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LETTER FROM LUCILE 

Dear Good Friends: 

Today it is not hard for me to believe 

that I’m writing my letter to you to 

wind up the September issue, for there 

is a brisk nip in the air that says 

plainly enough we’re headed toward 

autumn. Already the days are much 

shorter, and in the morning when I go 

out through the living room I note a 

quality of light that we never see at 

any other time. 

Recently Eula and I spent a weekend 

with Dorothy and Frank, and I don’t 
know when I’ve enjoyed anything as 

much as those two days. It did us as 

much good as if we’d gone on a long, 

long trip — probably more, come to 

think of it, since most people seem to 

return from their annual vacation beat 

to a pulp. 

I can never remember seeing finer 

crops than we have in southern Iowa 

this year. Frank’s corn and soybeans 
were a marvel to behold and, like all 

Midwesterners, I hoped with desperate 

earnestness that nothing disastrous 

would happen before harvest. Incident- 

ally, I always feel guilty when I refer 

to wonderful crops in some certain area 

because from reading countless letters 

I know that other people have been 

dealt a terrible blow by tornadoes, hail, 

drought, blights and the whole collec- 
tion of troubles that can wipe out a 

year’s work and hopes. 

Before I arrived Frank built ramps to 

facilitate my getting into the back door 

and front door without difficulty, and 

nothing could have been more thought- 
ful. (Dorothy said it wasn’t everyone 
who had solid walnut ramps!) This en- 
abled me to come and go without giving 

constant thought to how it would be 

managed, sO aS a consequence we 

managed several wonderful drives. 

One of these drives took us into the 

countryside around Chariton, and I am 

impressed by their beautiful lakes. Red 

Haw State Park is a tremendous asset 
with its new bath house and beach, 

boat docks, beautiful shelter houses 

and camping area. Anyone traveling 

along Highway 34 who stopped there 

might decide to settle in and have a 

wonderfully restful vacation. Dorothy 

says that thousands of people camp at 

Red Haw during the summer months and 

I can surely understand their reasons. 

Adjacent to Red Haw Park is the 

large lake that supplies Chariton’s 

water supply — both of these lakes are 

on the east side of town. Then on the 

west side there is West Lake (a pri- 

vately operated Country Club with 

many vacation homes built on it), so 

all in all it makes for quite a panorama 

of water to the eyes of people from 

Southwestern Iowa who can’t lay claim 

to much more than farm ponds. 

On our next trip to visit Dorothy and 

Frank we want to explore two state 

forest areas, one west of Lucas and 

one east of Chariton. Surely both of 

them would be beautiful when autumn 

coloring is in full swing. 

Frank took time out from his busy day 

(my! farmers surely work long hours!) 

to get enough frog legs and bullheads 

for a wonderful feast. 

when I’ve had such a great treat, two 

big platters loaded with them. Dorothy 

is an exceptionally good cook and pre- 

pared them exactly right, so the beauti- 

ful summer night and the lovely breeze 
moving through the front porch where 

we ate all conspired to make it a meal 

that we will long remember with great — 
pleasure. 

Juliana is very faithful about writing 

good chatty letters and in the one that 

came this morning she said that finally 

their severe heat wave had broken and 

their desperately needed rains had at 

last arrived. Although she watered con- 
stantly she lost many plantings that 

simply couldn’t survive temperatures of 

104 over quite an extended period of 
time. 

Katharine is now walking all over and 

keeps Juliana constantly onthe alert 

because she is a great climber. Even 

when they were here she startled me by 

getting up on James’ tricycle and 

standing on the seat, a feat that amazed 

I don’t know. 
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me since it was a big tricycle. These 

days she is scaling everything like a 

veritable human fly and only high locks 

on doors can keep her in one safe 

place. 

I used the phrase ‘‘one safe place’’ 

but there really isn’t such a thing. The 

other day she climbed up on a chair out 

on the patio in one swift second while 

Juliana had her back turned, and then 

took a header on to the flagstones and 

pushed her teeth completely through 

her upper lip. I’m certainly glad I 

missed that catastrophe! 
James has a whole collection of new 

little friends in the neighborhood and 

plays happily with them for hours on 

end. Most of the time these youngsters 

get along very peacefully together and 

share their toys willingly. This seems 

to me a wonderful situation and Juliana 

is much aware of her good fortune. 

