONROE 
folding tables, chairs, plat- 
form-risers, table and chair 
trucks, portable partitions, 

WRITE FOR PRICES. 

THE MONROE COMPANY 
51 Church St. « Colfax, lowa 

Save Yourself for Jesus 

Save Your Teeth - Your Health 

Save on Costly Medical Bills 

Through the discovery of PYRIDOXINE 

found in Rice Bran, doctors at the NEW 

YORK COLLEGE OF MEDICINE have 

reported a significant reduction in TOOTH 

DECAY. Other benefits found were RAD- 

IATION SICKNESS, SKIN TROUBLES, 

and women in pregnancy. Each melt in 

the mouth tablet is sugar free and pleas- 

antly lemon flavored. A 2 months supply 

of these tablets called ORA-LENE is $2.00. 

Guaranteed Products, 2112 Kingston, 

Houston 19 Texas, 

False reports about you do not 
change you. You are the same after 
the falsehood was told as before it. 
Therefore, pay no attention to gossip, 
either about yourself or others. Some- 
times these things come as a test to 
try our own strength of character and 
to soften our own tongues when we 
would speak ill of another. 

Take this EASIER Way tof" == 
EXTRA MONEY [2 
with Creatcve CHRISTMAS CARDS.. [jm 

75¢ PROFIT ON ‘1.25 BOx J 
Show lovely 21-card $1.25 Christmas boxes te ee Sea 
friends—make $75.00 on 100 boxes. Newest Stati nal 29€a 
Christmas and Birthday Assortments, 53 ationery 
ame-Imprints in free Album, unusual Stationery, 

Gifts to sieeae everyone.Big profits, Gift Bonuses. 

JUST SEND NAME FOR SAMPLES 
No St? my Sr needed. Exclusive, new-idea Per- 
serial EE with fr and best $1.25 Christmas Assort- 
ment FRE with first order. Mail coupon for aed 
on approval and full money- amon details. Act NO 

| pgheahverttcy sport hcgaiinedy uptieralird ny =deectheeet becaking gk cae! —yee™ ap 

y CREATIVE CARD Co., Dept. _1i3-€ 
4401 W. Cermak Road, Chicago 23, il. 

| Send samples on approval—mine to keep free aia firstorder. ; 

g@ NAME + 

8 ADDRESS, t 

cm : STATE a 
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LUCILE’S LETTER—Concluded 

magnificent maple trees. Those streets 
must be dazzling in October. And also 
in Troy we saw a house so charming 
that I wished one of the big magazines 
would send an editor and photograph- 
er to cover it. I made a mental note 
of the fact that it stands at the in- 
tersection of Park and State streets 
(hope my memory hasn’t played me 
a trick on those names!), and it’s the 
best example we've seen of brick 
painted white. And like the house 
in Stanberry, the wing that may have 
been added as part of a remodeling 
project, was in perfect balance. The 
very fact that we couldn’t tell in 
either case if the wings were part of 
the original house or later addition 
shows you how successful they are. I 
haven’t the faintest idea who lives 
there, but I admire the house! 

Not too far from Troy we turned 
off the highway and drove slowly up 
towards White Cloud. It had been our 
intention to go up to the Four State 
lookout point, but a recent rain made 
that steep hill too much of a hazard 
and halfway up we had to abandon 
the idea and back the car down again. 
And we almost abandoned our idea 
of driving up to Nebraska along the 
Missouri river when we saw the om- 
inous sign: DANGER! CAVING 
BANKS! I had visions of the road 
suddenly crumbling right into the 
river. 

