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LETTER FROM LUCILE 

Dear Good Friends: 

Last month when I wrote to you im- 

mediately after the Great Blizzard I 

said that my thoughts turned to people 

suddenly stricken by critical illness in 

a house totally cut off from all help. 

Little did I dream when I wrote those 

words that a member of our family was 

in those desperate circumstances, but 

that is exactly what happened. 

Mother’s dearly beloved sister, our 

Aunt Jessie Shambaugh, was spending 

the weekend at the country home of her 

daughter Ruth when the blizzard struck, 

and during the storm she fell and broke 

her hip. It took a corps of volunteers 

many hours to shovel enough of a path 

to enable a car to get through and take 

her to the Clarinda hospital several 

miles away, and the miracle is that 

she lived a few days after medical 

care was at hand. She slipped away 

peacefully on January 14th at the age 

of 89. 

On our radio visit when I told about 

Aunt Jessie’s death I said that we 

could think of her without mournful sor- 

row because she had lived a life so 
rich, so full of accomplishment and 

service to others that it was a glowing 

testament to the human spirit. All of 

her remarkable abilities were used to 

the utmost for people in every walk of 

life. Until the infirmities of advanced 

age overtook her she was constantly 

occupied in the service of anyone who 

turned to her for help. 

Mother has asked me to thank all of 

you faithful friends for your cards and 

letters of Sympathy, and to mention 
particularly her gratitude for the news- 

paper clippings that came from all over 

this country. She had not been in the 

public eye for a number of years, but 
her pioneer work in helping to found 
4-H was given wide attention. 

We have had quite a few letters ask- 
ing for information about a Memorial, | 

so this is the place to say that a 4-H 

Memorial has been established and is 

being handled by her dear friend, Mrs. 

Faye Whitmore, of Clarinda, Iowa. She 

is working closely with Ruth Sham- 

baugh Watkins (Mrs. Robert Watkins of 

Clarinda) to determine how best Aunt 

Jessie’s memory may be honored. At a 

later date we will be able to tell you 

what is being done. 

Aunt Jessie’s death leaves Mother as 

the only remaining member of the seven 

Field brothers and sisters, and natu- 

rally it gives her a lonesome feeling. 

Those of you who are in a Similar situ- 

ation will surely understand what she 

means. Inevitably it must come to all 

families. 

In the same month Uncle Henry 

Field’s large family was broken for the 

first time. His youngest daughter, Letty 

Field Bianco, was the first to die, and 

this seems strange and somewhat un- 

usual. She passed away at Marseilles, 

Illinois, following quite an extended 

illness from a rare disease that would 

not respond to medical treatment. 

Her brothers and sisters who attended 

the funeral services were deeply touch- 
ed by the outpouring of concern and 

affection expressed by the friends in 
Marseilles who had known her through 

all the years of her marriage. She is 

survived by her devoted husband and 

her only child, Jean Ann. Aunt Bertha 

Field, Uncle Henry’s widow, was able 

to be in the home for several weeks. 
As I write this I am looking out at 

another heavy snowfall. We have had 

an unusual winter all over the country, 

and in Europe as well. Albuquerque 

had the lowest temperatures ever re- 

corded, and in many sections New 

Mexico was almost a disaster area as 

fuel supplies ran low and people had to 
take to their beds, literally, to try and 

keep warm. 

Juliana told me that over 650 houses 
in Albuquerque had frozen and bursted 

pipes— and my house was one of them. 

The furnace was set for 70 degrees, 

but this didn’t prevent the water pipes 

in the kitchen from freezing and burst- 

ing. My good next-door neighbor, Doro- 

thy Parrish, discovered the catastrophe 

when she ran in just to check and be 

ly will 
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sure that everything was all right, and 

by this time both the kitchen and living 

room carpets were saturated. Conse- 

quently they had to be taken up and 
stored in a heated area where they had 

been purchased not quite two years 

ago, and at this time they are still 

there. 

I’m thankful, of course, that my in- 

Surance will cover the damage, but 

there were many, many people with 

similar trouble who didn’t have such 

insurance, and since about 50% of the 
carpet taken up cannot be relaid, they 

are really hard hit. I’m sorry for them 

because carpet is an expensive item 

and rarely purchased impulsively and 

blithely. At least I’ve never bought 

carpet on the spur of the moment! 

A letter from Juliana yesterday 

brought the heartening news that she 

had just returned from the pediatric- 

ian’s office, and for the first time 

since mid-October both James and 

Katharine are free from ear infections. 

For some reason they are unusually 

susceptible to this kind of trouble, 

and consequently they’ve been shut in 

the house for weeks on end during the 

winter. James has always oe his 
toys and done very well at entertaining 

himself, but finally even hist favorite 

things failed to hold his intérest 
he was wild to get outside | f 

all over the house at lightni 

she gets into James’ projéct 

chair and takes a deep bre 
they’re both finally down for 

On very rare occasions she manages to 

get through the night without jumping 

up several times, but between James’ 

bad dreams and Katharine’s painful 

teething she usually feels that she 
hasn’t had a sound night’s rest for 

years! 

These days our fellow citizens of 

Shenandoah are excited and happy 

about the fact that a major industry is 

building a big plant here that eventual- 
employ approximately 500 

people. This means steady, around- 

the-year employment that has been 

needed for a long, long time. According 

to the information released there will 

be a total of around 1100 new people 

involved, and this means, in turn, 

many, many changes. Shenandoah is 

celebrating its 100th anniversary this 

year, and acquiring such a big new 

industry is surely quite a way to start 

the second 100 years. 
Incidentally, this new plant is being 

built right next door to our Kitchen- 

Klatter plant, so those of v®u who have 

(Continued on page 22)
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MARGERY IMPRESSED WITH 

TWO FINE EXHIBITS 

Dear Friends: 

The youngsters in our neighborhood 

are having a great time today. Our 

school closed due to icy conditions 

and now old Mother Nature is shaking. 
her featherbed! The snowflakes are al- 

most the size of feathers. Contrary to 

January’s blizzard when temperatures 

were well below zero, it isn’t extreme- 

ly cold so the children are out playing 

in the new snow. One little fellow was 

working away on a drift with a large 

toy road grader. From the car window I 

could see his mouth forming the 

“‘R-r-r-r’’ sound for the engine. What a 

delightful time he was having! 

Do children still play ‘‘Fox and 

Geese’’ in the snow? Do they still 

make ‘‘angels’’? We used to come in 

from winter’s play covered with snow. 

The first stop was the back porch 

where we shed our high buckle over- 

shoes, coats, leggings, scarves and 

mittens and raced through the back 

door to stand over the ‘‘best’’ registers 

to warm ourselves, denying that we’d 

gotten snow in our overshoes and that 

the legs of our long underwear were 

soaked. We didn’t want to take the 

time to change before we had warmed 

our toes and were off again to the great 

outdoors and that gorgeous snow! 

A few weeks ago the long-range fore- 

cast looked promising enough for me to 

drive to South Dakota for a few days. 

Many of our Kitchen-Klatter friends 

have sent us information about the 

Harvey Dunn paintings which are ex- 

hibited at the South Dakota Memorial 

Art Center in Brookings, as well as the 

Marghab Linen Collection which was 

recently put on permanent display in 

the same building. The more we heard 

about these two fine collections, the 

more we wanted to get up to Brookings 

to see them, and considered it as a 

likely trip for this spring. However, 

Lucile suggested, after that optimistic 

d-day forecast, that possibly I could 

drive on up to see them that week. 
Oliver and I left the house at the 

same time; his destination was Des 

Moines to spend three days in meet- 

ings. I drove west to Interstate 29 and 

on to Sioux Falls. I stayed with a 
friend, Jane Odson, and arrived early 

enough in the afternoon that Jane had 

time to show me a great deal of her 

city, including Augustana and Sioux 

Falls Colleges and the Civic Arts 
Center. 

Jane was free of any pressing respon- 

sibilities the next day so she accom- 
panied me to Brookings. We drove 
around the University campus and lo- 

cated the lovely new Memorial Art 

Center which was a project of the 

State Federation of Women’s Clubs. 

We treasure this picture of Aunt 
Jessie with two of her grandchil- 
dren, Heather and Jeddie Watkins. 

und is dedicated to the pioneers of 
South Dakota. The building is an im- 

pressive one — a fine addition to the 

campus. The Harvey Dunn paintings 

hang in two large rooms. In 1950, two 

years before his death, Mr. Dunn gave 

this collection of his work to the peo- 

ple of his beloved state with the State 

College at Brookings as custodian. 
He was well known as a magazine 

illustrator and as a combat artist in 

World War I and also as a teacher, but 
he is admired by most of us for ms 
paintings of the pioneers on the South 

Dakota prairies. My favorites of all are 

‘‘The Prairie Is My Garden’’, ‘‘Dakota 

Woman’’, and ‘‘After School’’. I bought 

prints of these at the center and we’re 

having them framed to hang at the 

Kitchen-K latter office. 

The Marghab Linen Collection was 

put on display in an adjoining room 

last November. Never have I seen such 
exquisite embroidered table linens! 
The entire collection consists of 261 

designs and 1422 pieces. With such a 

sizeable collection it is necessary to 

display only a portion of them at a 

time, so the exhibit changes on a 

monthly basis. I wish I were close 

enough to drive to Brookings every 

month so I could eventually see all of 

the pieces. 

Vera Way Marghab grew up in South 

Dakota. Her husband, Emile, was from 

Cyprus. They developed the beautiful 

designs over the years, often taking 

several years to work out a single de- 
sign. The linens, made on the Portu- 
gese island of Madeira by native labor, 

are considered the most exquisite in 

all the world. It seems incredible that 

such delicate embroidery in such tiny 

stitches could be made by human 
hands, but handmade they are! They 
are considered such works of art that 

they have been included in permanent 
collections in museums. 

When the time came to decide where 

such a collection should be placed, the 

Marghabs decided it should be in South 
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Dakota for Mrs. Marghab is very proud 

of her South Dakota heritage. 

I urge you to visit Brookings to view 

these two tremendous exhibits. I know 
they will impress you as they did me. 

Jane and I looked at our watches, 

looked at the map, and decided that we 

had time to drive west to DeSmet. Many 

of you will remember that DeSmet is 

Laura Ingalls Wilder country for this is 

the setting for one of her Little House 
books. This is also Harvey Dunn coun- 

try and one of his friends, Aubrey Sher- 

wood, is the editor of the local news- 

paper. We stopped at the newspaper 

office and were sorry to miss Mr. Sher- 

wood. We did, however, see some of 

his Dunn paintings in his office. We 
walked down the street to the library 

to see some more paintings which hang 

there, and also to see some Laura In 

galls Wilder mementoes on exhibit. We 

would have appreciated seeing the 

‘memorial erected to her memory, but the 
Snowy road discouraged us. When I 

-went to bed that night I thought per- 

haps I could drive back to DeSmet the 

next day but woke up to Jane’s an- 

nouncement that several inches of snow 

had fallen in the night. It seemed best 

to head on back to Iowa and save an- 

other visit to this area for spring and 

fairer weather. 
On my return to Shenandoah I stopped 

in Sioux City to see Armada Swanson, 

who writes the ‘‘Come Read with Me” 

column for you each month. We had a 
lovely lunch together and caught up on 

family news. I hadn’t realized how the 

years had flown by until she told me 

her son Jon had just gotten his driver’s 

license. I was still thinking of him as 

the little boy I saw a few years ago! 

It looks as if we are really in for a 
big snowfall, as it hasn’t let up one 
bit since I sat down to the typewriter. 

This was predicted afew days ago and 

we were relieved that it was delayed 

somewhere out west for Oliver and I 

were invited to attend a weekend 

church conference at Doane College in 

Crete, Nebraska, and we didn’t want to 

miss it. We heard some wonderful 

speakers and had an opportunity to 

hear views of college students so it 

was a fine experience. We were de 
lighted, also, to meet radio listeners 

from various parts of Nebraska. 

Now, if I can get my car safely out 

the driveway and down the street with- 

out slipping and sliding, I’ll take this 

letter to the plant so it can be put in 
print. 

In closing I want to express my ap- 

preciation for your friendship. In our 

saddness over the loss of our dear 

Aunt Jessie and our dear cousin Letty, 

it has been a comfort to know your 

thoughts were with us. 

Sincerely, 

Margery
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A Wee Bit o' Erin 

FOR SAINT PATRICK’S DAY 

by 
M abel Nair Brown 

Saint Patrick’s Day offers the perfect 

incentive for a rollicking party to 

Sweep away those late winter  dol- 

drums. Deck your house with sham- 
rocks, golden harps, green streamers, 

Irish pipes, and Paddy’s hats and, 

begorra, your guests will think they’ve 

come upon a wee bit o’ Erin for shure! 

Invitations: Cut the covers from 
brown construction paper in the shape 

of Irish potatoes. For each one cut an 

inside white sheet of paper in the 

same shape. Tie the covers and white 
page together with a green yarn or 

ribbon bow. Decorate the inside sheet 

with a small shamrock seal and write 

the following invitation with a green 

marking pen: Shure ’tis you we’re in 

vitin’ to come and be gay, at a party 

we’re a-givin’ on Saint Patrick’s Day. 

We hope something of green you will 

be wearin’ as you come to our house at 

eight o’clock, and find a bit o’ Erin. 

(signed) 
Decorations: Fasten a huge bow of 

green crepe paper to the front door. As 

the guests enter invite them first to 

kiss the Blarney stone (a smooth rock 

which you have scrubbed well) which 

they find on atable near the front door. 

Beside it place a green top hat which 

each guest must don before kissing the 
Blarney | stone. Then instruct each 
guest that he is now initiated into the 

gifted Blarney Club, and is to pay a 
compliment to the first five party 

guests whom he greets. This is sure to 

Start the party off in good spirits. 
Other decorations might include green 

paper over the lamp shades, and shanr 

rocks fastened to window drapes, pic- 

ture frames, and suspended by strings 

in doorways.Fasten some to pipe clear 
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er stems and stick them into the soil as 

blossoms on some of your house plants. 

Table Decorations: Use a _ white 

tablecloth and scatter paper shamrocks 

on it and pin them to the overhang. 
For a centerpiece make shamrock 

‘‘posies’’ by fastening two paper sham- 

rocks back to back around a pipe 

cleaner stem. Select a large potato (or 

you can use several in an arrangement) 
and insert the shamrock flower stems 

into the potato to form a ‘‘bouquet’’. 

This potato-shamrock arrangement can 

Stand on a large paper shamrock or a 

fancy trivet. A few Irish pipes might 

‘be placed around the base of the ar- 

rangement, with, perhaps, a gold harp 

beside it. 

Favors and Nutcups: Lollipop favors 

are cute and might even be used as 

part of the table decorations if you’re 

setting a tea table with the Irish theme. 

To each lollipop add a shamrock hat 

made by fastening two paper shamrocks 

together at top and sides.-Tie a green 

yarn or ribbon bow at the ‘‘neck’’. If 

facial features are desired, cut a small 

white paper heart for the face, glue to 

the lollipop, and then mark on the fea- 

tures. If used on a tea table, these 

lollipops might be stuck into a large 

potato, each guest being invited to 

take one. . 
For nutcups, paste a green foil sham- 

rock to the smallest size white lace- 

paper doily. Then glue a small white 

nutcup to the center and tie a green 

yarn band around the top of the cup. 

Another idea is to fasten four small 

shamrocks together to form a square 

cup, fastening the stems together, and 

creasing to form a bottom. Set a small 

white nutcup inside this shamrock cup. 

You can carry out the Irish pig idea 

and have a pig-in-a-poke nutcup by 

putting nuts and candies in very small 

bags and tying them with green yarn or 

sealing them with a shamrock seal. 

Entertainment: Hunt for Erin: You 

will find Erin in each of the words that 

fit the following clues. 

1. A fruit. tangerine 

2. Relief for many. Bufferin 

3. Act of extremely high respect. 

revering 

4. Sacrifice. offering 

5. Showing contempt. sneering 

6. Looking intently. peering 

7. Part of game fun. cheering 

8. Not advised for onlookers. leer- 

ing 

9. Changing course. veering 

10. Mocking. jeering 

11. Animal. wolverine 

12. Swaggering. blustering 

St. Pat’s Run-a-round: (If you like 

hilarity and have plenty of room.) Tie a 

curtain ring or Similar ring to a string 

and suspend it from the ceiling. Clear 

a circle and start two players at oppo-- 

site sides of the ring, each armed with 

a hooked cane or umbrella, and riding 

a child’s kiddie car or on a Single 

roller skate. The stunt is to be the 

first to hook the ring. If there are sev- 

eral playing, a prize might be given to 

the player doing it in the shortest 

time. 

Feed the Pig Potatoes: This is a 

game in which two couples compete. 

One person of each couple is seated in 

a chair, hands folded in the lap. The 

other partner stands behind the chair 

with his back to the chair. This partner 
is given a small bowl in which are 

some potato chips. At the leader’s 
Signal, the standing partner, using the 

left hand, must reach around and feed 

the potato chips to his seated partner. 

Any chips falling to the floor count as 

points lost. The seated partner may not 

use hands in any way to assist in 

eating the chips. The first couple to 

have all the chips eaten wins the con- 

test. 

Irish Fisherman: This is a contest in 

which a potato is balanced on the end 

of a yardstick. A prize is awarded to 

the first one to reach the designated 

goal line without dropping the potato. 