Some of her friends live in neighbor- 

hoods where there are no small chil- 

dren, and if playmates are to be round- 

ed up it calls for a long drive. 

Shortly after Juliana and the children 

were here I sent James a card with a 

and then was signed: ‘‘From } 4 0 

ing Little Dog Friend Abe.’’ H@ 

wait for his daddy to get homesfrom 
office that night so he could st hit 
the card, and when I heard thi 

off another card. 

or three of them every week. [, 

tuck in one shiny new penny ° 

message from Abe to spend it for some- 

thing that he wants very much, and in 

this day and age you can imagine how 

much that penny will buy! 

Well, when children are three years 

old they have wonderful imaginations, 

a characteristic that disappears all too 

soon, so I’ve shared his fun in sending 

these cards from Abe. 

Before long Martin will be coming 
through from his summer job in Ver- 

mont, and he’ll have about a week here 

before he leaves for Molt, Montana, a 

small town near Billings. During this 

coming year he will be in full charge of 

a small church, and once a month will 

exchange pulpits with the minister of 

the Mayflower Congregational Church 

in Billings. 

Seminary students usually spend a 

year (called an internship) in this type 

of situation, and I think it is a splendid 

idea. Martin will live in the guest 

house of a state senator who is a mem- 

ber of the congregation, and his duties 

will take him over a large area. He 

was advised by the committee that in- 

(Continued on page 22)
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FREDERICK'S LETTER 
FROM THE PARSONAGE 
Dear Friends: 

A few minutes ago I was stopped in 

my car at a traffic signal waiting for 

the light to change and, while I waited, 

I watched the pedestrians crossing the 

street. One mother stopped right in the 

middle of the street to spank her little 

boy. I thought for a moment that she 

would jerk off his arm! How sorry I felt 

for the boy, and how angry and dis- 
gusted I was with the mother. Some- 

times I think that human beings treat 

their young more cruelly than any other 

animal treats its young. There is noth- 

ing that breaks my heart quicker than 

the sight of an abused child, and oh! 

how many of them there are! 

One of my friends was telling me the 

other day that he sincerely believes 

God made some kind of a blunder when 

he created men and women. ‘‘How does 

it happen,’’ my friend asked, ‘‘that the 

human animal is the only one we know 

of that actually does everything in its 

power to avoid having young? And how 

does it happen that only the human 

animal will deliberately kill its own 

young? Many people actually hate chil- 

dren, want nothing to do with them — in 
their homes, on playgrounds, or any- 

where else! Why is this?’’ 

How would you have answered that 
question? Isn’t it the old question of 

‘‘Why is there evil in a world ruled by 

a good God of love?’’ Thousands of 

devout and believing people have 

given thousands of answers to the 

question, but always the final answer 

is one of faith. We believe that God had 

to find a way to build good character, 

and character cannot be good unless it 

is given the freedom to be evil. There 

are times when it seems that the human 

race is working overtime at choosing 

evil. And then there are times when the 

goodness of mankind only can be com- 

pared with the goodness of angels. 

It may be that in a hundred or a thou- 

sand years from now we shall under- 

stand the difficulties of life, the heart- 

aches of life, the sinfulness of life 

better than we do now. There is an old 

hymn which contains the words, ‘‘Some 

day we’ll understand.’’ We pray for that 

understanding, and we hope for it, but 
in the meantime we must do all we can 

to make life better for all of God’s cre- 

ation. Each day we need to ask our- 

selves what we personally and indi- 

vidually can do to make life better for 

the children we know, the children who 

live in our house or in our neighbor- 

hood. 

All through the summer we have had 

the loveliest garden. At the back of 

the parsonage is a large screen porch 

that we have furnished like an outdoor 

living room. The porch overlooks a 

With Frederick’s letter were some 
pictures taken during the family 
visits in Shenandoah. Behind Moth- 
er and James are Donald and his 
three children, Adrienne, Paul and 
Katharine, then Margery, Betty and 
Dorothy, holding little Katharine. 

‘I said: 

rose arbor with a formal garden sur- 

rounded by a beautifully trimmed hedge 

just beyond. I know when anyone en- 

ters the garden because of the Japa- 

nese temple chimes that hang in the 

rose arbor. They are the chimes that 

we got from the Kitchen-Klatter office 

last year, and I have hung them in such 

a way that anyone going through the 

rose arbor brushes against them. Each 

morning I stop in the garden to pull a 

weed or two, and of course I keep the 

thirsty flowers well watered. 