But Russell doesn’t have such vis- 
ions, so we started out. And I hope 
that those of you who want an idyllic 
drive also disregard that sign because 
I’m sure it is there only to warn fish- 
ermen who might drive right to the 
brink of the river and park their cars. 
If you’re just going along the road 
you have nothing to fear. We found 
it a perfectly delightful drive, particu- 
larly since we didn’t meet a single 
car for more than ten miles. Both 
of us had the sensation of being a 
thousand miles from the hustle and 
bustle of today’s world—almost as if 
we'd stepped back through time. 
Eventually we came to Rulo, Neb- 

raska, and then on to Falls City 
where we had lunch, and then on to 
Brownville where we crossed the 
Missouri river again. We took back 
roads all the way up to Shenandoah 
and at one point found ourselves ma- 
rooned on top of a levee in the bottom 
land outside of Watson, but we weren’t 
in a hurry about anything so it made 
no difference. 
Aside from this little excursion of 

approximately 400 miles, we’ve been 
right here going back and forth to 
the plant. Practically from the mo- 
ment we took occupancy of our new 
building we’ve been in the throes of 
major interior construction and there 
is still much to be done. I hope the 
day comes when we'll be able to take 
you friends through the place without 
climbing over piles of lumber and 
sacks of cement. And when that day 
comes I'll announce it with great joy! 
Right now there are four of us 

sitting down to the table for those 
three meals a day. Juliana has a col- 
lege friend from Fort Hood, Texas 
visiting her and it’s a real joy for 
me that Sandy is a “good eater”! I 

a told Juliana last spring that she could 
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invite anyone here for any length of 
time if she would guarantee their 
appetites! With all the testing of re- 
cipes that I do I need someone who 
will pitch right in, not someone who 
fusses around and eats like a bird. 
Sandy pitches right in! 

Russell and I hope to get away 
sometime this month for a couple of 
weeks or so in New Mexico, and if 
we do, I can tell you about it next 
month. Until then— 

A WOMAN’S PRAYER 

Dear God, please give me the courage 
To pray for the things that are right; 
Not just to ask for the glitter 
Nor beg for the things that are bright. 

Sometimes when the trying is bitter 
And the bruises are hard to bear, 
Please give me a heart that keeps 
hoping 

And give me a faith that will wear. 

And when some small lovely thing 
Is a gift unexpected and free, 
Please grant me the understanding 
To know that You gave it to me. 

—Harverna Woodling | 

It’s Kitchen-Klatter 

Time! 

We don’t claim to be experts 

on any particular subject, but 

our 30-minute radio visit gives 
us a chance to be good neigh- 
bors. Listen each weekday morn- 
ing over one of the following 

stations: 

KSMN Mason City, Ia., 1010 on 

your dial — 9 00 A.M. 

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

KWP Muscatine, Ia., 860 on your 
dial — 10:30 A.M. 

KWBG Boone, Ia., 1590 on your 

dial — 9:00 A.M. 

KOAM Pittsburg, Kans., 860 on 
your dial — 9:00 A.M. 

KWOA 1 Worthington, Minn., 730 on 
your dial — 9:30 A.M. 

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

KLIK Jefferson City, Mo., 950 on 
your dial — 9:30 A.M. 

KHAS' Hastings, Nebr., 1230 on 
your dial — 10:30 A.M. 

KVSH_ ‘Valentine, Nebr., 940 on 
your dial — 9:00 A.M. 

WJAG Norfolk, Nebr., 780 on your 
dial — 10:00 A.M. 
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“Little Ads’’ 
If 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. 

November Ads due September 10 
December Ads due October 10 
January Ads due November 10 

Send Ads To 
The Driftmier Company 

Shenandoah, Iowa 
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SENSATIONAL new longer-burning LIGHT 
BULB. Amazing Free Replacement Guaran- 
tee—never again buy light bulbs. No com- 

petition. Multi-million dollar market yours 
alone. Make small fortune even spare time. 
Incredibly quick sales. Free sales kit Mer- 
lite (Bulb Div.), 114 E. 32nd, Dept. C-74Y 
New York 16. 