If the potato is dropped, the player 
must start over. (Compete in threes or 

fours.) 

The Laugh Is on Pat: The players 
form a circle around ‘‘It’’, who is blind- 

folded and holds an Irish pipe or a 

cane. Whenever he raps on the floor 

with the pipe, everyone must stand 

still. ‘‘It’’ then points his pipe at 

someone and says, ‘‘Laugh for me, 

Pat.’’ The person pointed out must 

laugh, and, if identified correctly, he 

becomes ‘‘It’’. The group then circles 

(Continued on page 21)
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FREDERICK’S LETTER 

FROM THE PARSONAGE 

Dear Friends: 

Right here on my desk I have a copy 

of the Holy Bible so small that I can 

hide it under my wristwatch! It is so 
small that I can put it into my mouth 

and still have room for two ice cubes! 

It is so small that I need a one hundred 

power microscope to read it. Yes, it 

has every page and every line of the 

King’ James Version, including the 

index. This small Bible was given me 

at the National Cash Register Com- 

pany, a firm that is now manufacturing 

computer-like equipment that puts the 

‘printed word on microfilm. If I had this 

equipment, I would be able to put the 

contents of all the books in our large 

public library right here in my desk 

drawer and still have lots of room to 

spare. Recently I heard a representa- 

tive of that firm speaking about this 

marvelous equipment, and when I told 

him who I was and what I did, he gave 

me this infinitely small Bible. I wish 

that you could have seen the eyes of 

our Sunday school children when I 

showed it to them. 

I love to kid my Betty about the 

famous — or should I say notorious — 

Women’s’ Liberation Movement, and 

whenever I hear a joke that needles 

the ladies, I tell it to her at the dinner 

table. Today I told her the one about 

the man who confessed to a friend, ‘‘I 

got married because I was tired of 

going to the laundromat, eating in res- 

taurants, and wearing socks’ with 

holes.’’ His friend looked at him with a 

Sly grin and replied: ‘‘That’s funny! I 

got divorced for the same reason.”’ 

At a church dinner the other night one 
of our guest speakers told the story 

about the man who while being bored to 

death at a church supper program 

turned to a man seated near him and 

said: ‘‘What a terrible voice that singer 
has. Do you know who she is?’’ 

‘*Yes,’’ replied the other man. ‘‘She’s 

my wife!’’ 

‘“‘Oh I beg your pardon,’’ stammered 

the first man. ‘‘Of course, it really 
isn’t her voice that’s bad; it’s the stuff 

She has to sing. I wonder who wrote 
that awful song?’”’ 

*“*T did!’’ came the reply. 

That story reminded me of one that I 

later told our guest speaker. It is about 

the lady who said to her husband: 

‘‘Henry! Why do you always go out on. 
the porch when I sing. Don’t you like 
my singing?’’ And her husband replied: 
“Oh it isn’t that. I go out on the porch 

because I want all our neighbors to see 

that I am not beating you.’’ 
I wonder if you folks got as much 

cold weather where you live as we got 

here in Massachusetts this past winter? 

We had no trouble at the parsonage, 

but we did have some trouble at the 

church. To get enough heat into our 

big church sanctuary for Sunday serv- 

ices, we cut off the radiators in our 

large church dining room. One night 

that room got so cold that it froze one 

of the radiators, and what an awful 

time we had fixing it. With that lesson 

we learned never to shut off all the 

heat in any large room, no matter how 

much you want the heat elsewhere. 

The cold weather brought out the 

bats. You have heard of churches with 

bats in their belfries, and my church is 

one of them. Every winter on the cold 

est days a few bats come out of hiding 

and make a nuisance of themselves. 

Only once have we had a large bat 

start flying around the heads of a 

church congregation, but that once was 

enough. It simply is impossible to con- 

duct a church service when the peo- 

ple’s heads are bobbing up and down 

as they try to keep out of the bat’s 

flight path. Twice this winter a bat 

was seen hanging to the inside church 

wall during a church service, and had 

those bats done any flying, it would 

have been terrible, simply terrible. I 

myself do not like to have a bat flitting 

around my head, and I am sure that all 

of the women in the congregation 

would have been in much distress had 

the bats moved at all. As it happened, 

both bats were caught after the service. 

When our church sexton brought me one 

of the bats in a glass jar,I was amazed 

to note how large and numerous were 

the teeth. I could see no difference be- 

tween the mouth of a bat and the mouth 

of a mouse. 

Now that it is suspected that bats are 

the chief carriers of rabies, people 

have even more reason to be concerned 

about them. Of course I realize that 

bats very rarely bite human beings, and 

I realize that they are most beneficial 

when it comes to killing insects, and I 

realize that bats are even more afraid 

of human beings than human beings are 

afraid of bats, but knowing all that I 

still dislike them and sometimes fear 

them. 

As long as I live I shall remember 

the large blood-sucking vampire bats I 

saw down in Central Africa. Several 

times the natives showed me cows 

that had had blood taken from them by 

bats, and I once visited with a woman 

who had the frightful experience of 

having a bat get tangled up in her hair. 

Take my advice and pay no attention 

to the people that say bats will never 

hurt you. They can and they do and I 
don’t like it. I pray that I never get to 

see one of those large Asian bats that 

grows to have a body one foot long 

with a wingspread of seven feet on 

each side. Imagine! 

Our church may have some bats in its 

belfry, but one thing it does not have 

is a mouse. The proverbial church 

mouse would literally die of starvation 

in our church. Never in all my life have 

I ever seen a church cleaner than ours, 

and I know how much work it takes to 

keep it that way. We have just one 

sexton and a cleaning lady who comes 

in twice a week, and a cleaning man 

that comes in just once a week, but 

somehow all the work gets done, and 

done well. The first thing I hear when 

I go into the church on any morning is — 

‘the sound of the vacuum cleaner being 

run over the church carpets. All of the 

outside work like snow removal and 

lawn care is done by landscape gar- 

deners. Most churches the size of ours 
(Continued on page 22)
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by 
Lillian M. Bartlow 

In those faraway days on the small 

farms in the north country, every house-. 

wife had a flock of hens, so she had 
eggs to sell. (She also made butter by 

hand until it came about that milk was 
sold in cans to the milk factory. She 
made cottage cheese, too.) These 

products were hers and she went to the 

nearby village to sell them to her spe- 

cial customers. Sometimes she drove 
the horse and carriage but more often 

went in with her husband or son. She 

could buy some wanted frilly things, 

but if times were not prosperous the 

money went into the family funds. 

These hens were fed from the farm sup- 

plies, but it was a very ‘‘tight’’ man 

who took back money from his wife for 

what the hens ate. 

- When I was a very small girl I was 
allowed to take an egg to the country 
store about 100 feet away to buy my- 
self some candy. Eggs were then 

twelve cents a dozen. When I was a 

little older, I’d often ask if I could 

have an egg. If someone said. ‘‘There 

aren’t any,’’ I’d say, ‘‘If I go find one 

in the hen coop, can I have it?’’ ‘‘Oh, 

yes.’’ They knew the eggs had beer 
gathered that morning. But once I did 

find an egg and took it to the store. 

Eggs had gone up to twenty-five cents 

a dozen, so I got quite a bag of candy. 
I can remember one particular day 

when we were alone, my older sister, 
who did much of the housekeeping, 

said, 

you can go to the store, and you can 

give me some of the candy.’’ 
But by and by I grew too old for that, 

and it took all the eggs for family use, 
anyway. 

Those were days of barter. Many a 
housewife walked to the store, some- 
times as much as three miles, and car-. 

ried a few dozen eggs in a basket. For 

these she got thread and calico or 
gingham for a dress, or maybe a pair of 
shoes. This store was a mile from the 
Canadian line and I think the price of 

eggs or butter was higher on our side. 
Sometimes she took credit, so that in 
two or three trips she could buy! some- 

thing special. The storekeeper candled 
these eggs, pyt them in a crate, and 

shipped them to some market. One 
crate of eggs could be carried in a 
buggy to the depot, and he could do 

“‘Here, I’ll give you an egg so 

ipes and advice — and, 
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errands at the same time in the village. 

As the years passed and I outgrew 

the one-room district school, I was 

sent to a village school five miles 

away. One of our neighbors also went 

to this school, so we rented a room and 

cooked for ourselves. This was an ac- 

cepted custom in the village, so peo- 

ple had suitable rooms to rent. We 

went home Friday after school, and 

would take a box of provisions when 

we went back Sunday afternoon. 

One time when my father was taking 

me back, he took a not-much-travelled 

crossroad, as he wanted to see some 

stands of timber in that area. It was a 

nice, mild, sunshiny day after a heavy 

snow fall, and the banks on the side of 

the road were deep and a little decep- 

tive. We tipped over three times! And 

my box of provisions scattered with 

the eggs that were in it. Some of them 

we could pick up. It wasn’t hard to tip 

over in a cutter and the snow was soft. 

It was funny then and it is still funny 

to me. 

Eggs are as good and nourishing as 

ever, but today’s youngsters cannot 

‘have the intimate and friendly feeling 

for eggs that I have. 

Old-fashioned 

Thrift 

by Fern Christian Miller 

My good parents taught me thrifty 

Ben Franklin’s wise sayings in child- 

hood: ‘‘A penny saved is a penny 
earned.’’; ‘‘Waste not, want not.’’; 
‘‘Haste makes waste.’’ When the de- 

pression, grasshoppers, and drought 
years hit farmers in the thirties, these 

sound teachings stood me’in good 
stead. A young married womdn with one 

child, I helped my husband make a 

living in every way I could. 

Not one bite of food was wasted. I 

learned to use wild plants as pot herbs, 

wild fruits for sirup and jelly and jam 

and pies, persimmons for pudding, and 
nuts in cookies and rolls. We made 

hominy in an iron kettle from corn, lye, 
and water. Mother taught me to make 

‘soap with lard cracklings and leftover: 
grease at an early age. Neighbor women 
traded work, lard kettles, 

hand-me-down children’s clothes, rec- 

I might add, 

love and understanding. We. were true 
neighbors then, and our mothers and 

older cousins and aunts were our 
friends, teachers, and helpers as in 

real pioneer times. We also grew gar- 

dens and chickens. Work? Certainly. 

Not only was this true of food, but I 
also learned to save and use every 

piece of material that came my way. 

sausage | 

mills, any surplus food, quilt scraps, 

Sugar and flour and feed sacks were 

used for tea towels, curtains, chair 

pillow covers, quilts, and comforters. 

These were cleverly made from pat- 

terns made by ourselves or passed 

around, and were usually very attrac- 

tive. Even dresses and aprons and sun- 

bonnets were made of the printed sacks: 

that came into use later in the forties. 

All scraps were saved from dressmak-. 

ing for quilt making. Discarded wool 

clothing was often used for comforter 

tops (brick style pattern), braided or 
crocheted or hooked rugs, or for making 

small pants or coats for little children. 

I felt rich if I could stretch my pen- 
nies enough to buy a cotton or wool 

“Hatt’’ to fill a quilt. These ‘‘good’’ 

quilts were carefully quilted in frames 

when the Aid or Farm Club met at my 

house. Many comforters were tacked 
with twine or carpet warp or yarn. I 

usually saved string in a ball and used 

that because it cost nothing. These 

comforters were filled with the best 

part of old blankets and worn-out cot- 

ton clothing with all seams and heavy 

parts trimmed off. This was pieced to- 

gether and stitched flat on the ma- 

chine. Usually the underside or lining 

of my comforter was of outing flannel, 

which I had to buy. It took five yards 
cut in two and stitched together down 

the center. I am sure many of you have 

made similar bed covers. The beauty of 
these quilts lay in the colors used. 

Wool batts made really warm com-: 
forters. Bedrooms were rarely heated 
except for flat irons or bricks heated in 

the oven and rolled in an old sweater 
at the foot of the bed. (My grandchil- 

dren think I am ‘‘off my rocker’’ when I 

tell of those days.) This, remember, 
was in the thirties and forties. 
Gifts were usually homemade, espe- 

cially for the women and girls. Chil- 

dren’s playthings were usually made of 

cast-off materials: boxes, lumber. 

‘scraps, lids, and tin coffee cans be- 

came stick horses, beanbags, stuffed 

toys, and rag dolls. 

Today it makes me most unhappy to 

see young women throw away useful 

items. When I sometimes go to the 

land-fill dumps with my husband to 
dispose of months of real trash in one 

box. (the Boy Scouts get old news-. 

papers and magazines that no one else. 
wants), it. is amazing to see the slight-. 

ly used articles people dispose of. 
A local garment factory throws away 

scraps from cutting beautifully colored 
‘orlon uniforms. All are not small scraps: 
either. What lovely pieced-quilts they | 

would make! I still save and use all. 

usable materials. 

- Perhaps instead of always wanting , 

more money, we need to learn to make 

better use of what we already have. 

Who said ‘‘Necessity is the mother of. 

invention’’?
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LIVING LIKE A MILLIONAIRE 

by 
Mary Feese 

‘‘Next stop, Georgetown!’’ As the 

car headed west out of Idaho Springs, 

Colorado, our anticipation grew. We 

knew that the town itself had come. 

into being after the first large silver 

discovery in the state. The travel 

guidebook provided the information 

that it is the only major mining town 

that has never been destroyed by fire; 

for this reason, there are some build- 

ings that date back to 1859, that 

deepen the aura of history that sur- 

rounds the town. 

As we sped along, I kept reading 

from the guidebook, sometimes to my- 

self, sometimes aloud. ‘‘Hamill House,’’ 

I exclaimed. ‘‘I must see that!’’ 

“‘Never heard of it,’’ said my hus- 

band. ‘‘Why do you particularly want to 

see it?’’ | 

‘‘The book says that it was the most 
luxurious home in the whole area, that 

cost about fifty thousand dollars to 

build, even then — and now they esti- 

mate the value at nearly a quarter of a 

million dollars! They say it has----’’ 

here I referred to the book and quoted 

aloud: ‘‘Parquet flooring, camel’s-hair 

wallpaper, gold-plated doorknobs and 

onyx fireplaces. Sounds fabulous!’’ 

And privately I speculated just what 

camel’s-hair wallpaper could possibly 

look like. Yes, I had to see Hamill 

House, if only to satisfy my curiosity 

about that wallpaper. 

Soon we left the main highway and 
drove down the main street of this 

town. On the surrounding mountain- 
sides we could see many of the mines 

whose productivity had been almost 

beyond belief. Even the names were 

picturesque: the Dives, the U. S. 

Silver Coin Lode, the Pelican, and the 

Terrible. 

We parked the car a short distance 

from the Hamill House. Gene and the 

boys decided to walk on down Main 

Street, see the sights, and inquire 

about the price of gold pans in some 

shop. I turned toward the large frame 

house. It looked soundly built, and it 

was big, but did it look luxurious? Not 

really. But, I told myself wryly, what 

was I expecting? A palace? 

As I paid the modest admission 

charge, I chatted a moment with the 
attendant, a friendly woman whose 
enthusiasm for this showplace knew no 

‘bounds. From her, I learned that during 
‘the period when the house was being 
built (begun in 1867, not entirely com- 
pleted until 1882) the nearest railroad 
Shipping point was &. Joseph, Mis- 

souri, — which meant that the many 
imported items were hauled the remain- 

ing 650 miles in wagons drawn by ox 
teams. And imports there were, by the 

The beautiful mountain slopes near 
Georgetown draw many skiers. 

dozens or perhaps even by the hun- 

dreds; the house was provided with 
every conceivable luxury or necessity 

of the era. 

The attendant gave me a descriptive 

leaflet, which I glanced at briefly be- 

fore I began the tour of the rooms. The 

house was begun in 1867 by Joseph W. 

Watson, who lost both the home and his 
fortune in 1872. His brother-in-law, 

William A. Hamill, purchased the prop- 

erty two years later, and spared no ex- 

pense in making the home and its 

grounds the showplace of the West. 

The leaflet describes Mr. Hamill in 

glowing terms as ‘‘capitalist, miner, 

State Senator, early pioneer, leading 

figure of the Republican party, Briga- 

dier General of Colorado Militia, and 

Civic leader.’’ 

And how did such a man live?I turned 
first to the dining room, with its in- 

tricately patterned parquet floor of 

walnut and maple. The plaque by the 

door provided the details, that the 

wallpaper was laid with gold leaf, with 

a lavish border said to have been hand 

painted by Italian workmen whom 

Hamill employed especially for that 

purpose. Black marble and onyx for the 

room’s imposing fireplace were also 

imported from Italy. Above its mantle- 

piece hung an elk head, which the 

plaque said had been shot by Hamill’s 

eldest son, who was later killed under 

mysterious circumstances on the fam- 

ily ranch in Middle Park. Hmmm... 

the temper of the time then seemed to 

be violence, much as we find today. 

While money provides luxuries, it 

seems little guarantee of personal 

safety. 