Just as soon as we return from Eu- 

rope, the entire garden will change. 

Each September I take out my summer 

annuals and replace them with gor- 

geous chrysanthemums that I buy when 

they are already blooming. I get them 

in pots for a little more than a dollar 

apiece. What a show of color it gives 

us to have all those mums in the gar- 

den through September and October. We 

used to try to grow our own mums 

through the summer months, but since 

we are away for six or seven weeks 

each summer, it was difficult to care 

for them. They always have to be 

pinches back at regular intervals, and 

invariably we would be away when they 

had to be pinched. 

There is such a wonderful satisfac- 

tion that comes from planting a garden 

and having a hand in making things 

happen — beautiful things. My father 

liked to say that people can be divided 

into three groups: those who make 

things happen, those who watch things 

happen, and those who wonder what 

happened. A few days ago I was talk- 

ing about this to some boys who were 

sitting under the shade of a tree in our 

backyard watching another boy mowing 

the lawn. They were nice boys from 

good homes, but they looked like 

tramps. They told me that they had 

the second-floor windows, 

PAGE 3 

tried to find lawn and garden jobs in 

the neighborhood but without success. 

‘‘Boys, have you ever consi- 

dered what a bad first impression you 

must make when you apply for work 

looking the way you do now? You actu- 

ally look like bums, and people just 
won’t hire bums. The one thing you 

want to remember when you apply for a 

job is that you never get a second 

chance to make a good first impres- 

sion.’’ 

When«we took our children on a trip 

around the world a few years ago, we 

had the thrill of going way up into the 

Himalaya Mountains. Not far from the 

border of Tibet we visited a school for 

the training of mountain climbers. The 

head of the school is the famous climb- 

er of Mt. Everest, Sir Lord Tenzing. He 

was the native guide of Sir Edmund 

Hillary when the two of them became 

the first human beings to conquer Mt. 

Everest. Coming down from their his- 

toric climb, Hillary suddenly lost his 

footing. Tenzing held the line taut and 

kept them both from falling to their 

deaths by digging his ax into the ice. 

Later Tenzing refused any special 

credit for saving Hillary’s life; he 

considered it a routine part of the job. 

As he put it: ‘‘Mountain climbers al- 

ways help each other.’’ 
I was telling that story to my next- 

door neighbor the other day when I 

called to him to help hold a ladder that 

I was climbing. Our parsonage is a 

large brick house that is covered with 

ivy during the summer months. The ivy 

is so beautiful, and of course it is so 

typical of this part of the country, but 

it also is destructive. At least twice 

during the summer months it has to be 

trimmed away from the windows, and 

that trimming is a dangerous job. I 

either risk my neck leaning way out of 

or I risk it 

climbing up a shaky ladder. How grate- 

ful I am when my neighbor can help me. 

I like to think that what Tenzing said 

of mountain climbers is also true of 

neighbors: ‘‘Neighbors always help 

each other.’’ How difficult life can be- 

come where that is not the case. 

During the summer months we often 

have visiting clergymen stop by to 

visit our church and to renew old 

acquaintances. Recently we had a visit 

from a young man who taught in our 

Sunday school a few years ago. He now 

is a minister of his first church, a 

small country church tucked away in 

the New England hills. He asked for 

any advice that I as an old-timer could 

give him, and after I made sure that he 

sincerely did want my advice, I told 

him a few things that many years of 

experience have taught me. 

I told that young minister never to 

‘‘spank his congregation’’ from the pul- 

(Continued on page 22)
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Quality Control 

Program to Open the New Club Year 

by 
Mabel Nair Brown 

Leader: 

What is it you hold in your hand? 

Nothing, you say? 

Look again. 

Every hand holds some special gift, 

A hammer, a broom, a pen, 

A hoe, a scalpel, an artist’s brush, 

A needle, a microscope, 

A violin bow, a way with words 

In the giving of faith and hope. 

What is that you hold in your hand? 

Whatever your gift may be, 

It can open the door to abundant life — 

You hold in your hand the key. 

—Selected 

Yes, every single member of this 

club has some particular talent to bring 

to our organization, some special in- 

gredient which she can contribute to 

our 1971-72 club ‘‘ready mix’’. How 

would our club pass inspection if it 

were in a package, its ingredients sub- 

ject to quality control inspection? 