CASH AND S & H GREEN STAMPS given 
for new and used goose and duck feathers 

Top prices, S & H GREEN STAMPS, free 
tags, shipping instructions. Write today! 
-On used feathers mail small sample. North- 

western Feather Co., 212 Scribner, N. W., 
Grand Rapids, Michigan. 
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PEPPER, CINNAMON, Maplesugar, Shelled 
Pecans, English Walnuts, Brazils, Black 
Walnuts, Almonds $1.25 Pound. Peerless, 
5388B Centralpark, Chicago 24. 

A QUILT THAT IS QUILTED as you piece. 
Fascinating new idea, direction only $1.00. 
Quilting pattern included. M Stovar, 

Circleville, Kansas. 

FOR SALE — 8 inch dolls with knit dress 
or knit sports outfit — $2.00. Mrs. Herman 
Prueter, Manitowoc, Wis. 

BEGONIAS, SCENTED LEAF GERANIUMS 
houseplants, many rare. 10 rooted slips 
$2.35. Postpaid. Margaret Winkler, R. 2, 
Hudsonville, Michigan. 

SIMPLE SEWING WANTED. Aprons $1.00; 
practical or faney $1.50. Knitted booties, 
novelties, laundry or clothes pin bags— 
$1.50. Order gifts early. Glenda Spanel, 
Ainsworth, Nebr. 

POPULAR APRONS $1.00. 6 for $5.00. 
Cross stitched dogwood on gingham aprons 
$2.50. Kathleen Yates, Queen City, Mo. 

DAILY REMINDERS FOR CHRISTIAN 
LIVING! Five religious mottos on attrac- 
tive 5x7 placards. Complete 50¢ coin. Ideal 
gift anytime! VEECEE, Box 1401, Down- 
town Sta., Omaha 1, Nebr. 

ANTIQUES 

ANTIQUERS take America’s largest monthly 

newsaper on antiques, over 48 pages. $2 
year, refunded if not satisfied. Antique 
Trader, Box 337-63, Kewanee, IIl. 

CASH IMMEDIATELY FOR OLD GOLD— 
Jewelry, Gold Teeth, Watches, Diamonds, 
Silverware, Spectacles. Free Information. 
Rose Industries, Heyworth Building, Chi- 
cago 2 

GRAHAM FLOUR made with naturally grown 
clean grain, using only commercial stone 
burr mill in the mid-west. Also vitamins 
and imported health foods. Write for list. 
Brownville Mills, Brownville, Nebr. 

YOUR CHURCH OR GROUP can raise $50.00 
and more, easy and fast. Have 10 members 
each sell only twenty 50¢ packages my 
lovely cherry Christmas Carol Table Nap- 
kins. Keep $50 for your treasury. No money 
needed. Free Samples. Anna Wade, Dept. 
419FS, Lynchburg, Va. 

SAVE MONEY! MAKE MONEY! BE 
STYLISH! The gift you make yourself 
is treasured longer. Write today for FREE 
catalog and information about our famous 
do-it-yourself club (America’s greatest $1 
value). Our exciting handcraft secrets have 
delighted thousands from _ coast-to-coast. 
WRITE: Nancy Lee, Secretary, Dept. R, 
National Handcraft Society, Handcraft 
Building, Des Moines, Iowa. 

LOVELY 42” PILLOW SLIPS _§spiderweb 
inserts and edge $5.00, 24” Metallic doil- 
ies flowers in color $3.00. 7 dish towels 

embroidered $3.50. Mrs. Paul lLedebuhr, 
R. 1, Houston, Minnesota. 

DREAM BOOK: 1000 dreams. Covers predic- 
tions, visions ete. $1.00. George Tomisek, 
8033 S. Homan, Chicago 23, Il. 

POPULAR 14%” Metallic wheat-pineapple 
doily $2.00. R. Kiehl, 2917 Fourth N. W., 
Canton, Ohio 

AFRICAN VIOLET leaves, labeled, 10 for 
$1.25; started violet plants, 3 for $1.25; 
assorted houseplant slips, 10 for $1.25. Mrs. 
Carl Clement, Thaver, Iowa 

RUG WEAVING, unprepared materials— 
$2.00 yd., in balls 
wena Winters, Grimes, Iowa. 