Still musing, I moved down the hall to 

the parlor. Here I found the celebrated 

camel’s-hair wallpaper, which upon in- 
spection proved similar to the flocked 
wall coverings we now find available 
in our own era. True, ours are flocked 
with such materials as nylon, but the 

effect is much the same. Their paper 
must have been fantastically expen- 

sive, for it was made in France, using 

plaque by this door 
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-camel’s hair imported from Arabia; the 

paper was. shipped to the United 

States by ocean-going vessels, trans- 

ferred to a railraod car for the journey 

from the eastern coast to St. Joseph, 

then transferred to wagons for the final 

slow step of the journey, pulled by 

oxen. 
The parlor also 

sive law library 

contained an exten- 

in a huge, glass- 

fronted bookcase and a piano with 
delicate inlay of mother-of-pearl. The 

ceiling paper was crusted with silver 

dust and gold leaf, while the elaborate 
chandelier was gold washed and glitter- 

ing. 
Next room, the library, had walls cov- 

ered with richly embossed paper. It, 
too, had a gold-washed chandelier, but 

with a distinctive difference: the cen- 

ter dropped conveniently for best light 

while reading, but could be raised to 
the level of the main portion for effici- 
ently lighting the entire room. 

~The solarium joined the library; per- 
haps we would describe it as a green- 

house, with its dome made of long 

sheets of glass bent into a graceful 

curve. In the center stood a pyramid 

structure (Similar to the strawberry 

pyramids familiar to today’s gardeners) 

that was topped with a statue and a 

fountain, and which was crowded with 

a flourishing array of potted plants, 

many in full bloom. The informative 

said that the solar- 

ium was known far and wide, at that 

time, for its beautiful and rare vari- 

eties of plants. 

Upstairs were the bedrooms. One had 

a dresser that appeared quite ordinary 

— except for a secret drawer that ap- 

neared to the onlooker to be merely a 

small baseboard. On the mantle stood 

an imported French clock, quite possi- 

bly worth a small fortune; to my taste, 

however, our modern and dependable 

electric clocks are equally attractive, 

On each end of the same mantle stand 
vaporizers; in these they placed creo- 

sote and lit the little lamps. If this be 

luxury, then I hope to skip it! Creosote 

belongs on the chicken house roosts, 

perhaps, but not in the bedroom — most 
particularly not in my bedroom. 

The master bedroom had a _ unique 
marble fireplace, imported from Cararra, 

Italy, that had an elegant inlay strip. 

But except for the honor of the thing 

(‘‘imported’’ to imply luxury, you know) 
I would say that modern fireplaces 

compare well for design and beauty. I 
noticed that all the house shutters 

folded back into wall casements, and I 

believe are called French shutters. 

Under the bed stood a chinaware ‘‘con- 

‘venience’, hand painted with swirls 

and shadings of rose bouquets such as 

never were. Elaborate, yes; decorative, 
perhaps; convenient, no! Which of you 

(Continued on page 17)



PAGE 8 

DOROTHY 

WRITES FROM 

THE 
J ae 8 

FAR Wa 

Dear Friends: 

I didn’t know when I wrote my las 

Kitchen-Klatter letter that I was going 

to Wyoming to see Kristin and her 

family. The decision to go was made 

suddenly one day when I was putting 

the finishing touches on a dress for 

Kristin. Before Christmas, when Kris- 

tin was still planning to come to Iowa, 

she told us not to mail any gifts. She 
said if anything happened to cancel her 
plans, they could always be mailed 
later, and as I told you in my last let- 

ter, they didn’t get to come because of 

Aaron’s illness. 

We felt that at this late date there 

was no hurry about getting the box in 

the mail, so I decided to get a few 

more articles of clothing for the boys 

when the sales started after the first 

of the year. About this time the big 

blizzard arrived, and being snowed-in 

gave me a good chance to get more 

sewing done for Kristin. The stack of 

presents got bigger and bigger. I jok- 

ingly said to Frank, ‘‘If we add one 

more thing to this pile, I could almost 

deliver them in person cheaper than it 

will cost to mail them.’’ He surprised 
me by saying, ‘‘I think that’s a good 

idea. Let’s go have a cup of coffee and 

talk it over.”’ 

Since the blizzard was still fresh in 

our minds, we decided driving at this 

time of the year was too hazardous. I 

like to travel by train, and in spite of 

the fact that connections between 

Chariton and Laramie are poor and 

necessitate spending several hours 

sitting in the Union Station in Omaha 

between trains, I still prefer this to 
riding the bus. 

It was two years since I had made 

this trip by train, and many changes 

have taken place. I took the Burlington 

train to Omaha and got in there right on 

schedule at 8:45 in the evening. A red- 

cap walked with me to the Union Sta- 

tion to handle all the luggage I was 
taking with me, and I remarked about 

how quiet it was and that I seemed to 

be the only person changing trains. The 

real surprise came when I walked into 

that huge station and saw only one 

other person, and that was the ticket 
agent. He said a redcap would be 

there about 11:00 to take care of my 

luggage, and since there was no train 

leaving until about 3:15 A.M. this was 

why there were no other passengers 
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What fun Andrew is having with the 
punching bag and boxing gloves he 
received for Christmas. He is sure 
he’s building big muscles! 

around this early in the evening. Frank 

had suggested I take along something 

to read during my long wait but I had 

told him I could buy plenty of reading 

material at the magazine stand in the 

Station. I wished I had listened to him, 

Since the stand was no longer there. 

There was no place even to get a cup 

of coffee. 

The train from the east was late and 

it was well after 4:00 A.M. before we 

finally pulled out of the station. We 

were two hours late into Laramie, but 

Kristin and Aaron were standing on the 

platform waiting for me. Aaron was 

much more excited about the big train 

than he was about me, and started to 

cry when the train pulled out because 

the poor child had thought he was 

going to get on. Andy didn’t get to 

meet the train because he was in 

school, but we hadn’t been in the 

house very long when he came bound- 

ing up the Stairs. 

Andy knew I was bringing presents 

with me, but I told him that since this 

was going to be just like a second 

Christmas, we would wait until his 

daddy came home from work and we had 

our supper. It was awfully hard for this 

little boy to wait so long and he got 

prettyimpatient with us slow grownups. 

The next day was Saturday, and while 

Art was at home with the children, 
Kristin and 1 spent the morning shop- 

ping. Aunt Lucile had sent money with 

me for the Brases’' Christmas, and I 

thought Kristin would enjoy picking out 

some things for the boys. Andy had 

some boxing gloves, so Kristin thought 

one of the punching bags on a stand 
would be a good thing for him. When we 

got home and Art put it together he 

told the boys that from now on when 

they felt like punching each other they . 

were to punch the bag instead. They 

had a lot of fun with it and even Aaron 

got pretty good with the gloves. Andy 

has several boy friends in the neigh 

borhood and he had to bring them all in 

to try it. 

There was to be a wrestling match 

that evening at the Field House be- 

tween the University of Wyoming and 

University of Colorado'teams, and Art 

suggested that I go. He knows that I 

am quite a sports enthusiast, but frank- 

ly I have never cared for wrestling. 

Kristin said that television and college 

wrestling were different; that the col- 

lege variety was scientific, and she 

thought I should see it. She said Andy 

and Aaron just love to go — not to 

watch the match, but because the Field 

House is so big that they are free to 

run around and climb up and down on 

the bleechers with the other children 
there and have a good time in general. 

I had promised Andy we would eat at 
the Pancake House (his favorite) while 

I was there, and this seemed to be a 

good time before going to the matches. 
The Colorado team got the most points, 

and Kristin was right — it wasn’t what 
I had expected and I learned a lot. 
I had planned to take the train home 

on Monday but Kristin talked me into 

staying until Tuesday. She thought two 

' days much too short for a good visit. 

She didn’t have any classes Monday 

morning, so while she did a washing, I 

did some mending for her. Art brought 

the sitter home when he came for lunch, 

so I got to meet her for the first time. 

She is a lovely person, an older lady 

who lives alone now that her children 

are all gone from home. Aaron likes 

her and told us all goodbye without a 

tear when we left after lunch. 

I visited a class with Kristin and 

then the two of us went to visit Andy’s 

room. We just happened to hit a day 

when his regular teacher was home 

sick and since Kristin and I have both 

taught school we felt sorry for the sub- 

stitute teacher and knew how she must 

have felt having two guests pop in on 

her unexpectedly. 

Kristin is doing some part-time work 

this year in one of the elementary 

schools in her field of guidance coun- 

selling. She took me with her to work 

the next morning. When Art came home 

for lunch he said he had been able to 

take the afternoon off so he could take 

me to the train. Kristin had a class, 

and since it was the last time for this 

class that semester, she didn’t think 

she should miss it. She was glad Art 

could take me. Of course Aaron went 

with us, and when we found the train 

was going to be half an hour late we 

picked up Andy after school so he could 

also go along. 

On my return trip I had a pleasant and 
(Continued on page 22)
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Walk! Think! Feel! 

Program for Girl Scout Founders’ Day 

by 
Mabel Nair Brown 

Setting: Place three tall tapers in 
holders on a small table, concealing 

the holders with greenery and flowers. 
Stand the Girl Scout Manual at the 
right of the candle arrangement. You 

will need a leader and three candle- 

lighters. Why not let a young girl who 

plays the guitar lead the singing in- 

stead of using the usual piano accom- 

paniment? When each candlelighter is 

finished speaking and ready to light 

her candle, the leader hands her a 

lighted candle which she then returns 

to the leader. 

Leader: 
You’re here to play a part, my girl, 

On this old world of ours; 

Yes, to play the part of ‘‘sunshine’’ 

In dull and dreary hours. 

You’re here to shed a ray of brightness 

O’er the paths that you may roam, 

And to bring joy and gladness 

To those within your home. 

You’re challenged to be cheerful, 

To wear a smile upon your face, 

To perform your chores and duties 

With happy, kindly grace. 

You’re expected to be thoughtful and 

forgiving, 

With a joyful, generous heart; 
For, my girl, you’re now rehearsing 
For to play a woman’s part. 

—Paraphrased from an old, old poem. 

Song: ‘‘America’’. 
Leader: The song we have just sung 

reminds us of the dreams and visions 

of the founders of our country. Those 

great forefathers of ours worked hard to 
build this great country which we love. 

The founders of the Girl Scouts of 
America also had a dream and worked 

hard to see that girls all over this land 
had opportunities to grow into fine citi- 
zens of this great country. Through the 

Girl Scouts you are given opportunities 

to grow in many ways. Scouting offers 

you challenges to grow up to be the 
woman you hope to be, and shows you 

that that will come about only if you 
try to grow in the right direction, right 

here and now. Someone has expressed 

it in these words: ‘‘Walk tall; think 

tall; feel tall.’’ What does this mean to 

Girl Scouts? 

First Candlelighter: Walk tall! Re- 
gardless of your height, walk tall! 

When we stretch ourselves to walk tall, 

we pull ourselves up to get a better 

view of the good things in life, to geta 

better view of the better world we hope 

to see, to get a vision of bigger, better 

things, just as our founders did. Walk 

tall! It means you will work hard, de- 

velop the courage to face up to what- 

ever you have to do. Have big dreams, 

have great visions, and develop ambi- 

tion to make your dreams come true. 

Walk tall! 

You know if you walk along every 

day, grumbling and finding fault, stum- 

bling along with your head down, all 

you see is the dirt, the rocks, the 

sidewalks at your feet; but if you walk 

tall, stand erect with heads up and 

eyes alert, you see the beauty of the 

earth and the beauty in the people you 

meet.So I light our first candle to chal- 

lenge every Girl Scout to WALK TALL! 

(Takes candle from leader and lights 

first candle.) 

Second Candlelighter: Think tall! 
This means stretching your mind. It 

means not just thinking about what is 

wrong in the world, but thinking harder 
on what you can do about it. It means 

thinking and figuring ways you can 

help the dreams of those great people 

who have gone before us to come true, 

as well as how to make your own 

dreams come true. It means thinking 
big. It means trying to understand other 

people — people who look different 

from you, people who live different 

from you, and who have a religion dif- 

ferent from yours. To think tall is to 

think with tolerance and love — to 

grow in your mind and your understand- 

ing, to learn how to live with people in 

friendship. To think tall is to get the 

best education possible, for the more 

you know about other people and other 

places, the more you know how to be a 

friend to people everywhere. 

I light our second candle to remind 

you always to THINK TALL! (Lights 

candle.) 

Third Candlelighter: Feel tall! Let us 
see what that means. It means that as 

you walk tall, trying to appreciate the 

people around you, and to appreciate 

God’s wonderful world, trying to plan to” 

do something to make this world better, 

you’ll begin to feel better because 

you’ll know you’re to live up to the 
Scout laws. You’ll begin to feel tall — 

and isn’t it a wonderful feeling? Feel 
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tall — think tall — walk tall. You’ll 

find that if you do that you really are 

taller, inside and out. Feel tall — it 

really means that if you think: you can 

do something, if you try hard enough, 

you can do it. I will light our third 

candle to challenge you to FEEL 

TALL — to work each day to be a big- 

ger, better person than you were yes- 

terday. (Lights candle.) 

Leader: 

I cannot tell you what the years may 

hold, 

Nor what of gain or loss may come to 

you, 

But you must have dreams and visions 

Like our founders, brave and true. 

Like them you must believe in what is 

just 

And what is good and what is right, 

Then be willing to work to make things 
better, 

Yes, work hard with all your might. . 

Remember, ’tis not the prize, but how 

the game was played, 

Between right and wrong all of us at 

times must choose. 

Keep this in mind before a choice is 

made — 

If it is right, you cannot lose. 

In the glow of the candlelight can we 

all stand and repeat our Girl Scout 

Laws? Let the candles remind us that 

as we keep these laws we will WALK 

TALL, THINK TALL, AND FEEL 

TALL. 

(All stand and repeat Scout Laws.) 

GRANDMOTHERS 

They say that all grandmothers 
Are inclinedito brag a bit, 

And that there is some truth in that 

I frankly must admit. 

For since I’ve reached that stage — 

And all my friends have too — 

I’m floored by all the bragging 

These other grandmothers do. 

To hear them rave, you’d think 
This old human race 

Was fast becoming Supermen 

At a tremendous pace. 

Yet when I see these boys and girls, 

Their grandmothers’ pride and joy, 

Each seems to me to be 

Quite an ordinary girl or boy! 

Of course I humor them along 

And say I think they’ re fine, 

But you can'see the difference 

If you’ve ever noticed mine. 

My own are so much cuter, smarter, 

Handsomer than theirs, 

I can afford to humor them 

When they put on such airs. 

: I’m really glad that I don’t brag 

Like other grandmas do. 

I’ve so much more to brag about 

If I just wanted to! —Unknown
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"Rev Up” Those Dull Meetings 
by 

Mabel Nair Brown 

Mug Party: For refreshment time, ask 
the women to bring their own cups and 

saucers for coffee. Specify that if they 

have a special one, or a favorite one, 

to bring that. The ladies will find the 
group drinking from every type of cup 

or mug — treasured Haviland, mustache 

cups, shaving mugs, big cups, and tiny 

demitasse cups. The discussion of 

these cups will prove a real conversa- 

tian piece and might even take the 

place of a regular program. 

A Rocky Party for Fun, or to Fill the 

the Treasury: Ask the ladies to bring 
‘scissors and old felt hats to the party. 

- Have ready a collection of small rocks 

and stones (we like smooth ones best), 
glue, and paints. Group the women 

- around bridge tables and tell them to 

let go with their imaginations to turn 
those rocks into turtles, bugs, skunks, 
mice, rabbits, or fantasy creatures. 

Legs, ears, and tails-can be cut from 

felt and glued to the painted bodies if 

desired. Broom bristles can be used 
for whiskers. These are cute to use 

among your houseplants, or as favors, 

to sell at bazaars, to use as paper- 

weights, or just to place around as con- 

versation pieces. You may think of 

this as a children’s project, but just 

turn a group of women loose with these 

rocks and paints and see what fun you 
have. 

A Bit ef Switzerland will add zip to 
your meeting. How long since you 

served a cup of steaming, fragrant 
chocolate or cocoa with your refresh- 
‘ments? Do try it and make it a part of 
the program. As soon as the guests 

have arrived, serve them cocoa in your 

prettiest cups. Offer a choice of top- 
ping — whipped cream, a dab of whip- 

ped cream with a bit of grated orange 
added, a marshmallow (the miniature 
colored marshmallows are fun), or 
whipped cream to which a sprinkling of 

cinnamon has been added along with 

the sugar. 

Collect all the information you can 

about cocoa and chocolate, not only 

how and where it grows but when it 

was first served in this country, and 

how it is used in Austria and Switzer- 

land. Perhaps someone has visited 
some of the delightful Swiss shops and 

will tell about how it is served therein 

chocolate shops as well as in candy 

shops. It makes a fascination story to 

use as the program while you sip the 

delicious brew. 
A Different Cook-Out: This is a cook- 

out-of-cans, but the fun comes in pass- 

ing out a can from which the label has 

been removed to each guest, with the 

instructions to bring it back to the 

next meeting (to be held in the form of 

a luncheon), prepared and ready to eat. 

They can use their own imaginations 

as to how to prepare whatever they 

find in the cans. If you are having an 
all-day meeting, you might pass out 

these unlabeled cans as the women 

come, and then invite them to the 

kitchen to prepare their own — along 

with a lot of fun, you can be sure. 