In these days of quantity production, 

computer-directed enterprise, and as- 

sembly-line output, we hear a lot about 

QUALITY CONTROL. According to the 

dictionary, quality control is a system 

of verifying and maintaining a desired 

level of quality in a product or process 

by careful planning, use of proper 

equipment, continued inspection, and 

corrective action where required. 

I think if we pause to think a bit 

about what might happen if our club 

were subjected to quality control in- 

‘spection, we might find ourselves 
facing a real challenge in this year 

ahead. 
Suppose the membership in our club 

were limited to a dozen people. Would 

you be in or out? Suppose you had to 

run for membership in this club just as 

a candidate runs for public office. 

‘Would you win or lose? Suppose mem- 

bership was good for one year only and 

that your re-election depended upon 

the service you gave the organization 

last year. Would your record re-elect 

you? Suppose every member did just as 

much as you are dvuing now. Would your 

club be ranked SUPERIOR, EXCEL- 
LENT, GOOD, or POOR? 
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Let us consider, then, how quality 

control is maintained? What makes a 

superior club? Our first speaker will 

talk about verifying and maintaining 

the desired level of quality through 

careful planning. 

First Speaker; Sometimes we think we 

get too involved incommittee meetings, 

yearbooks, telephoning, and dozens of 

other tasks to keep the club ball roll-: 

ing. Indeed that is true of any group 

determined to be a quality organization 

worth its salt. Careful planning pays 

off. This is the process by which we 

weed out those projects and traditions 

that are not relevant to our times. The 

task we set for our club — be ita 

study course, a work project, or a bus 

tour — must be worthy of the time we 

give to it. In these days of pressure 

and change, when each of us is trying 

to save as much time and self for her 

family as possible, we should weigh 

carefully the worth of the ‘‘extras’’ we 

are doing. There are so many worth- 

while and needful things to be done — 

why should we waste our time on friv- 

ial things? 

Careful planning requires that we 

budget our time for each project as 

carefully as we budget the money in 

the club treasury to be sure we get our 

money’s worth. It requires that we con- 

sider the needs of our community to 

see how best we can meet some of 

those needs. Careful planning requires 

that we look at all of the talent re- 

sources in our group to determine how 

to use them to the best advantage. 

Such careful planning makes the differ- 

ence between an excellent and a poor 

rating. 

And what joy we will find in putting 

out that little extra effort to be better 

than ordinary, to go the second mile! 

This is a strange thing, 

This is a paradox — 

That going a little farther rests the 

soul, 

That walking the second mile refreshes 

life! 

It is the stinginess of spirit that wears 
us Out; 

The anxiety lest we do more than we 

should destroys us. 

They are blessed and healthy and 

happy 
Who are free to go beyond just what is 

required of them. 

Second Speaker: I’ve been asked to 

talk about maintaining quality through 

the use of proper equipment, and I think 

our best equipment is our club mem- 

bership. We need to give more thought 

not only in planning to use the talents 

and resources of our members, but we 

members must be willing to use what- 

ever talents we hold in our hands for 

the good of the club. As members we 

must be willing to line up 100% behind 

our officers and the program- planning 

committee, be willing to break away 

and try new patterns. 

‘‘When we are satisfied that the way 

we are doing whatever it is that we do 

is the best possible way, the wheels of 

progress’ grind to a stop,’’ Milton 

Mangum writes in a U.S. Department of 

Agriculture Employees News Bulletin. 
‘*Too often, it is then that we listen to 

the advice of the Seven Devils!’’ (list- 

ed below) 

1. It won’t work — I tried it once! 

2. But we’ve always done it this 

way! 

3. We’ll cross that bridge when we 

come to it! 

4. They don’t do it that way where I 

came from! 

5. How are you going to pay for it? 

It is not in the budget! 

6. It might work but you’d never be 

able to convince the chairman! 

7. The chairman wouldn’t appreciate 

it if I did find a better way to do it — 

or she’d take credit for it herself. Why 

rock the boat? Gare 

QUALITY CONTROL. What ingredi- 

ents make up a good club member? We 

might call these THE SWEET P’S OF 

A CLUB MEMBER. (Speaker holds up 

a large letter ‘‘P’’ cut from heavy 

posterboard and painted a bright col- 

or.) I’ll name these Sweet P’s slowly 

so we can think about each one as it 

applies to us. | 
Patience’... Pep:. . . Perception 

. Panctuality’. . . Practicable :.:. 