CHURCH WOMEN, we print Cook Books for 
Church Organizations and other groups for 
less than $1 each, which sell readily for 
$1.75 or more. Write for details. GENERAL 
PUBLISHING AND BINDING, IOWA 
FALLS, IOWA. 

“OVERWEIGHT ?’’ — I lost 30 pounds in one 
month! No Drugs! No Exercise! No Star- 
vation Diet! Send $1 for simple plan. 
GLICK, 1800KK_ Gillette Crescent, South 
Pasadena, Calif. 

TWO “WILL” FORMS and “Booklet on 
Wills’, $1.00. NATIONAL, Box 48313KK, 
Los Angeles 48, Calif. 

21 BIRTHDAY, Get Well or Assorted cards 
$1.00. Gospel Supply, Stratford, Iowa. 

“KITCHEN DOLLS” to cover sprinkler bot- 
tle, Price $1.65. Mrs. Otoe Goff, 905 West 
11th, North Platte, Nebraska. — 

“LIKE CROSS-STITCH?’ Then you'll love 
Block Embroidery on Gingham! One pat- 
tern with sample 30¢. Set of six patterns 

‘ with one sample $1.00. Mrs. John Doud, 
_ 829 Sheridan, Salina, Kansas, | 

A Sainte. 

$1.25. Guaranteed. Ro-. 

PEANUT PIXIES 
—12 for $1.00 

postpaid. 

Made entirely by 
hand with red 

trimming ONLY 

Order early for 
HOLIDAY enter- 
tainment or gifts. 

Send orders to 

orothy Driftmier Johnson, 

Lucas, Iowa. 

MARGERY’S LETTER—Concluded 

ample opportunity to look over this 
quaint western town. After our dinner 
in the evening, we saw a street show 
with a stage hold-up, posse chase, 
etc. This type of entertainment is 
frequently included in western ‘“vaca- 
tion towns” as a feature attraction 
for tourists. We also saw an old melo- 
drama which was a lively production 
put on by college students from var- 
ious parts of the country. 
Our return trip across Wyoming was 

planned for covering more of the 
central part of the state. This took 
us through Riverton, Casper, Douglas, 
and then down to Laramie, so that 

we could take in more of the moun- 
tain range area that interested us 

and the University of Wyoming at 
Laramie. At Cheyenne, we left rough 
country behind us and entered the 
flat open rangeland of Nebraska. 

I wouldn’t have believed that we 
could have covered so many miles 
in such a short time nor experienced 
the beauties of such varying country 
within so few miles! It was incredible 
how swiftly the landscape changed. 
Now we’re all settled down at home, 

trying to pick up the routine of every- 
day living again. I’m day-dreaming 
about the trip as I wash dishes, make 
beds and scrub floors, and the dream- 
ing will have to last me for quite 
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FRESH PECAN HALVES 
South’s Oldest Shipper 

Organizations Make Money Selling Our 
Pound Bags JUMBO HALVES and 
PIECES. Season starts First Week of No- 
vember. We Prepay Shipments. You Pay 
us when Sold. Write for Details. 

SULLIVAN PECAN CO. 
CRESTVIEW, FLORIDA 

NEW WAY TO RAISE ‘50°%°| 
AND MORE! IT’S EASY, FAST! 

For Your Church or Group 
our groupcan raise all the money it needs, 
easily, quickly, without le cost to you! 

.. L’llsend your group a supply of my 
4 assorted luxurious Christmas 

Carol Napkins in advance. As- 
sorted cheery designs, with words 

® for the best-loved Christmas Carols 
enhance Holiday meals. Have 10 mem- 

Ne ‘bers each sell 20 packages; keep $50for your 
Be treasury, send me the balance of proceeds. 

FREE y Never Spend ic of Your Own Money 
Take up to 60 days; we give credit on napkins. 