Spring Style Show Riot: You can be 

sure the women will never quit laugh- 
ing about this one. At the meeting prior 

to the show ask each woman to bring 

an old hat, a dress, and a purse. It is 

more fun if you specify the hat is to be 

one she has trimmed herself. Each 

article is to be wrapped or boxed so it 
can’t be seen. Each article is auc- 
tioned off (hats, dresses, and purses 

are sold in separate groupings) for 

about 25¢; thus each lady would be 

spending but a small amount for her 

complete outfit. Each lady is to buy 

one of each article, but is to take it 

home before unwrapping it. At the next 

meeting she is to wear her purchases 

in a style show. She must alter the 

dress if it doesn’t fit, striving to make 

it look as good as possible, or she can 

choose to make it a laugh provoker. 

You’ll have women ‘‘widening’’ a big 

plaid with stripes of unbleached mus- 

lin, lengthening some with ruffles, 

adding sleeves made from old kitchen 

curtains,/etc. This gets loads of laughs 
as well as gives a boost to the treas- 

ury. 

MIXING MIXES 

by 
Gladys Niece Templeton 

Most of us like to make our favorite 

cakes from scratch, but packaged cake 

mixes are good and virtually foolproof. 

A busy housewife can create something 

of her very own from them with experi- 

mentation and imagination. Here are a 

few suggestions: 

To a box of yellow cake mix was 

added three large eggs, one-half cup 

salad oil, two-thirds cup crystal syrup, 

and one teaspoon of vanilla flavoring. 

Bake in a large loaf pan according to 

the instructions. It is delicious. 

White cake mix gives hoped-for re- 

sults by adding three egg whites, one- 

half cup salad oil, one-half cup crystal 

syrup, and one teaspoon of coconut 

flavoring. Pour the batter into a large 

baking dish and sprinkle the top with 

moist, shredded coconut. This is lus- 

cious as well as dainty, as the coco- 

nut spreads through the loaf while 

baking. 

Chocolate mixtures are sure to please 

when an ounce of melted chocolate 

(not cocoa), one teaspoon of black 

walnut flavoring, one-half cup salad 

oil, and one-half cup plus two table- 

spoons of syrup are added to the bat- 

ter. Other variations can be used here, 

such as nuts or fruits. Or add other 

flavorings, such as mint or burnt sugar. 

These cakes are tasty without icings 

and have a good texture. Granulated 

sugar can be sprinkled over the top 

before baking, or powdered sugar when 

they come from the oven. Some prefer 
nuts, dates, figs, raisins, or mashed 

bananas between layers. Others like 
honey used in place of syrup in the 
batter. Mashed bananas added to the 

batter mix for yellow cake give pleas- 
ing results. For those who must have 
icings or toppings, there is no limit to 
the variations which can be used: 
whipped cream, ice cream, fruit or cus- 

tard sauces... even a dot of jelly or 
preserves on the top of each square 
when served. 

One must remember that most mixes 

call for one- and one-fourth cups of li- 
quid, but this must be reduced to one 

scant cup as the salad oil and syrup 

are liquid. Our family prefers a distinct 
flavor, so the Kitchen-Klatter flavor- 

ings are always used since they guar- 
antee this. When the walnut flavoring 

is used in place of: ground nuts, oul 
dentures rest in peace. If glass dishes 

are used, the baking temperature must | 
be reduced somewhat. Also, the cake 
keeps moister when left in the dish for 

cutting as served. 
Every cook enjoys:using her imagin- 

ation a bit and here is one opportunity 
where that art is needed — when mixing 

the mixes.
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ABIGAIL CONCERNED WITH 

POLLUTION OF ENVIRONMENT 

Dear Friends: 

There is a spectacle going on outside 

the window which is making it difficult 

for me to settle down to compose this 

letter. Very, very strong, gusty winds 

are making our bird feeder careen as a 

ship without a rudder caught in a gale. 

Yet this doesn’t appear to impede one 

iota the birds’ determination to eat. 

Our bird feeder is suspended by a 

wire fastened by a nail to the patio 

roof, so it does move about freely. The' 

cat belonging to the new neighbors 

soon spotted this well-stocked hunting 

ground, but there is no way he can get 

to the feeder. He sits among the ever- 

greens in the planter box directly 

underneath and waits expectantly and 

patiently until the door opens. Then he 

leaps in a flash across the fence and 

into sanctuary, out of our poodle’s 

eager reach. Poor Lucky! He can smell 

that cat in among the evergreens, but 

never can catch him. He returns time 

after time to sniff that tantalizing 

feline aroma but cannot locate the 

culprit. 

I dislike intensely strong wind, and 

we do have a lot of it here along the 

‘foothills. It’s not unheard of for the 

velocities to get up as high as 90 

miles an hour, especially around Boul- 

der. Yet I can say one good thing for 

Strong wind; it blows out the air pollu- 

tion. I’m sure there are many readers 

who are getting weary of the constant 

mention of pollution, particularly when 

it doesn’t appear to be bothering their 

lives. Every paper you read, every day 

when you turn on radio or television, 

you hear this subject mentioned with 

what may have become tiresome fre- 

quency. And if you don’t live down 

wind from a metropolitan area, you may 

‘well wonder if the situation really war- 
rants such concern. 

Living on a farm or in a small town 

where the air is always clean, you 

probably think the city folks have just 

gone off half-cocked about something 

that doesn’t affect you. Well, I think 

one reason we city dwellers have got- 

ten so aroused about the matter of 

pollution is this. Most of us have seen 

the pollution of our cities increase so 

drastically over the last ten years that 

we are really forced to become alarm 

ed. And I would suggest that there is 

hardly a farm or small-town dweller 

who can dare consider himself safe 

from the dangers of pollution. 

There must be a large number of 

people living on the farms and in the 

small towns a good many miles beyond 

the boundaries of Denver who have 
been content with such a location, in 

part, because it kept them removed 

from the contamination of this city’s 

It has been some time since we've 
had a picture in the magazine of 
Abigail, our brother Wayne’s wife, 
so this month we are sharing one 
taken when visiting us this winter. 

life. And a lot of these same people 

are reluctantly facing the fact that 

their air and water are just as con- 

taminated as that in Denver. And this 

same situation is becoming increasing- 

ly evident almost any place in our 

country. 

Not long ago I was in Greeley, Colo- 

rado, a lovely small city, certainly not 

a metropolis. I’m sure there are any 

number of people living in Greeley who 

wouldn’t be ‘‘caught dead’’ living in a 

place like Denver. Yet that day, and 
there are many just like it, the people 

on the farms and in the small towns 

throughout this entire area were breath 

ing air that was worse in pollution 

than that here in Denver. The air cur- 

rents gently waft Denver’s pollution, 

along with that of Boulder and Long- 

mont, to add it to the pollution gener- 

ated in Greeley and Loveland and all 

the little places in between. And this 

hideous brown blanket hung over that 
entire region; somehow the word ‘‘suf- 

focation’’ kept creeping into my mind. 

And if you think it can’t happen where 

you live, well, there are a lot of people 

COVER PICTURE 

The last time Emily Driftmier’s pic- 
ture appeared on the cover of our maga- 

zine was in June, 1966, when she 

graduated from high school. Now, after 

a year in Costa Rica, three years at 

the University of Colorado at Boulder, 

and a year of study in Mexico City at 

the University of the Americas, she re- 

ceived her degree from Colorado Uni- 
versity this winter and is’ giving 

thought to how she can best use her 

education. While turning over various 

possibilities she is employed in Aspen, 

spending after-job hours on the ski 

slopes with her five roommates. Her 

darling little dog, Hipias, accompanied 

her to the resort. 
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who would have sworn it never would 

happen here either. 

Many of you have visited Rocky 

Mountain National Park. Perhaps you 

haven’t been back recently because 

the last time it was so crowded that 

traffic was almost as bad as in a city. 

‘There is still plenty of solitude and 
peace and quiet to be found in our more 

popular national parks, but you have to 

be willing and able to use your feet 

and legs to get off the roads and main 

trails and onto the smaller trails. An- 

other possibility is visiting the parks 

in the ‘‘off’’ season. Fall is especially 

nice in Rocky Mountain or Yellowstone 

or Yosemite National Parks. 

But for those of you who know Rocky 

‘Mountain, there is tragic and frighten- 
ing news. Shadow Mountain Lake has 

been pronounced to be virtually dead. 

How such a large lake, even yet look- 

ing like the proverbial jewel set off by 
its backdrop of towering peaks, could 

have reached such a horrendous fate is 

an alarming and appalling considera- 

tion. Men made this lake, a source of 

beauty and life and water for the arid 

plains to the east. Yet men are also 

killing their own creation by contamin- 
ating it to death. 

I couldn’t help thinking about water 

pollution this past winter as we drove 

along Interstate 80 across eastern 

Colorado and Nebraska. Many miles of 
this route are spent in the serenity of 

the Platte River Valley. Of course we 

saw this tree-lined valley at a time 

when we couldn’t detect dead elm 

trees — they were only trees minus 

their leaves in the winter. 

The river looked so fresh as it bub- 

bled along its snow-lined shallow 

banks that it was difficult to believe 

that such clear-tooking water is abso- 

lutely unfit for consumption without 

the addition of quantities of chemicals. 

And who would think that the farmer 

living a few miles back who feeds cat- 

tle or grows sugar beets had anything 

to do with Platte pollution? Or that the 

people living in that little town with no 

adequate sewage treatment plant were 

helping ruin a major river in this coun- 

try ? 

It isn’t just the people living in the 
big cities who are guilty of pollution. 

We all have to examine the effects of 

our way of living. We must preserve 

that which remains pure and clean in 

Nature in our land. We must restore 

wherever possible |that which we have 
contaminated and polluted. The arrival 
of spring brings a feeling of renewal to 

most of us. I hope that each of us will 

resolve to make genuine effort to re- 

new that natural bounty which the Lord 

gave to us and which we have abused 

so terribly. 

Sincerely, 

Abigail
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ELEGANT PEAR SALAD 

1 cup pear juice 

1 3-oz. pkg. lime gelatin 

1 cup mashed pears 

1 8-oz. pkg. cream cheese 

1 Tbls. mayonnaise 

2 tsp. cream 

1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter lemon 

flavoring 

1/2 cup slivered almonds 
1 cup non-dairy whipped topping 

Heat the pear juice, add the gelatin 

and stir until dissolved. Cool in the 

refrigerator until this mixture begins to 

thicken. In another bowl blend the re- 

maining ingredients and fold into the 

gelatin mixture. Lastly, fold in the 

whipped topping. Refrigerate until con- 

gealed. —Margery 

RICE PORCUPINES 

1 lb. hamburger 

1 cup Minute Rice 

1 tsp. salt 

1/4 tsp. pepper 
1 small onion, chopped 

1 can tomato soup 

Mix beef, rice, salt, pepper and onion 

and form into small balls. If you don’t 

have any fresh onion, use about 2 tsp. 

onion flakes. Place the balls in a 

saucepan. Pour the soup over the balls 

and cook, covered, over low heat for 
about 30 minutes, or until done. 

SOUTHERN CAULIFLOWER 

1 medium head cooked cauliflower 

1tsp. salt 

Dash of pepper 

1 #2 can tomatoes 

1/2 cup grated American cheese 

1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter butter 

flavoring 

Soft bread crumbs 

Butter or margarine 

Place the cooked cauliflower in a 

greased shallow casserole. Add salt 

and pepper to the tomatoes and cook 

rapidly until most of the liquid has 

evaporated. Pour over the cauliflower 

and top with cheese and bread crumbs. 

Dot with butter or margarine. Bake ina 

350-degree oven for 15 to 20 minutes. 

Recipes Tested 
by the 

Kitchen - 

Family 
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JAY’S FAVORITE COOKIES 

1 cup butter or margarine 

1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter butter 

flavoring 

1 1/4 cups sugar 
2 eggs 

2 Tbls. corn syrup or honey 

2 cups flour 

2 tsp. soda 

1 tsp. cinnamon 

1 tsp. ginger 

1 tsp. allspice 

2 cups uncooked oatmeal 

1 cup coconut 

1/2 cup raisins (optional) _ 

Cream butter or margarine, flavoring, 

and sugar. Add eggs and beat well. 

Stir in syrup or honey. Sift dry ingredi- 

ents together and add. Lastly, mix in 

oatmeal, coconut and raisins. Shape 

into balls and flatten with fork. Bake 

at 375 degrees for 12 to 15 minutes. 

Jay is the son of a good friend of 

mine who lives near Sidney, He not 

only enjoys eating these cookies but 

he can make them as well, so well 

that he entered them in the Fremont 

County Fair! —Evelyn 

BROCCOLI AND RICE CASSEROLE 

1/2 onion, diced 
2 This. butter 

1 small jar Cheeze Whiz 

1 roll garlic cheese 

1 can cream of mushroom soup 

2 pkgs. frozen chopped broccoli 

1 1/2 cups cooked rice 

Dash of Tabasco sauce 

Salt and pepper as desired 

Crumbled bacon for top 

Saute the onion in the butter. Melt 

Cheeze Whiz and garlic cheese in the 

undiluted mushroom soup. Cook the 

broccoli, seasoning as desired with the 

salt and pepper. (Personally, the mush- 

room soup has enough seasoning for 

our taste, so I don’t add salt and pep- 

per. However, you may want to.) Com- 

bine all of the ingredients except 

bacon. Pour into a lightly greased 

casserole, sprinkle with crumbled 

bacon, and bake in a 350-degree oven 

until bubbly hot. Elegant! —Margery 

BAVARIAN CREAM 
(An old family favorite!) 

2 cups sweet milk 

1 cup sugar 

3/4 cup cold water 
1 envelope unflavored gelatin 

1 cup whipping cream 

1 cup crushed pineapple, drained 

1 cup chopped English walnuts 

1/2 cup diced maraschino cherries, 

drained 

1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla 

flavoring 

1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter almond 

flavoring 

Combine the milk and sugar and 

scald. Cool. Dissolve the unflavored 

gelatin in the cold water. When dis- 

solved put the cup in a very shallow 

pan of hot water and stir until the gela- 

tin has melted. Add to milk mixture and 

chill until syrupy. Fold in the cream 

which has been whipped and to which 

has been added, the drained crushed 

pineapple, the nuts and maraschino 

cherries. Pour into a square pan and 

refrigerate until congealed. Cut into 

squares to serve. If you prefer, you . 

may line the pan with vanilla wafer | 

crumbs and sprinkle a few over the top 

for real party fare. —Margery 

QUICK BROILER ICING 

6 Tbls. melted butter or margarine 

A few drops of Kitchen-Klatter butter 

flavoring 

1 cup brown sugar 

1/4 cup cream 
1 cup shredded coconut 

1/2 cup nutmeats 
1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla 

flavoring 

Combine ingredients and mix well. 

Spread over a warm cake and brown 

under broiler 3 to 5 minutes until bub- 

bly and brown. —Margery 

GOLDEN VEGETABLES 

1 medium head of cauliflower 

1 cup raw carrots, sliced or diced 

1/4 cup onion, chopped 

Salt to taste 

2 Tbls. butter 

1 cup milk 

1 cup American cheese, diced 

Break the cauliflower into flower- 

ettes. Arrange layers of the cauliflower 

and the carrots in a buttered casserole. 

Cover with the onions, seasonings and 
butter. Pour milk over the vegetables. 

Sprinkle the cheese on top and shake a 

bit of paprika over all. Cover and bake 

for 1 hour at 350 degrees. Uncover the 

last 15 minutes of baking time to 

brown the top slightly. 

The baking time may be lessened if 

the vegetables are precooked in boil- 
ing, salted water until half done. Then 

proceed to put together as directed. 

—Evelyn
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LEANNA’S SPECIAL SALAD 

1 13%4-oz. can crushed pineapple 
2 pkgs. lime gelatin 

1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter pineapple 

flavoring 

1 cup salad dressing 

1 small onion, minced 

1 cup chopped cucumber 

1 /2\cup diced, stuffed olives 
Heat to boiling the entire contents of 

the crushed pineapple. Add the gelatin 

and pineapple flavoring. Chill until 

partially congealed, then place in a 

large mixing bowl and beat at high 

speed until light and fluffy. Fold in the 

salad dressing, onion, cucumber and 

stuffed olives. Pour into mold and chill 

until firm. This is especially good! 

LUNCHEON CRAB CASSEROLE 

1/2 cup butter 
1/2 lb. pimiento cheese 

1 cup half and half 

2 cans crab meat 

8-oz. pkg. noodles, cooked in salted 

water 

Dash of nutmeg 

Melt together in top of double boiler 

the butter, cheese and half and half. 

Blend well. Remove from heat and add 

crab meat and cooked noodles. Put 

into casserole and sprinkle lightly 

with nutmeg. Bake for 1 hour at 325 

degrees. Serves 10. 

This was served at a luncheon I at- 

tended and I think every single lady 

asked for the recipe. It was elegant! 

—Mar gery 

GUMDROP NUT BREAD 

3 cups sifted flour 

3/4 cup sugar 
3 1/2 tsp. baking powder 
1 tsp. salt 

1 cup tiny orange, lemon and lime 

gumdrops 

1 egg, slightly beaten 

2 Tbls. salad oil 

11/2 cups milk 
1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter lemon 

flavoring 

2 Tblis. lemon juice 

1/2 cup chopped nuts 

Into a large bowl, sift the flour, 

sugar, baking powder and salt together. 

Cut the gumdrops into thirds, length- 
wise. In a small bowl combine the egg, 

oil, milk, flavoring and juice until 

blended. Stir this into the flour mix- 

ture, until just blended but still a little 

lumpy. Fold in the gumdrops and nuts. 

Pour into a well-greased bread pan. 

Bake approximately one hour in a 350 

degree oven, or until a toothpick in- 

serted in the center comes out clean. 

Cool bread in the pan on a wire rack. 
If you wish to decorate this, you can 

brush the top of the bread lightly with 

corn syrup and make a design using 

colored gumdrops cut into quarters. 

| —Dorot hy 

LENTEN SCRAMBLE 

3 English muffins 

6 slices cheese 

Split the muffins into halves and but- 

ter lightly. Toast in the broiler. Place 

one Slice of cheese on each muffin 

half and return to the broiler just long 

enough to partially melt the cheese. 

Top with the following mixture. 

Topping 

6 eggs, beaten 

3 Tbls. milk 

1/4 cup chopped stuffed olives 
1/2 tsp. salt 

1/4 tsp. pepper 

1/4 tsp. thyme 
2 Tbls. butter 

Melt the butter in saucepan. Add 

eggs, milk, chopped olives and season- 

ings which have been thoroughly blend- 

ed. Cook over moderate heat, stirring 

constantly, until eggs are firm but not 

dry. Spoon over muffins and cheese and 

serve immediately. — Abigail 

PECAN STICKS 

1 cup flour 

2/3 cup finely chopped pecans 
1/3 cup sugar 

1/4 tsp. salt 
1/2 cup butter or margarine 
1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter butter 

flavoring 

1 egg 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla 

flavoring 

Combine flour, pecans, sugar and 
salt. Cut in butter until crumbly. Add 

egg yolk and flavorings. Mixture will 

be crumbly. Pat firmly into jelly roll 

pan. Beat egg white slightly and brush 

over top of dough. Sprinkle with 2 

Tbls. finely chopped pecans. Bake at 

350 degrees for about 12 to 15 minutes, 

or until very lightly browned. —Margery 

PUFF PILLOW BUNS 

1 pkg. dry yeast 

1/4 cup lukewarm water 
1 tsp. sugar 

1/2 cup milk, scalded 

1/3 cup salad oil or melted butter 
1/4 cup sugar 

1 tsp. salt 

2 eggs, beaten 

1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter lemon 
flavoring 

3 cups all-purpose flour 

1 8-oz. pkg. cream cheese 

1/4 cup milk 
Dissolve the yeast in the 1/4 cup 

lukewarm water to which the 1 tsp. 

Sugar has been added. In a bowl, com- 

bine the hot milk, sugar, salt and salad 

oil or butter. (Margarine may be used 
‘with 1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter butter 
flavoring added.) When the milk mix- 

ture is cool, add the eggs, lemon fla- 
voring and 1 cup of flour. Beat very 
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well. Stir in the yeast and the remain- 

‘ing cups of flour. Knead lightly on a 

bread board, adding enough flour to 

keep the dough from sticking. Place in 

a greased bowl, cover with a damp 

cloth and refrigerate several hours 

or overnight. 

Soften the cream cheese with a fork 

and beat in the 1/4 cup milk. Remove 

the dough from the refrigerator and 

divide into four sections. On a floured 

board, roll each part until it is a rec- 

tangle 9 by 6 inches in size. (Keep the 

rest of the dough in the refrigerator as 

you work with one section.) With a 

sharp knife, cut the rectangle into 3- 

inch squares. In the center of each 

Square put a small tablespoonful of the 

cream cheese mixture. Bring the cor- 

ners of the dough up and over the 

cheese, pinching them together in the 

center. Brush with melted butter and 

put on a greased cooky sheet. Do not 

let them touch each other. Let rise, 

uncovered, until about half again as 

large. Bake at 400 degrees for about 

10 minutes or until nicely brown. 

These are a pretty, delicious and 

different kind of roll. The lemon fla- 

voring and the cream cheese centers 

make them especially good with the 

salads using whipped cream or marsh- 

mallows. They are equally good to 

serve hot with coffee. 

CLEANING DAY CASSEROLE 

1 lb. hamburger 

1 can tomatoes (about 2 cups) 
1 tsp. salt 

1/2 cup rice 

Brown the hamburger in a little fat. 

Add the tomatoes, salt and rice and 

cook gently in a large skillet, covered, 
until the rice is done and the liquid 

has cooked down. This dish can be 

made in about 35 to 40 minutes — is 

quick and easy! —Margery 

COMPANY HARVARD BEETS 

1/2 cup brown sugar, firmly packed 
2 Tbls. cornstarch 

1/4 tsp. salt 
1/3 cup vinegar 
1 cup water 

1/2 cup raisins 
1 cup crushed pineapple, including 

juice 

2 Tbls. butter 

1 1-lb. can beets drained 
Mix the sugar, cornstarch and salt in 

a medium-sized Saucepan and stir in 

the vinegar and water slowly. Add the 

raisins, pineapple and butter. Stir this 
constantly as you cook it over medium 
heat until thick. Add the beets and 

continue cooking over low heat until 
they are thoroughly heated. 

This is just another way to fix Har- 

vard beets to add that ‘‘something dif- 

ferent’’ to your menu. —Dorothy
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STUFFED BAKED SQUASH 

11/2 lbs. ground beef 

1 small can tomato paste 

2 tomatoes, diced 

1 small onion, chopped 

1 small green pepper, diced 

Salt and pepper to taste 

Acorn squash for family 

Wash squash. For Small squash cut 

off tops, for larger squash cut in two. 

Clean out seeds. (The seeds may be 

washed, toasted in the oven and salted 

for a tasty snack.) Combine all ingredi- 

ents and stuff inside of each squash 

generously with this meat mixture. 

Bake in 375-degree oven until squash 

is tender and meat is done. If meat 

Seems to cook more rapidly than the 

squash, cover after 1/2 hour of baking 

time. Aluminum foil caps will work 

-
 

ME? An Expert? 
Of course you are. An expert in 

tempting lagging appetites with 

little lunchtime surprises. An ex- 

pert in coming up with attractive 

dishes that taste as good as they . 

look. : 

That’s why we knew you’d be de- 

lighted with new Kitchen-Klatter - 

Country Style Dressing. Sweet 

enough to tempt the kids, tart and. 

spicy enough to keep Dad eating 

till the last sliver of lettuce. A 

smooth, tomato-y blend of finest | 
oils and spices, colorful and fra- | 

grant. | : 

So, Mrs. Expert, expect compli- 

ments tonight, when you serve 

salad enlivened with 

| Kitchen-Klatter 

Country Style 

Dressing 
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nicely for this. Bake at least 1 hour, or 

until tender. 

This meat mixture will also be very 

good used as a stuffing for green pep- 
pers. Cut top from peppers and clean 

out seeds and white membrane. Cook 

in salted water over low heat for about 

5 minutes, or just enough to soften 

green peppers. Drain. Stuff with meat 

mixture and stand peppers upright in 

muffin tins. Bake at 375 degrees for 

30 or 40 minutes or until meat is 

cooked through. 

A meat loaf may be made with this 
recipe, also. I like to add an eztender 

— cooked rice, bread crumbs, cracker 

crumbs, raw oatmeal, etc. — shape into 

a loaf and bake in a moderate oven 

until done. A very versatile recipe as 

you can see. —Evelyn 

HAM LOAF 

1 cup chopped cooked ham 

1/2 cup soft bread crumbs 

1 egg 
1 tsp. chopped parsley 

1 Tbls. catsup 

1 Tbls. melted butter 

1/8 tsp. salt 

1/8 tsp. paprika 
2/3 cup hot milk 

Combine ingredients and mix well. 

Put in loaf pan and bake at 350 degrees 

for 30 minutes. —Margery 

TOMATO AND CHEESE SALAD 

2 envelopes unflavored gelatin 

1/4 cup cold water 
3 cups tomato juice 

1/2 tsp. salt 
1 bay leaf 

1/8 tsp. celery salt 
3 Tbhls. grated onion 

1 Tbls. sugar 

1 3-oz. pkg. cream cheese 

1/4 cup salad dressing 
1 Tbls. green pepper, diced 

Few drops of Kitchen-Klatter lemon 

flavoring 

Soften gelatin in cold water. Heat 

tomato juice, seasonings, onion and 

Sugar. Simmer gently 2 to 3 minutes. 

Strain. Stir gelatin into hot mixture. 

Stir to dissolve. Cool, but do not hard- 

en. 

Soften cream cheese to room tempera- 

ture, combine with remaining ingredi- 

ents. A little minced or grated onion 

may also be added. Stir into this cream 

cheese mixture 1 cup of the tomato 

mixture. Put tomato mixture into refrig- 

erator and let set until firm. Top with 

cream cheese mixture and return to 

refrigerator to harden. 

(Hither layer may be used on the bot- 

tom or the top as desired.) Makes a 

lovely salad to serve with roast, tur- 

key, chicken or ham. May also be used 

with crispy crackers for a light re- 

freshment. —Evelyn flavoring. A great recipe! 

DELICIOUS ORANGE CAKE 

2 eggs, separated 

1/2 cup sugar 
1/3 cup lard 

2 1/4 cups sifted cake flour 
1 cup sugar 

2 1/2 tsp. baking powder 
1 tsp. salt 

1/4 tsp. soda 
3/4 cup milk 

1/3 cup orange juice 
1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter orange 

flavoring 

1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter almond 
flavoring 

Beat the egg whites until frothy; 

gradually beat in the 1/2 cup of sugar 
and beat until stiff. In another bowl, 
stir the lard to soften, then add the 

sifted dry ingredients and milk. Beat 

vigorously for one minute. Add the 

juice, egg yolks and flavorings and 

beat one more minute. Fold in the egg 

white mixture. This can be baked in 

two layer cake pans or in a large loaf 

pan, greased and floured. The oven 

temperature should be 350 degrees, and 

the time will depend on the size of 

your pans, approximately 30 minutes 

for layers, 35 to 45 minutes for large 

loaf. Frost with a white icing, and be 

sure to add Kitchen-Klatter orange fla- 

voring. —Dorothy 

JUST GREAT FRUIT PANCAKES 

1 cup flour 

1 Tbls. sugar 

2 tsp. baking powder 

1/2 tsp. salt 
1 egg yolk, beaten 

1 cup milk 

1 Tbls. salad oil 

1/8 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter butter 

flavoring 

1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter fruit 

flavoring 

1/2 cup fruit, chopped 
1 egg white, stiffly beaten 

Sift dry ingredients into a _ bowl. 

Combine egg yolk, milk, salad oil and 

flavorings. Beat into dry ingredients. 

Stir in fruit. Fold in stiffly beaten egg 

white. Fry on pancake griddle or ina 

lightly greased skillet. Makes 8 nice- 

sized pancakes. 

Serve with Kitchen-Klatter maple 

syrup or fruit syrup or top with whipped 

cream and a little fruit or sprinkle 

with a little powdered sugar. Excellent 

with whipped honey butter. 

This recipe may be used for a variety 

of fruits and Kitchen-Klatter fruit fla- 

vorings. Blueberry is delicious, bana- 

na, peach, apple (I use almond flavor- 

ing with the peach and apple) cherry, 

raspberries, etc. Coconut pancakes 

may be made also with the addition of 

a little coconut in the batter and a 

little of the Kitchen-Klatter coconut 

—Evelyn
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MARY BETH’S WEEKENDS 

ARE BUSY TOO 

Dear Friends: 

We’re having one of our leisurely 

weekends at home. The snow is falling 

and has been since breakfast. Katha- 

rine is home this evening for a change 

since her baby sitting date next door 
was cancelled because of the icy 

roads. I really was going to carry the 

joke about a ‘‘leisurely’’ weekend at 

home a little further, but decided that 

the sarcasm would undoubtedly not 

sound like a joke when it appeared in 

print. We just don’t have any leisurely 

weekends with our children the ages 

they are. 

- Last evening we stayed in Brookfield 
and had a sandwich at a hamburger 

stand. Usually on Friday evenings we 

stay for the basketball game at school, 

and celebrate the fact that it is Friday 

by eating our hamburgers ‘‘out’’. After 

the basketball game we brought two of 

-Katharine’s friends home to stay over, 

and they giggled and gossiped until 

long after I was asleep. 

This morning it was French toast by 

the loaf for our extra guests, and then 

the girls began to map their trip around 

greater Delafield. They wanted to see 

‘the antique shop where Katharine is 

now working every Saturday. And then 

there is The Steeple, another of Dela- 

field’s antique and novelty shops which 

attracts people from miles around. 

Katharine was due at the shop ready 

for work at eleven o’clock, so she said 

goodbye to her company about then and 

her father took them back to Brook- 

field. . 

On his way home he stopped at the 

dairy where we bought our wonderful 

raw milk last summer. They have since 

been forced to stop selling this good 

milk, but we have remained loyal to 

them and are continuing to buy their 

pasteurized milk. It is a little bit 

cheaper, considerably more inconveni- 

ent, but the greatest thing about it is 
the fact that they use glass bottles. I 

love milk from a cold, frosty glass 

bottle. While he was gone I took Adri- 

enne and Paul to Pewaukee to the 

movie theatre to see some movie about 

a cougar — the animal, not the auto- 

mobile. I came home, did some arith- 

metic with the checkbook, and before I 

was ready it was time to go back to 
Pewaukee to bring the youngsters 

home! 

I stopped in Hartland to try a pair of 

pants and a sweater on Paul at a mens’ 

and boys’ shop where they were having 

a good sale. A quick dash across the 
street to the Danish pastry shop as- 

sured me of a beautiful Sunday morning 

breakfast of chocolate eclairs. 
We finally got home and I finished my 

accounting department work. Donald 

morning. We’re having a real, 

A fellow teacher, Larry Schlick, photographed Don’s 
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ss 

and Mary Beth’s house. 

was busy entertaining himself with the 

new mixer I got for Christmas by mix- 

ing up a batch of oatmeal cookies. 

Katharine got home about 5:15 from the 

antique shop. We stirred up some nice 

hot chile for supper, cleaned up the 

kitchen, and I am finally getting around 

to this letter, which was number one 

on my trusty job sheet for Saturday 

morning. 

Incidentally, I am simply delighted 

with the mixer. I have just about burned 

out the motor of the one we got for a 

wedding present by making our annual 

fruitcake and an occasional batch of 

very heavy cooky dough. This new 

mixer has a very strong motor and three 

dandy styles of beaters. There is one 

for cake and pie dough, a wire whisk 

for blending very light mixtures, and a 

large hook for breads and coffeecakes 

and yeast doughs. Don is just waiting 

for me to go out of the house for half a 

day so he can get up to his elbows 

with flour and yeast and bake himself 

several loaves of bread. 

While I am typing this letter in the 

middle of the evening, Donald is out- 

side clearing the driveway against the 

possibility of our being snow-bound by 

old- 

fashioned winter this year. Our house 

is simply beautiful with the blanket of 

snow around it. I’m sending you a pic- 

ture of it taken in January when we 

didn’t have nearly as much snow as we 
‘have now. 

One teacher at our Academy is, in 
addition to his other interests, a pho- 
tographer of no small talent. He was 

formerly a photographer for The Worth- 

ington Daily Globe, newspaper in 
Worthington, Minnesota, before he came 

to our school to teach. We had never 

talked on any particular personal level 

until he came to our house over the 

vacation we had in December and Janu- 

ary. He and his wife were visiting us, 

and there on the end table were copies 

of Kitchen-Klatter Magazine. He picked 

one up and got a strange look in his 

eyes as he passed the magazine to his 

wife. They then told us about the years 

she had spent working for radio station 

KWOA in Worthington when she would 

program-in the time for the Kitchen- 

Klatter program. They knew Margery 

and Lucile and Dorothy. They had 

never tied them in with those two 

Driftmiers teaching at the Academy. 

He has since graciously taken pictures 

forme. He is among other things a col- 

lector of antique phonographs, guns, 

and weapons like guns. He has four 

sweet children in our school and I 

think you are going to like the pictures 

better because he is terrific with a 
camera. 

This new friend of ours is Lawrence 

(Larry) Schlick. His wife, the former 

Pat Cramer, has a family that I found 

intensely interesting. Her father, like 
Leanna in the radio field, was a pio- 

neer in the field of aviation. He and 

his brother Parker had two of the first 

seven licenses issued to pilots in this 

country. They were pioneering a route 

across the North Pole when his plane 

crashed and Parker was killed. This 

was Shortly after World War I, when 

there were actually about 17 rec- 

ognized pilots in the country. Pat’s 
father Bill continued to be active in a 

‘number of pioneering activities all of’ 
his life until his retirement. Life is 
surely full of interesting people. 

The next time Larry Schlick is out 

here I shall ask him to take a picture 
of Katharine’s and Adrienne’s room. We 

have hung a pattern of pink plastic 

beads and oddly shaped dangles from 

(Continued on page 22)
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CATCHING UP 
by 

Evelyn Birkby 

March isn’t really a very goodmonth 

to catch up — one should have that 

part of the year’s schedule completed: 
in January and February. Now we 

should be moving ahead into spring 

housecleaning, painting the walls in 

the bathroom or laying out the plans 

for the soon-to-begin gardening. 

In fact, I did do a great deal of 

catching up in January: scrapbooks, 

notebooks, picture albums and identi- 

fying and filing clippings. The heavy 

blizzard the first of that month gave 

these activities a real boost! 