SAMPLES You risk nothing to try my amazing tested 
plan, used by over 50,000 groups. 

Rush name and address now for sample 
napkins, details of my Plan which brings 
you fast cash, or valuable equipment 
for your group, sent free, no obligation. 

ANNA WADE, Dept. 420F S , Lynchburg, Va. 

RUSH NAME 
AND ADDRESS 

TODAY! 

awhile for I’ve had more than my 
share of “tripping” for this year. And 
unless there is something that I think 
will be of particular interest to drive 
to see in order to report it to you, I'll 
be right here at home for a good long 
time. 

Until next month—and _ school— 
Sincerely, 

7 
FREDERICK’S LETTER—Concluded 
the young people will be running all 
over the ship, I only take one state- 
room. This is primarily for the use 
of anyone in the party who becomes 
seasick. It has been our good fortune 
to have very few youngsters get sea- 
sick. Before leaving port each one 
takes a pill which helps prevent this 
unpleasant sensation. We have always 
had fairly good sailing weather and 
that helps, too! The only time the 
Bay of Fundy lived up to its reputa- 
tion for roughness was on a trip when 
we had no guests with us. 
After a fine summer, we are looking 

forward to another good year in the 
grand, old church I serve in Spring- 
field. In a few days we shall be up 
to our ears in a dozen different church 
activities, all of them extremely worth- 
while. 
One of my favorite church groups 

is the Friendly Service Sewing Society. 
(A picture showing some of this de- 
lightful group was printed in the 
August issue of the Kitchen-Klatter 
magazine.) This Society meets in one 
of the church parlors each Thursday 
to sew for missionary causes and for 
local hospitals. No matter how de- 
manding my office schedule, I always 
find a few minutes to drop in and 
chat with these ladies. Sometimes 
I stay with them for lunch. I think 
you will agree with me when I say 
that there is something very special 
about women who will give one day 
a week to this kind of activity year 
after year. God bless them all. 

Sincerely, 
Frederick 
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A ‘“‘BEFORE-GOING-BACK- 

TO-SCHOOL” PARTY 
By 

Lynn Schlomann 

Books, pencils and tablets will soon 
be a familiar sight on tables, chairs 
and even on the buffet—unless you 
have a “place for everything and 
everything in its place’. We try, but 
ours seems to be a “place for every- 
thing and everything someplace’- 
arrangement as soon as school begins. 

At the very end of August, or the 
first of September, we have a “Before- 
Going-Back-to-School” party for the 
youngsters. When the teacher has her 
“tell-time” period the first day of 
school, it isn’t just the trips taken 
which are reported but the exciting 
incidents of the most recent end-of- 
vacation party. 
Throughout the months we_ save 

heavy, black paper (black construc- 
tion paper will work fine, also). When 
Wwe are ready to make the invitations, 

we cut the black paper into the shape 
of a slate or blackboard. Then, using 
white ink or a white-leaded pencil, 
we write the words to resemble chalk- 
ed letters. 
As the party is held outdoors, the 

invitations simply read: “Please come 
to our party at on 
Wear your oldest clothes.” 
Balloons are inexpensive and many 

of our games are arranged with them. 
This is one we have enjoyed many 
times: 
Balloon Shooting: Hang several in- 

flated balloons from the limb of a 
tree or a cothesline. Each child takes 
a turn with a bow and arrow. He 
takes three shots to try to puncture 
a balloon. Any child who succeeds 
wins a prize. (Our prizes are usually 
a package of gum, Lifesavers, suckers 
or sticks of peppermint.) 
Jockey Hunt: Hide crepe-paper Joc- 

key hats around the yard. Have the 
children hunt so that each one finds 
and puts on a cap. Inside one of the 
hats, hide a spinner. (Many children’s 
games have a square of cardboard 
with a small metal arrow which can 
be twirled around so as to stop on 
a number.) The child who. finds the 
hat in which the spinner is hidden 
becomes the official starter for the 
next game, which is a horserace! 
Horse Race: Divide the children in- 