Mending came next: buttons needed to 

be put into place, pockets in trousers 

and jackets and knitted cuffs on coats 

needed replacing. Some of my dresses 

needed lengthening or updating with 

new collars or a waist cincher. The 

large braided rug I finished last sum- 

mer needed a few stitches repaired 

here and there, so that was done. 

Then in February I dove into the huge 

project of starting the round braided 

wool rug for the dining area. This is to 

be as nearly the same in color and tex- 

ture as the one in the family room. The 

two rooms run into each other making 

them as one room for decorating pur- 

poses, so matching rugs will give a 

feeling of unity which they need. 

Now the round rug is beginning to 

take shape and I am working on it as 
fast as possible, setting a goal for 

each day. It is easier to do than the 

first one, now I know better what I am 

doing. Hopefully, the rug will be finer 

and firmer than the first. 

Already I’ve decided what to do with 

the leftover wool when the rug is com- 

pleted. I’m going to make similar 

braided covers for the early American 

maple chairs which go with our round 

dining room table. It should certainly 

add color and comfort to those chairs. 

What a relief it is going to be to get 

that pile of woolens used up. One 

corner of the basement and a chest of 

drawers have been tied up for months 

as I added the woolen garments and 

began the process of tearing and roll- 

ing the strips. Instead of adding, now, 

I am subtracting and the pile is dimin- 

ishing! 

A few of the materials I have pur- 

chased recently at the Goodwill and 

Salvation Army stores will not go into 

rugs and seat pads, however. I have 
discovered that lovely materials for 

handmade ties are available at such 

outlets. For example, I found two real 

silk dresses in gorgeous colors and 

patterns perfect for ties. These have 

already been ripped apart, washed and 

pressed. Cut with the tie pattern on the 

bias of the material, each dress will 
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Craig Birkby has several catching- 
up projects for this month. One of 
them is nailing up new bluebird 
houses along fence rows in the tim- 
ber. He also is cleaning out the — 
older bluebird houses which have 
been a part of his Scout conversa- 
tion work for the past several years. 

> 

provide several ties. The scraps of 
material will be pieced together and I 

will use them for either a patchwork 

skirt or pillow covers. As you know, 

the patchwork designs are very popular 

now, and such lovely colors of scraps 

from tie-making projects could go into 

head scarves, drawstring bags, neck 

scarves of even blouses if desired. 
Besides looking for pretty dresses 

which provide material which can be 

cut and stitched. I also watch for large 

scarves which can be cut into ties. 

These can be found in the secondhand 

clothing stores, but also watch for the 

sales in the department and clothing 

stores. I recently purchased a gorgeous 

silk square originally priced at $3.00 
for only 69¢. I made a beautiful four- 

inch tie. From the scraps I made one of 

the cute ‘‘bulldogger’’ ties with the 

little pleats that tuck up under the 

collar. 

Through trial and error, I have found 

I can make three of the four-inch ties 

from one yard of the wider materials 

(not the 36 inch). Sometimes the back 

of one tie needs to be piecéd to get the 

cutting done on the true bias. Incident- 

ally, knit |material does not have to be 
cut on the bias since the straight of 

knit materials stretches. 
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OLD-HEN-AND-CHICKENS 

(Sempervivum) 

Patiently she waits 

Through winter’s howling 

Wind and twisting swirls 

Of snow. She knows 

Her destiny. 

Broody hen, deep within 

The barrel’s darkened warmth, 
Dreams of spring — and 

New-born chicks of purest 

Emerald green! —Leta Fulmer 

While you can buy commercial pat- 

terns from several companies, you can 

take an old tie apart, study how it is 

made and cut your own pattern. Study 

ready-made expensive ties in the shops 

to get ideas as to how really fine hand- 

made ties are put together. For ex- 

ample, the most expensive ties have 

the lining set back a bit from the edge 

of the tie and carefully mitered. 

The Pellon polyester fleece inter- 

lining is best to use for a washable 

tie. Be sure the facing fabric is also 

washable for this type’of tie. For a tie 

which is to be dry cleaned the soft 

hair canvas is excellent. It is extreme- 

ly important, too, to use polyester 

thread when sewing the ties for the 

thread will stretch. This helps with 

washable ties for it keeps puckers from 

developing. 

I started making ties when Jeff want- 

ed awide white tie to wear with a dark- 

colored shirt. Not one white tie was 

available in the stores the day I look- 

ed. One of the clerks suggested I get. 

the fabric and make one. With her ex- 

perienced help, I chose the pattern, 

material, lining, interfacing and thread. 

She gave me some helpful hints, show- 

ed me a tie she had made and cheer- 

fully predicted I would thoroughly 

enjoy the project. 

When Jeff looked at the white tex- 

tured material he turned it over to ex- 

pose the shiny, satiny, wrong side. 

‘‘T want a shiny tie. Can you make it 

with this side out?’’ he asked. 

So, whether it was proper or not, I 

made my first tie wrong side out. It 

turned out nicely. Since then I have 

made bright paisley ties, ties with a 

Snake skin (Craig chose this design!) 

and black ties to go on white shirts 

especially for high school band con- 
certs. (‘‘Mother, we can’t possibly 

wear our old black ties when the con- 

cert band plays. They are too narrow!’’) 

Thank goodness ties can be made out 

of most any kind of material, for I have 

visions of this tie-making project con- 
tinuing on into infinity. 

And what does one do with all the 

old narrow ties which are so woefully 

out of style? Well, we can put them 

away towards the day when the wide 

ties are no longer fashionable, and 

that day will come of course, but I plan 
to take the old ties we have left, rip 

them apart and make a rainbow skirt. 

It will be fun to run the colors together 

in wild abandon with the narrow parts 

at the top for the waist and the wider 

areas of the ties stitched near the 

bottom. ? 
At this rate I’ll never get completely 

caught up with all the exciting proj- 

- ects. Truthfully, I’m not sure I would 

want to reech the point where every- 

thing was done and no more interesting 

activities beckoned.
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LIVING LIKE A MILLIONAIRE- Concl. 

would trade the running water and sani- 

tary flushing of the modern bathrooms 

for any sort of hand-painted flowers? 

This is living like a millionaire? 

Next I walked down the hall to the 

Hamill bathroom. It had a flush toilet 

that had been added at a later date, 

after the turn of the century. The sink 

was marble topped, but the bathtub was 

zinc coated and distinctly ugly. A 

water heater? Well, yes, of sorts, an 

ingenious and moderately’ efficient 

arrangement. A water tank was placed 

on the third story in a sunlit window. 

During the day, the brilliant Colorado 

sunshine would heat the water, which 

then would be drawn for the family 

baths each evening. I suppose that on 

the rare days that they received no 

sunshine, they resorted to the poor 

man’s water heater, a teakettle atop 

the kitchen stove. 

In the nursery were a four-poster bed 

with a trundle bed beneath, plus scads 

of toys of the time — some quite fas- 

cinating. There were tea sets and car- 

pet Sweepers, miniature stoves, horse- 

and-buggy outfits, and dolls by the 

dozen. I noticed that the dolls’ clothes 

were painstakingly made, with a great 

deal of intricate handwork. Someone 

surely had time to spare, or did this for 

a hobby during the cold winter eve- 

nings, for there were endless hours of 

time required to accomplish that hand- 

work. The children’s playhouse was 

contained in a separate space, similar 

to a closet, upon which the doors could 

be whisked shut in a moment to give 

the room a tidy appearance. Yes, it did 

seem that a millionaire’s life afforded 

more time and space than that of a poor 

man, or than the lives that we can 

afford today. 

The tour of the house completed, I 

visited the buildings at the back of the 

grounds. Hamill’s private office was 

built there of granite, hand hewn by 

Italian stonemasons. (I wonder what be- 

came of all his Italian workmen? Did 

they settle in the area, push on west, 

or were they summarily returned to 

Italy when their work was completed?) 

Two rooms of this building are now de- 

voted to a museum-type exhibit. In one 

glass case are Shown a number of Mr. 

Hamill’s checks; apparently he wrote. 

them for amounts of $7,000.00 and 

$10,000.00 much more casually than 

we would make out checks for $70 or 

$100. 

Another case showed how the elabor- 

ately carved woodwork was done. Pat- 

terns were first cut full-size from card- 

board. Walnut blocks were glued to a 

pine board, and carved by hand to 

match the patterns. Next the water- 

soluble glue used was wetted; the 

blocks would easily pop off, to be 

glued permanently to the door or win- 

Now that Katharine crawls every- 
where, she can maneuver around to 
reach what she wants. Fortunately, 
she is entranced with the toy chest 
and its contents and hasn't dis- 
covered the kitchen cabinets! 

dow frames. 

I spied a washing machine. It had a 

huge oval copper tub, and a primitive- 

looking wringer. But I couldn’t believe 

my own eyes — the machine was pow- 

ered by an electric motor, yet the date 

molded right onto the brand label said 

1900. Inquisitive again, I took my 

questions to the supervisor of these 

back buildings. Yes, he said, that was 

correct; the machine was purchased in 

1900, complete with electric motor. It 
seems that electricity came early to 

the mining areas, where the demand for 

it was great, to power the mining ma- 

chinery. This meant, of course, that 

the neighboring towns soon had elec- 

trical power, too. 

The kitchen equipment used in the 

heyday of this home was also dis- 

played in this building. The kitchen 

heater was totally different from any- 

thing I’ve ever seen, anywhere: the top 

was equipped with a couple of covered 

iron cooking pots that seemed a perma- 

nent fixture, while all around the sides 

there were depressions to neatly hold 

the flatirons they used, the sort cast 

with a metal handle rather than a re- 

movable one. These sat at a slant, and 

I counted eight of them. This apparent- 

ly was the most modern ironing equip- 

ment offered when the home was built, 

whether one was a millionaire or not. 

The rest of the kitchen equipment was 

equally depressing; they surely em- 

ployed a full-time cook, for the user of 

such dismal equipment would have no 

time to accomplish anything else what- 

soever. We 

we are in some respects — and among 

them are the simple luxuries of daily 

life as a smoothly operating can open- 

er, or Stainless steel kitchen knives, 

to name only two. 

At last, and with reluctance, I left 

the grounds of Hamill House and re- 

‘faverage American citi- — 

zens’’ just don’t realize how fortunate § 
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joined the rest of the family. Questions 

flew thick and fast. ‘‘What was it 

like?’’ ‘‘What was most unusual?’’ 

‘‘Tell us about it.’’ 

I tried to tell them about it, about the 

diamond dust mirrors, about the Sym- 

phonion Chimes music box — and yes, 

about the camel’s-hair wallpaper. I 

read aloud from the leaflet about the 

Silver Crash that broke William Hamill; 

his great fortune lost through no fault 

of his own, he died nearly penniless in 

1904. 

Such, then, was the life of a million- 

aire. When we returned home, I looked 

with new eyes at today’s homes and 

today’s conveniences. We enjoy lux- 

uries that few people then even dream- 

ed of, and every passing year offers 

more — some that we hadn’t thought to 

dream of. The more I consider their 

lives, the more convinced I am of one 

thing. 

‘‘And what is that?’’ you ask. 

Simply this: I wouldn’t trade. Would 

you? 

we 

3 

IN WALKS SPRING 

- on muddy feet. This time of 

year, even the most immaculate 

house suffers from slush, mud, 

snow and dirt. Add a little childish 

carelessness, and the cleaning 

problems seem to pile as high as 

the winter’s tallest drifts. 

| Thank goodness for Kitchen- 
- Klatter Kleaner! It’s the one that 
cleans deep, without the necessity 

of rinsing or scrubbing. It goes 

into solution immediately, even in 

| hard water (hot or cold). And, be- 

cause you use So little, it’s eco- 

nomical, too! 

-Kitchen-Klatter Kleaner 
You go through the motions ... 

- Kitchen-Klatter Kleaner does the 

work! 
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COME READ WITH ME 
by 

Armada Swanson 

Having read excerpts in magazines 

from the book My Father's House (Ran- 

dom House, $5.95), I was anxious to 

read the book in its entirety. I has- 

tened to our branch library when the - 

librarian telephoned that the book was 

there. My Father’s House did not dis- 

appoint me. It is a touching, beautiful 

book. Don’t miss reading it. 

It was in 1963 that Philip B. Kun- 

hardt’s father died of a heart attack. 

Six years later Philip had a serious 

heart attack. It was during his con- 

valescence that he thought of his 

father and so began going through the 

contents of his dad’s old flat-top desk, 

where he found all sorts of memora- 

bilia concerning himself and his broth- 

ers and sisters. He began writing 

about his father. 

The author’s mother once told him: 

‘‘Everything you’ve said or done makes 

a difference on other people’s lives, so 

that long after death you live in the 

world in a different form.”’ 

“That is what the book is about,’’ 

writes the author, ‘‘ . .. along with 

crunching gravel at the end of a long 

day and golden weekends , . . It is 

about a child’s world and finally hav- 

ing to leave it. It is about the need to 

hold on to good memories during the 

dark. It is about stars and storms, 

about an old house upon a hill, about 

mountains and ocean, about a hero. 
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It has often been said that people 
who love to read are never bored. 
Clark Driftmier is such a person. 

‘It is a book written to a father, from 

a son, with love.’’ : 

The special appeal of My Father’s 

House is the goodness of the author’s 

father and his love of family, friends, 

and nature. He hated cities and said 

he needed the clean air of the hill. His 

country was ponds and lakes and moun- 

tains, where he taught the sons about 

fishing and mountain climbing. It was 

working in the garden or Swimming or 

helping with the bees or snow shovel- 

ing. It was Sunday night salad — ‘‘Pap- 

py’s Own’’ — for men only. The women 

had milk toast because of the earlier 

Sunday dinner, but the men used refrig- 
erator leftovers and what sighs of de- 

light were heard about ‘‘Pappy’s Sal- 

ed’’. It was the tidy, exact way he kept 

finances. It was belief in self-sacrifice 

and service to others. 

My Father’s House by Philp Kun- 

hardt is worth your reading, and as you 

do so, it will remind you of the back- 

ground and upbringing in your own life. 

Mr. Kunhardt is now Assistant Man- 

$2.00 per year, 12 issues 

FIRST THINGS FIRST 
_ My dishes are stacked in the kitchen; 
My ironing isn’t all done. 
My house is all topsy-turvey — 
| simply don’t have my work done. 
But | don’t care — it doesn’t matter — 
| just received the Kitchen-Klatter! 

Until | read what it has to tell, 

The chores will have to wait a spell. 

Mail your order to: 

KITCHEN-KLATTER, Shenandoah, lowa 91601 

—Helen M. Peterson 

$2.50, foreign subscriptions 

aging Editor of Life Magazine. He and 

his family live at Chappaqua, N. Y. 

Readers will enjoy many a laugh from 

Jean Kerr’s latest book Penny Candy 
(Doubleday & Co., $4.95). You’ll recall 

her earlier successes Please Don’t 

Eat the Daisies and The Snake Has AIl 

the Lines. She has plenty of help from 

the home front in producing humor, with 

five sons and a daughter and husband 

Walter Kerr, distinguished New York 

Times critic. 

Her subjects in Penny Candy include 

entertaining at home, how to talk to a 

baby, what to do when your husband 

gives up smoking, why Mommy can’t 

read, and her twenty-one minute shape- 

up program. She confides they have 

made mistakes with their children, 

which will come to light when the chil- 

dren get old enough to write their own 

books. But she feels one thing they did 
right was teach them not to be afraid of 

poetry. They bought some paperback 

anthologies, helped the boys with the 

meaning of the poems, and after a few 

Sunday nights the ‘‘Culture’’ time be- 

came quite endurable. John was able to 

recite ‘‘The Highwayman’’ by Alfred 

Noyes and go on to ‘‘Barbara Fritchie’’. 

Eventually they realized that poetry 

had not washed over the boys in vain 

as an apt quotation was often in readi- 

ness. They even ran some films of 

talks by Leonard Bernstein on music. 

That this made an impression was 

shown by Colin building a fort in the 
backyard and naming it Fort Issimo. 

Yes, Jean Kerr is an expert at pro- 

ducing laughter, as you will find when 

you read Penny Candy. She also has 

good ideas about family life. 
For those of you who like to read old 

cookbooks, The Old Cook’s Almanac 

by Beatrice Vaughan (The Stephen. 

Green Press, Brattleboro, Vermont, 

$2.95) is now available in a paperback: 

edition. Besides a large amount of old- 

fashioned recipes, there are many tid- 

bits of advice, some of which follow: 

‘‘One keep-clean is worth a dozen 

make-cleans. 

‘‘Nothing in the world is so difficult 

that it can’t be better met with a full 

stomach. 

‘‘To clean the inside of a bottle, pour 

in 1 part salt to two parts vinegar; 

shake well, then rinse thoroughly with 

warm water.’’ My comment: How about 

some Kitchen-Klatter K leaner? 
Here’s one last quote from the Alma- 

nac, that may bring back memories: 

‘“‘My grandmother believed that soup 

stuck to the ribs of folks who had to 

brave the cold. The standby noon meal 
on winter Mondays was Washday Soup, 
simmering all morning in the three- 
legged iron kettle that was pushed well 

to the back of the wood-burning stove, 

while the wash boiler hissed and bub- 
bled across the front.’’
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THE JOY 

OF 

RS GARDENING 

by 
Eva M. Schroeder 

Sweet peas have been known to gar- 

deners for nearly 300 years and are 

still in high fashion because they are 

easily grown from seed and are so 

fragrant and long lasting as cut flow- 

ers. Plant breeders have come up with 

types that bloom over a longer. period 

of time, have longer stems, and larger, 

more fully ruffled blooms. You can get 

both the climbing type and the bush 

type which needs ho trellis. 

- Sweet peas should be planted as soon 

as the soil can be worked in the spring, 

but don’t ‘‘mud’’ them in — wait until 

the earth is dried off enough to handle 

easily. We like to start several peat 

pots, planted with two seeds each, in 

doors for one small area reserved for 

this purpose in the garden. By doing 

this we are able to cut sweet peas two 

weeks earlier than otherwise. 

The finest climbing sweet pea avail- 

able is the Royal Family. The ruffled 

‘flowers are much larger than any other 

kind we have grown and the colors are 

clear, bright and the blooms fragrant. 

‘Sweet pea Knee-Hi, a recent introduc- 

tion, is a bush type that grows about 

2% feet high and needs no support. It 
furnishes long, straight-stemmed flow- 

ers in all the good sweet pea colors. 

Bijow sweet peas grow only a foot high 

and are well suited to beds, borders 

and window boxes. The early flowers 

are born in great profusion and are also 
fine for cutting, having sturdy long 

stems. The Little Sweethearts make 

‘mound-like plants only 8’’ tall but bear 

large, ruffled Spencer-type flowers in a 

color range of cream to crimson. These 

are excellent for borders. 
You can almost tell whether sweet 

peas will be white or cream colored by 

the color of the seeds. White sweet pea 

‘seeds will produce white- or cream- 

colored flowers, the mottled seeds pro- 

duce the lavender blooms and the dark 
seeds produce the reds. The darker 
seeds usually have very hard shells 

and should be soaked in tepid water for 

several hours before planting. Being 

legumes, a nitrogen fixative will as- 

sure better, stronger vines. You apply 
the powder to the seeds after they have 
been drained and just before planting. 
As soon as the seedlings appear in the 
outdoor trench, give them a moderate 

application of fertilizer and water as 
needed if rainfall is light. To assure 
continuous flowering no seed pods 

should be allowed to develop. We have ~ 
‘solved the problem of keeping the 

While we're waiting to get our 
hands into the earth, we have our 
houseplants to enjoy. Pictured is 
a fine collection of African violets. 

blooms picked from our pansies and 

sweet peas (when we are too involved 

and busy to do the job ourselves) by 

handing a pair of small pruning shears 

to whoever wanders into the shop. Most 

of them are delighted to get a bouquet 

of pretty flowers just for the cutting. 

PRELUDE TO SPRING. 

A spring breeze zips past my nose 

And I sniff a promise or: coming warmth 

Elusive and swift as a robin’s wing, 

Heading into high thermal certitude 

That cannot be denied. 

As sure as day follows night 

Spring will push back the curtain 

Of slow, cold days and wrap 

Its rain-drenched skirts 

Around the limbs of early, warm days. 

: —Alice G. Harvey 

DARK IN THE 
ABOUT LAUNDRY 
‘DETERGENTS? 
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HOME 

This is home 

Where the roots of living 

Have reached down 

to the core of the good earth. 

The arms of the house 

Protect me from the furies 

of the wayward elements — 

The winds, the rains, 

The hails, the snows, 

The forked prongs of lightning, 

And the crashing rolls of thunder 

Beat against the house shell 

that repels them 

As the glow of home 

Sinks deep within my heart. 

Always it is reaching out 

When I am away, 

Calling me back, 

Promising security, 

And when I am close within 

contentment abides. 

—Alice G. Harvey 

HIDE-A-WAY 

I’ve locked my closet and hid the key 

So prying eyes will never see: 

Out-dated dresses, hats and shoes, 

Souvenirs I’ll never use, 

Faded suits, all long out-styled, 

Boxes, precariously piled, 

Two tattered coats, a misfit shirt, 

The year’s accumulated dirt, 

Gifts received but never used, 

Toys, battered and abused, 

Things I just might need someday, 

Useless now, but stashed away 

On shelves piled high from top to 

floor — 

A housewife’s nightmare behind the 

door. 

If ever opened, without a doubt, 

My treasured trash would tumble out. 

—Mary Margaret Trapp 

Confused about all the conflict- 

ing claims about ‘‘miracle’’ de- 

tergents and little dots that gob- 

ble up stains? Well, here’s some 

straight talk about Blue Drops. 

Blue Drops is a highly concen- 

trated, low-suds detergent that’s 
designed for use in all washers: 

front- and top-loading automatics 

as well as wringer washers. Its 

super-cleaning strength makes it 

ideal for heavily soiled work 

clothes and diapers, but it’s gen- 

tle enough for silks, rayons and 

_waShable wools. It has a deli- 
cate, clean fragrance and it’s 

economical, too. 

Sheds some light on the sub- 

ject, doesn’t it? 

Kitchen-Klatter 

—
 
T
e
 

Blue Drops 
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ENZYMES 

NO 
IRRITANTS 

Those are things not found in 

Kitchen-Klatter Safety Bleach. So | 

much for what we’re not. Now 

here’s what we are: 

We’re an oxygen-release bleach. 

That’s the kind that brightens and © 

whitens as it removes dullness 

and stains. 

We’re a Safe bleach. Everything 
that’s washable can be bleached . 

with Kitchen-Klatter Safety Bleach | 

- even sheer synthetics and the | 

new permanent-press fabrics. 

We can be used with enzyme pre- 

soaks. We work with them, not . 
against them (and we remove | 

stains that enzymes won’t touch). — 
And we’re aS near aS your groc- 

er’s shelves. Pick us up, bring us | 
home, and bleach with confidence. 

Kitchen-Klatter | 
Safety Bleach 

Suggesting a change requires only an 

idea and words. 

Making the change work requires time 

and effort. 
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VANE TAIL AND THE WEATHER 

REPORT 

by 
Evelyn Witter 

“TF YOU DON’T STOP looking at 

yourself you’ll be sorry!’’ Old Doc 

Squirrel told Vane Tail, who sat posing 

on the birdbath. 

‘“T’m just getting the daily weather 

report,’’ Vane Tail apologized, bush- 

ing out his tail to get the feeling of the 

air currents. Vane Tail, who had the 

most beautifully full tail of all the 

squirrels on windy Hill Farm, had been 
appointed weatherman of the Hill by 

Old Doc Squirrel several weeks before. 

That’s how he got his name. His tail 

was so long and full that when he held 

it up, there was plenty of area for the 

wind to go through and he could tell, 

before anyone else in the squirrel 

colony, when the wind changed. His 

tail was a perfect weather vane. 

After Old Doc Squirrel moved on, 

Vane Tail went back to looking at his 

reflection in the water in the birdbath. 
He turned this way and that, noticing 

how his tail had almost plume-like 

Gorgeous Splashes of FLAMING SCARLET 

CORAL LILY 
(Tenuifolium) 

Regular 69¢ Value 

BIG esgic? 
only 

Here is an exquisitely formed little 
lily that you can use almost any- 
where you want a splash of bright 
crimson. Grows abundantly, too, with 
as many as 15 waxen recurved 
blooms, each the size of a half dollar, 
borne on stems 18” - 24” tall. These 
flowers are especially useful as excit- 
ing bursts of color in perennial bor- 

flowers. You can grow them easily, 
even in poor soil, but do give them plenty 
of sun. Plant bulbs this Spring (4” to 6” 
deep), then see them bloom this June or 
July. Having originated in Siberia, the 
Coral Lily is hardy even into northern 
Minnesota. We'll send you these fine bulbs 
at a special, low “get-acquainted’’ price, 
only 25¢ each, postpaid. Sorry, no more 
than 4 offers ($1 .00) per customer at this 
price. Order today! 

25°" EACH 

Li... —A HENRY FIELD SPECIAL! ——— — 

r aN 
rn - 

ders, rock gardens, pots, and for cut Tropically bright, cone pardy! et 

aptares sacamriies 

HENRY FIELD Seed & Nursery Co. 
f 7968 Oak St., Shenandoah, lowa 51601 

Sure! | enclose____¢ for____big 
a Coral Lily ulte. Send sins your big, 

bs free Spring Catalog. 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

(STATE) (ZIP NO.) 
**For Over 70 Years!’’ .. 

quality and how the silken hairs floated | 

gracefully in the breeze. 

‘‘The breeze is from the south. No 

change in weather today,’’ he decided. 

‘“‘T should be about my nut gathering, I 

Suppose. ’’ 

He made a hasty run to the ground 

and was headed for the butternut tree 

when he noticed a puddle in the chick- 

en yard left over from the last rain. He © 
walked around and around the puddle, 

watching his reflection in the water. 

His body and his tail were in perfect 

balance, he observed. He spent so 

much time bushing his tail to see at 

which angle it looked the best that he 

never did get to the butternut tree. 

And that’s how it was with Vane Tail 

all summer and into the fall. There 

were So many places on the farm where 

he could see reflections of himself 

that he never did get much nut gather- 

ing done. But he was happy. Was he not 

the most beautiful squirrel on Windy 

Hill Farm? 

When winter came and his friends 

spent most of their time in their hol- 

lows eating the choice nuts they had 

gathered all summer and fall, Vane 

Tail became unhappy. All the water 

was frozen over and he could not see 

his reflection anywhere. Besides, his 

hollow was almost empty of nuts and 

his stomach churned with hunger. 

It was a hard cold winter for Vane 

Tail, running from hollow to hollow 

begging a few morsels to keep him- 

self alive. ‘‘But in the spring,’’ he told 

himself, ‘‘things will be different. Food 

wilt be plentiful — and once again I’ll 

be able to see myself.”’ 

Spring finally came as the ice and 

snow melted, Vane Tail waited for the 

water to appear so he could enjoy his 

favorite pastime of admiring himself. 

One day he noticed a puddle in the 

chicken yard and scampered over to it 

as fast as his starved little body would 

permit. 

He glanced eagerly at the reflection. 

‘‘No! No!’’ he shouted. ‘‘Is this really 

me? This skinny, bony body with a 

great big tail? I look so odd and out of 
balance! My tail doesn’t fit my body 

any more! Oh, woe ... oh, most um 

happy day!”’ 
Just then Old Doc Squirrel came 

frisking up. ‘‘You are not pleased with 

yourself, Vane Tail? Or should I call 

you V-A-I-N Tail?’’ 

‘Maybe my name has really been 

V-A-I-N Tail up to now,’’ replied Vane 

Tail sadly. ‘‘But Doc, my vanity got 
me nothing — nothing at all. I have suf- 

fered hardship all winter because I was 

vain. From now on I’ll tend to my 

weather reports and my nut gathering, 

as a right-thinking squirrel should.’’ 

‘T’m sure you will, Vane Tail,’’ Old 

Doc Squirrel nodded wisely. Then he 

gave Vane Tail two choice butternuts.
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WEE BIT O° ERIN — Concluded 
around until the new ‘‘It’’ raps for 

them to halt. 

At the Dublin Fair: This is a game of 
charades and great fun. The players 

are all visitors to the fair. They are 

divided into groups about the room. 

Each performing group is given a slip 

of paper with instructions for their 

actions before the other fair visitors; 

for example, ‘‘At the Toy Booth — Sink 

down to the floor, puff out cheeks and 

rise again.’’ ‘‘Cotton Candy Booth — 

players go through motions of swirling 

the spun sugar around the cone and 

then handing it out to a child.’’ ‘‘The 

Prize 4-H Calf’’ might include instruc- 

tions to stand contentedly, chewing 

slowly, and rolling the eyes. Perhaps 

you will not want to give the players 

any clues as to actions. You’ll think 

of other charades as you think of the 

various booths, entries, and conces- 

sion stands at the fair, which may be 

acted out — ‘‘Throw for a Stuffed Ani- 

mal Booth’’, ‘‘Prize Pig’’, ‘‘The Sword 

Swallower’’, or ‘‘The Ferris Wheel 

Ride’’. 
Refreshment Ideas: Pig Biscuits — to 

serve with potato salad. Instead of 
making the usual round biscuits, pull 

them into oblong shape. Shape one end 

pointed for the snout. At the other end 

pull out a small piece and twist up 

over the back for a tail. Pull out little 

pieces of the dough to form the ears. 

Use the tip of a paring knife to pick 

holes for eyes and stick in a currant. 

When browned these look quite like 

little pigs. You can give them tooth- 

pick legs if you like. 

A pretty dessert is made by cutting 

slices of sponge cake with a shamrock 

cooky cutter. (Or make a paper pattern 

and cut around it.) Cut the same size 

shamrocks from a layer of lime gelatin 

which is firmly set. Cover cake sham- 

rock with a layer of whipped cream and 

then place the gelatin layer on top. 

Top with a dab of whipped cream and a 

nut or a green cherry. 

TO A GRANDCHILD: THIRD SPRING 

Let me lead you by the hand. 
You are Child and Spring is young. 

You should see the ready land 

and hear the water’s rippling tongue. 

Several years, now, I have known 

myself a winter-toughened tree, 

but Springtime has, as ever, 

something young and fresh to me. 

shown 

I should like to show Spring, now, 

something rain-drop sweet, leaf-new, 

blossom-tender, Little Bough. 
Spring will want to meet you, too. 

—Helen Harrington — 

FOR SALE 

A lot of prejudices which have ceased 

to be of use to me; a Stock of envy of 

the rich, some slightly shopworn jeal- 

ousy; a large supply of gloom that I 

shall have no use for from today; I of- 

fer bargains — who will buy? Come and 

bid, and take the stuff away. 

A lot of wishes I’ve outgrown, a 

stock of foolish old beliefs; some pride 

I once was glad to own, a bulky line of 

misfit griefs; a large assortment of ill 

will, a job lot of bad faith and doubt; 

harsh words that have their stingers 

still. Come on, come on, I’m closing 

out! 

I need more room for kindliness, for 

hopeful courage and good cheer. For 

sale, the hatred I possess, the dark 

Suspicions and the fear. A large supply 

of frailties I shall have no use for from 

today. I offer bargains — who will buy? 

Come, bid, and take the stuff away! 

—Author Unknown 
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FOLKS ARE FUNNY THAT WAY 

Strangely enough the folks most apt to 

lend a hand to you, 

Are those who are already rushed with 

countless things to do. 

And should bad luck befall you, and 

misfortune smack you prone, 

The ones who’ll help you most are 

those with troubles of their own. 

The folks whose sunny slant on life 

helps heal its smarts and stings 

Are often those who know firsthand the 

seamy side of things; 

And he was right it seems, who said 
life is what you make it; 

It’s not so much what happens, as the 
way in which you take it. 

— Anonymous 

CHANGEABLE LADY 

A head of curlers — what a sight! 

She looks like spaceman off for flight; 

But she’s a dream and quite a pleasure 

When she steps out as hubby’s treasure. 

—Romi Rich 

“I’ve told my 

friends about 

have 

the following radio stations: 

KCOB 

Kitchen-Klatter — 

This friendly visit can be heard Monday through Saturday over 

KWOA = Worthington, Minn., 730 on your dial — 1:30 P.M. 
KOAM _§ Pittsburg, Kans., 860 on your dial — 9:00 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. 
KSIS Sedalia, Mo., 1050 on your dial — 10:00 A.M. 

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

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

KVSH = Valentine, Nebr., 940 on your dial — 9:00 A.M. 
KLIN Lincoln, Nebr., 1400 on your dial — 10:10 A.M. 
KSCJ = Sioux City, lowa, 1360 on your dial — 10:30 A.M. 
KWBG Boone, lowa, 1590 on your dial — 9:00 A.M. 

KWPC Muscatine, lowa, 860 on your dial — 9:00 A.M. 

KSMN ~~ Mason City, lowa, 1010 on your dial — 9:30 A.M. 
Newton, lowa, 1280 on your dial — 9:30 A.M. 

f/ 

\\ 
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OLD FASHION 
CHINA DOLL 

KIT: 
ainted china 
ead; arms, 

legs; basic 
pattern for 
body and 
clothes, 15’’ 
tall asic ial 
Assembled, 
Undressed: 
with patterns 
for clothes 
15’’ $12.45 

Pp-p. 
Dressed: . 
in small 
print 
cotton, 
old fashe- 
ioned 

Hand 

Doll Co., Box 331 
San Pablo, Calif. — EVA MA 

in Bn saory 
beaut ful colors & full ids, ct For 

_ womens’, girls’, » pil- 
. low. cases, decorative edgings on 
many articles, etc. Pieces a Jonas 

yards in length. None 
§ FREE! 100 New Bu ttons! ‘Beautitui ‘T 

_ quality. All kinds, all sizes. i BU ONS 
colors. ALL NEW. Many com 
sets. 100 Buttons FREE when oo "ciao the LACE— 
none without Lace. Only 98c, but a. include 27c 
extra for pstg. & hdlg. or $1. 25 in all 

[50 YARDS LACE 98° | 

MONEY MAKING 
ALBUM 

WEDDING INVITATIONS 

as tow as 100 For5] 1 
YOU MAKE 
BIG 40% CASH PROFITS! 