to teams. Mark off a race track about 
12 feet long and 3 feet wide. We use 
two strips of narrow, white, cotton 
tape. These tapes have been marked 
off by inches. For instance if the 
tapes are 12 feet long, there will be 
144 inches marked on each one. 
Have each side select a jockey. Each 

jockey is given a different colored 
“horse”. This can be a plastic toy 
horse, a small ten-cent car, or even 
a big spool tied with an identifying 
bright-colored ribbon. 
The jockeys and the starter take 

their places at the starting “gate”. 
The starter spins the spinner for 
each turn and this determines the 
progress of the horses along the track. 
For example, if the spinner stops and 
points to 8 the jockey moves his 
horse up 8 inches. The_ respective 
teams will not need any urging to 

hands and knees to a _ goal, 
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cheer their horses along, for the game 
is exciting and moves quickly. Play 
it several times with different jockeys 
and starter for each game. 

Peanut Hunt: We hide peanuts (in 
the shell) all over the yard. Since we 
have a fence we have a natural bound- 
ry. If you do not, give the children 
designated limits beyond which they 
cannot go. Blow a whistle to signal 
the start of the hunt. The children 
dash off to find as many of the pea- 
nuts as they can. Be sure to have a 
big wastepaper basket or trash can 
handy for the peanut shells! 

Obstacle Race: Obstacle races are 
ideal for outdoor parties and may 
include: crawling backwards’ on 

gunny 
sack races, races with a football be- 
tween the Knees, three-legged race 
and, lastly, follow-the-leader around 
the yard, over the stumps, under rail- 
ings, etc. (See why we insist on old 
clothes?) ' ‘ 

A picnic lunch, complete with bon- 
fire is our grand finale. Hot dogs, 
marshmallows, a salad which we are 

sure the children will like, potato 

chips, ice cream and cake are the 

standard menu for this. party. It 

aways is well .received! 

SEPTEMBER, 

SILLY RIDDLES 

1. What looks like a cat, eats like a 
cat, walks like a cat, but is not a cat? 

2. What has a bed but never sleeps? 
3. What is a calf after it is one year 

old? 

4, What would happen if a girl swal- 
lowed her spoon? 

o. What is the hardest thing about 
learning to ride a bicycle? 
Answers: 1. A kitten. 2. A river. 3. 

Two years old. 4. She couldn’t stir. 
5. The pavement. 
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A SCHOOL CARNIVAL IDEA 

Every year we have an annual car- 
nival at the school. We have such 
money-making games as: dart throw- 
ing to break balloons, bowling, drop- 

ing clothespins into a bottle, cakewalk 
(for which we normally have 100 layer 
cakes donated), driver-training tests, 
pony rides, trampoline, hayride, a 
jail, a movie, bakery, cafe, grab bag 
and a camera man who takes one- 
minute pictures. Last year we cleared 
$500.00 in about four hours. When it 
was all over my children asked, “When 
will we have the next one?” 

—Mrs. J. H., Iowa 
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IS YOUR HOUSE HAUNTED? 

No need to be ‘‘spooked”’ by these familiar household chores 

. not when you call on hard-working Kitchen-Klatter Kleaner. 
From porch to kitchen, bathroom to basement, you’ll find Kitchen- 
Klatter Kleaner invaluable for quick, fast wipe-ups and deep, hard 

cleaning. It dissolves instantly into a soft-water solution, even in 
hardest water. And one going-over does the job, too . 
never a scum or froth to rinse or wash away. 

. . there’s 

Your grocer has Kitchen-Klatter Kleaner, or can get it for 

you fast. And remember to save the boxtops for valuable premiums. 

For all your cleaning, all over the house, you can’t go wrong 

with Kitchen-Klatter Kleaner. Remember: 

You go through the motions ... . 

- Kitchen-Klatter Kleaner does the work! 