Earn easy extra cash by showing America’s biggest value 
wedding line. Smart designs, exciting new ideas get orders 
fast! Average wedding order $50.00. Over 50 outstanding 
wedding accessory items that will double your wedding 
sales. Our line sells on sight as every prospective Bride 
needs and wants our items. 

Send $1.00 for album, refundable on first order or if re- 
turned in 10 days. 

ELMCRAFT CHICAGO Dept.Ew-193 
7201 SO. CICERO AVE. - CHICAGO, ILL. 60629 
or P.O. BOX 1125, CANOGA PARK, CALIF. 91304 
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“The kitchen floor is a good place 
for James to paint. It is washable! 

LUCILE’S LETTER — Concluded 

visited us can visualize where it will 

be located. I understand that by the 

end of 1972 it is to be in full produc- 

tion, but long before then we will begin 

‘to see changes of all kinds, including 

a 2,000 ft. extension to our local air- 

port so the big corporation jet can 

come in and take off! No doubt there 

are quite a few women who already 

know that their husbands are being 

transferred to a small western Iowa 

town... and are wondering what in 

the world it will be like to live in such 

a place! 

These days we are very happy over 

the fact that Mother and Ruby are fly- 

ing to Springfield, Mass., to spend 

Easter with Betty and Frederick. Mother 

hasn’t had areal trip since she visited 

me in Albuquerque, and that was back 

in the autumn of 1969, I’m sure that 

this time she will actually board the 

plane and fly to Massachusetts, be- 

cause Frederick has told her that she’s 

going to visit him if he has to come all 

the way out here to get her! Well, I 

don’t think that this will be necessary 

for she is in the frame of mind to go. 

And certainly it is something to antici- 

pate on these snowy winter days when 

STRIKING BI-COLOR BLOOMS! 

Red petals edged in gold—yellow edged in 
mahogany—pink edged with silver! You 
can’t imagine the attractive combinations. 
Easy to grow. Guaranteed to bloom abun- 
dantly for you this year. One packet per 
customer, please. 

re ee ee ae a 

Earl May Seed & Nursery Co. 
1135 Elm St., Shenandoah, lowa 51601 

| enclose 5¢ for my Pinwheel” Zinnia Seed 
and my free catalog. 

Zinnias » 

SPECIAL OFFER | 
35c PACKET 

=— . ADDRESS 

a 
CITY ZIP CODE 

1 
4 

1 
1 
i 
i 
1 
i 

NAME a 

: 
: 
' 
: 
; 

STATE I 

L cs soso ss cenrenincensssibepp bce tigen eteicibdtimasiahceartabeitaniaichindiie thiceeen-ete 

people who live in wheelchairs are just 

about 100% house-bound. 

We’re having a family dinner at my 

house tomorrow and I want to do as 
much of the preparation as possible in 

advance,solI think I should stop typing 

now and head to the kitchen for a ses- 

sion with the stove. 

Until April ... and Spring! 

Lucile 

FREDERICK’S LETTER — Concluded 

have larger maintenance staffs than do 

we, and I think that one reason we get 

along so well with so few employees is 

the pride our people have in their 

church property. Actually, all of us 

work at keeping the church clean, and 

after any church meeting many of the 

persons present pitch in to get things 

cleaned up before the next day dawns. 

Speaking of church, I have some 
phone calls to make concerning a 

Lenten service, so I’ll bring this to a 

close. Sincerely, 

Frederick 

DOROTHY’S LETTER — Concluded 

unexpected surprise to see Aunt Bertha 

Field, who boarded the train at Red 

Oak enroute ot Illinois. She was just as 

surprised to see me, and we had a nice 

visit. It had been a long time since she 

had seen Frank, so when I got off the 

train at Chariton and he was there to 

meet me,I told him to run fast down the 

platform and wave to her. She was 

watching for him. _ 
I have used up more than my allotted 

space and haven’t mentioned any farm 

news, but at this time of the year there 
is very little to report. 

Sincerely, 

Dorothy 

MARY BETH’S LETTER — Concluded 
the ceiling in a strip which extends 

halfway across their bedroom. It is an 

airy divider which more clearly defines 

the room halves but doesn’t cut out the 

light as a more solid wall would. For a 

change on the girls’ big dresser their 
father turned the mirror, which had 

formerly hung the entire length of the 

bureau, to its end over one end of the 

bureau. Now it accommodates Katha- 
rine’s ' five-foot, nine-inch height as 
well as makes the dresser look more 
modern. In the area over the other end 

of the dresser we hung a swag lamp in 

a lovely shade of green with green 

beads hanging all around the bulb. It 

appeals to the fifteen-year-old set and 

makes the girls’ bedroom look much 
cuter. 

I have to get myself off to bed so I’ll 

be ready for my chocolate eclairs. Is 

the year going as rapidly for you as it 

is for me? 

Until next month, 

Mary Beth
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te Ss”? } LITTLE AD 
If you have something to sell try 

§ this ‘‘Little Ad’’ department. over 
150,000 people read this magazine 
every month. Rate 20¢ a word, pay- 
able in advance. When counting words 
count each initial in name and ad- 
dress and count Zip Code as one 

3 word. Rejection rights reserved. Note 
§ deadlines very carefully. 
: May ads due March 10 
‘ June ads due April 10 
' July ads due May 10 

THE DRIFTMIER COMPANY 
Shenandoah, lowa 51601 
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NEW LARGE SIZE MAILBOX. Holds news- 
papers, magazines, small packages, com- 
pletely protected from wind and rain. 
Descriptive literature free. Associated, 
Bon Oth Dept. K-3, Des Moines, lowa 
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Magazine. Only ADVERTISE in Givenings : > Cait 
, Seaside, Calif. 5¢ a word. Box 679 

93955. 

WEAVE RUGS — Make Good Profits — No 
experience necessary! Free Catalog, 
sample card, and low prices on carpet 
warp, rug filler, looms, parts, inexpensive 

beam counter. If you have loom — advise 
make, weaving width please. OR. RUG 
COMP ANY, Dept. 318, Lima, Ohio 45802. 

CASH AND S&H GREEN STAMPS for new, 
used goose and duck feathers. Free tags. 
Used feathers, please mail sample. North- 
western Feather Co., P. O. Box 1745, 
Grand Rapids, Michigan 49501. 

‘SAVE $10.00 to $15.00 on your food budget 
refunding box tops, labels. Hundreds of 
places to send for FREE cash and gifts. 
3 monthly issues — $1.00; full year — 
$3.50. GOLDEN COINS REFUND MAN- 
UAL, 364K, Muscatine, Iowa 52761. 

“BETHANY COOKBOOK’’ — over a thou 
sand tried recipes, featuring many Scan- 
dinavian, send $2.50 to Auxiliary, Eunice 
Anderson, 2112 S. Spring, Sioux Falls, 
S. D. Over 30,000 sold. 

MOTHER’S and FATHER’S Day plates. 
Danish, German and others. Send stamp 
‘for list. Maude House, 8009 Freeman, 
Kansas City, Kansas 66112. 

SHELLED HAZELNUTS,.Brazils, Cashews, 
Engi sh Walnuts, Black Walnuts, Pecans 
$1.75Lb. Dried Mushrooms $4.50Lb. 60 
Double-edge Razor Blades — $3.00. Peer- 
less, 538B Centralpark, Chicago 60624. 

‘WANTED HOMEWORKERS. $100.00 weekly 
addressing envelopes. For details send 
25¢ and large, stamped, self-addressed en- 
velope, to WJR_ Enterprises, Box 44125, 
Dept. [-14, Cincinnati, Ohio 45244. 

FOR SALE: Kitchen-Klatter’s, Workbasket 
magazines. Write: Edna Buis, Savannah, 
Mo. 64485. 

DAINTY FLORAL TATTING hand deco- 
rated note cards, envelopes — 8 for $1.25. 
Esther Gommels, Manson, Iowa 50563. 

RUGWEAVING: prepared balls — $1.50 yd.; 
unprepared — $2.30. SALE: 50”’ rugs — 
3.50. Rowena Winters, Peru, Iowa 50222. 

MAGNETIZED, GLITTERIZED ART foam 
refrigerator motifs — dogs, kittens, ducks, 
etc. — $1.00 pair. Beehive pin cushions, 
wrapped with nylon cord, bumble bee on 
outside — $1.00 each postpaid. Clara 
Jackson, Mendon, Mo. 

$6.00 Profit Per Dozen lacing beautiful 
baby boots, baby moks. Cowboy, Warsaw 
74, Indiana 46580. 

CASH IMMEDIATELY FOR OLD GOLD — 
Jewelry, gold teeth, watches, diamonds, 
Silverware, spectacles. Free information. 
Rose Industries, 29-KK East Madison, 
Chicago 60602. 

47 MONEY-MAKING Specialties. Latest 
conveniences for home, car. Send no 
money. Just your name. KRISTEE 168, . 
Akron, Ohio 44308. 

SEND FOR MAGNETIC REFRIGERATOR 
patterns. Easter basket/eggs, bunny; 
Easter ducks, eggs, St. Patrick’s sham- 
rock, pipe and hat. $1.25. Mrs. Edwin 
Schroeder, Garner, Iowa 50438. 

HOUSEPLANTS, 12 different, some rare, 
rooted,labeled — $4.50 postpaid. Margaret 
Winkler, R. 4, Hudsonville, Mich. 49426. 

FOR MOTHER’S DAY! Beautiful Mother’s — 
Grandmother’s ‘‘remembrance’’ pins with 
your children’s birthstones. Circle Wreath 
— up to 9 stones — gold or silver — $3.9 
Tree of Life — up to 14 stones — gold 
only — $3.95. Gift boxed. (Specify birth- 
months.) The Gift Fair, Box 1125-K, Oak 
Park, Illinois 60304. 

OIL PAINTINGS made from any photograph. 
Satisfaction guaranteed. Box 353, Shenan- 
doah, Iowa 51601. 

LADIES BATH TOWEL JACKET pattern 
and instructions — 50¢. Mildred Huffman, 
1106 Poplar, Wood River, Ill, 62095. 

FOR SALE: Afghan crocheted poncho’s. 
Girls & ladies sizes. State size and color 
wanted. Pine, Fredericksburg, 
Texas 78624. 

‘Send today for your free copy of the 
WORLD’S LARGEST CATALOG OF 
BOOKS on Antiques. We stock over 1,500 
titles at all times. MID-AMERICA BOOK 
COMP ANY, Dept. KK, Leon, Iowa 50144. 

CHURCH WOMEN: will print 150-page 
cookbook for organizations for $1.50 
each. Write for details. General Publish- 
ing and Binding, Iowa Falls, Iowa 50126. 

RECIPES: fifty choice no-bake cookies — 
$1.00; fifty more no-bake cookies — $1.00; 
fifty luscious cakes — $1.00; ten sugar- 
less cookies for diabetics and weight- 
watchers — .00. Anna Andersen, Box 
62K, Cedar Falls, Iowa 50613. 

HOROSCOPE. 25¢ and stamped envelope. 
— Date. Box 153-K, Creston, Iowa 

BARBIE DOLL CLOTHES. Well made, 
reasonably priced. Fine, new material. 
Send for puce list. Box 376, Fort Dodge, 
Iowa 50501. 

*“THE VERY BEGINNINGS’’ A well docu 
mented, entertaining book of the work of 
Jessie Field which laid the foundation for 
4-H. $3.00. Write Faye Whitmore, 620 S. 
16th., Clarinda, Iowa 51632. 

FREE LOVELY GIFT BOX! 
1000 Deluxe, Gold Stripe, 

gummed, 

GOLD 100 STRIPE 
ZiP CODE 

poe 

: 

SERVICE! Money-back guarantee. ORDER NOW! 

TWO BROS. INC., Dept. b52, Box 662, St. Louis, Mo. 63101 

SEW 
Lingerie & Cotton Knit 

FABRICS 
BY MAIL: 

‘SPECIAL OFFER 
LACE 50 Yds. 

LP $2.00 
ASST. COLORS 

SHIPPED PREPAID | 

FREE: 
CATALOG & PATTERNLIST 

KNIT-KITS 
216-A 3rd Ave. N. 

Mpls 5540] 

LABELS 45+ 
2-color, 

padded Labels printed with 

ANY Name, Address & Zip Code, 45c for 

EACH Set! No limit, but please include 

10c extra for pstg. & pkg. or 55c in all. 

SPECIAL! 8 Sets for only $1.50 pre- 

paid. EXTRA! FREE Plastic Gift Box 

with each order for 1000 Labels! Write 

for FREE Money-Making Plans. FAST. 
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How’s 

Your 

Hearing? 
Chicago, Ill.—A free offer of 

special interest to those who 
hear but do not understand 
words has been announced by 
Beltone. A non-operating model 
of the smallest Beltone aid ever 
made will be given absolutely 
free to anyone answering this 
advertisement. 

Try it to see how it is worn 
in the privacy of your own 
home without cost or obligation 
of any kind. It’s yours to keep, 
free. It weighs less than a third 
of an ounce, and it’s all at ear 
level, in one unit. No wires lead 
from: body to head. 

These models are free, so we 
suggest you write for yours 
now. Again, we repeat, there is 
no cost, and certainly no obliga- 
tion. Write to Dept. 4504, Bel- 
tone Electronics Corp., 4201 W. 
Victoria, Chicago, Ill. 60646. 

Dont pay 
thru the 
NOSE 
for banquet 
tables... 

ORDER DIRECT } 

“Montoe 
Churches, schools, clubs, lodges and 
other organizations save up to 30, 
40—even 50%!—on top quality tables, 
chairs and other equipment by ordering 
DIRECT FROM MONROE! Find out how 
much you can save, too! Mail coupon 
today for FREE catalog! 

r-- THE MONROE TABLE COMPANY ------- 
' 51 Church St., Colfax, lowa 50054 
| Please mail me your new catalog. 
| NAME 
: ADDRESS 
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THIS AND THAT 
by 

Helene B. Dillon 

Beware the Ides of March! I’m quoting 

a bit taken from an old 1899 journal: 

‘‘The measly month of March emerged 

from its lair last week and raved 

around like an infernal idiot. We sup- 

pose we will have to put up with sev- 

eral carloads of beastly weather before 

it gets through.’’ So 72 years ago 

people were using the weather as a 

conversational topic. 
* KK KKK KK KK KKK KK 

I like: a spring thaw; little puddles 

of water here and there and a patch of 

greening grass peeping through . 

yonder hill which is almost snow free 

. .. the feeling that the worst of the 

winter is past and once again the air 

has a softness — almost caressing —, 

the sun, at high noon, is a bit warmer 

and I’m reminded of these words, ‘“‘I 

need not shout my faith, the hills are 

mute, yet how they speak of God.’’ 
* OK KKK KKK KKK KKK 

John Greenleaf Whittier must have 

loved Spring! He wrote, ‘‘With calm 

patience of the woods I wait for leaf 

and blossom when God gives us 

Spring.’’ 
eK & KK KK KK KK KK KK 

What is happiness? It is a will-o’-the- 

wisp; it is always just over the hill or 

around the bend. The pursuit goes on 

from toddling steps to tottering ones, 

and in between each of us has found, 

to some degree, our hidden paradise. 
KHEKKKKHKKKK KK KK * 

Horseradish is a harbinger of spring— 

it is about the first green thing to 

emerge from the chilly earth. I remem- 

ber my grandmother grinding the bleach- 

ed roots (her eyes brimming with scald- 

ing tears) and mixing the potent horse- 

radish with a seasoned vinegar. This 

concoction would really tease the 

taste buds! | 
KK KK OK KOK KK OK KOK K 

Did you know? The Most Costly 

Bible in the World is in the royal li- 

brary in Stockholm. One hundred and 

sixty asses’ skins were used for its 
parchment leaves. There are 309 pages 

of writing and each page falls but one 

inch short of being a yard in length. 

The covers are solid planks four 

inches thick. 
2K KR RK OR KK OK KK 

It’s time to: Clean drawers .. . get 

your paintbrush in hand... chart your 

flower or vegetable garden... “‘ weigh 
in’’ and shed those unwanted pounds 

you’ve picked up during the winter... 

dream of a spring hat (more are going 

to be worn) .. . and listen for the song 

of a spring bird. 

sod 

y 

KITCHEN-KLATTER MAGAZINE, MARCH, 1971 

First Time Offered! 

RECIPE FILE BOX 
complete with recipe and index cards 

We’ve been searching for the perfect premium . . . the ideal way to 

thank our homemaker friends for your trust and loyalty. And we think 
we’ve found it! We fell in love with this gleaming white recipe box, with 

its colorful daisy design on the lid. It’s built to last, with four hinges 

and a friction lock. Inside, we stocked it with recipe cards and a com- 

plete set of index cards, from Appetizers to Vegetables (including Out- 

door Cooking). And it’s yours for only $1.10 and cap liners from any 3 of 

these Kitchen-Klatter Flavorings: 

Vanilla Burnt Sugar Cherry Butter 
Lemon Orange Coconut Pineapple 
Almond Mint Strawberry Banana 
Maple Raspberry Black Walnut Blueberry 

If they’re not available at your grocer’s, send $1.50 

for any three 3-0z. bottles. Jumbo 8-oz. vanilla is 

$1.00, and all are postpaid. 

Send $1.10, plus 3 cap liners from any Kitchen- 
Klatter Flavorings, to: 

KITCHEN-KLATTER 
Shenandoah, lowa 51601 