Positive. We need more persons looking 

on the positive side of things instead 

of always taking a negative view! 

Pliable — we need to be flexible 

enough to change, if change is what is 

needed, or is voted by the majority. 

Pertinence . . Perserverance . 

Peddler — yes, I said peddler — for we 

can all try to be more generous ped- 

dlers of cheer, praise, and friendship. 

Persistance ... Preparation... Per- 

former — a doer, not just a talker! 

I think there are special ‘‘Sweet P’s’’ 

for our officers. Now surely for our 

president it is Paragon — of extraordi- 
(Continued on page 21)
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The Teacher 

by 
Mabel Nair Brown 

F'rom the age of five until maturity 

your child spends a large portion of 

his waking hours under the influence 

of ‘‘Teacher’’. No one has ever been 

able to measure the extent of that in- 

fluence,but no one doubts that it isone 

of the largest of the factors deter- 

mining what the child will become at 

maturity. 

Teachers are special people. They 

come in assorted sizes, ages, sex, and 

color. They have assorted ideas, too — 

some good, some questionable, some 

tremendous, and occasionally one trig- 

gers off a spark in a child that can fire 

him with inspiration or ingenuity. 
A teacher must have many things. 

She must have the patience of Job, the 

wisdom of Solomon, the memory of an 

elephant, the preseverance of a spider 

spinning a web across an often-opened 

door, the diplomacy of a statesman, 
the understanding of a'phychiatrist, 
the humor of Will Rogers, the energy 

equal of that generated at Boulder 
Dam, the strength of a bull, the reali- 

zation that actions speak louder than 

words. 

It’s nice if teacher has beauty — and 

special talent which is shared with the 

community — but above all else she 

must have love. 

Hers must be a love that encom- 

passes your little Johnny’s brashness, 

Swaggering ego, bothersome noise, his 

atomic-like energy, his lungs that can 

let out a yell as loud as a pistol shot 

on the main street of Dodge City, his 

imagination that can soar higher than 

a kite, the carefully concealed tender- 

ness that blooms like the desert rose — 

unseen; the enthusiasm that bubbles 

over as regularly as Old Faithful gey- 

ser, and she must be willing to share 

his affection with a caterpillar, wiggly 

worms, his dog, and a baseball bat. 
Teacher must bear and forbear, and 

love, your little girl who is cunning as 

a kitten, sly as a fox, as much fun as 

a barrel of monkeys, who can plant her 

feet down as stubbornly as a mule, is 

as sweet as an angel, as curious as a 

cat, squeals ‘‘fore and aft’’, and re- 

mains aS mysterious as Mona Lisa’s 

smile. 

Teacher must have the insight of 

Kinstein, the tenacity of a bull dog, 

and the faith of the pioneer when she 

comes to searching out bubble gum, the 

paper plane astronaut, or grade papers. 

Teacher must be a paragon in man- 

ners and morals, for you expect her to 

turn out perfect little angels though 

you haven’t made much headway in the 

hours they’ve been under your super- 

vision. ; 

Teacher must learn to judge between 

encouraging and pushing a child. She 

must be steadfast without being inflex- 

ible. 

Teacher does all this while worrying 

about new tires for the car, or how to 

pay the utilities on time, how to tell 

Susan’s mother that she is flunking, 

how much it will cost to keep hubby in 

college next semester, and who put the 

plastic snake in her desk drawer. 

And you know what — Teacher would- 

n’t trade jobs with anyone in the world! 

Aren’t teachers wonderful ? 
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BACK OF THE CLOUD 
At the back of the cloud there’s a 

lining 

And its golden and silver and blue; 

For the brightness of heaven is shining 

On the side that is hidden from you. 

When adversity comes, never mind it. 

Face the storm with your shoulders 

unbowed, 

And remember that God is behind it 

In the light at the back of the cloud. 

—Anonymous 

Among the preparations my mother 

made in getting me started off to 

school that first morning of my first 

year, was to make a ball of asafetida 

to tie around my neck. 

I haven’t heard the word ‘‘asafetida’’ 

for so long, I am sure very few people 

today even know what it is. I must 

admit I had a time finding it in the 

dictionary, as my mother pronounced it 

‘‘as-fid-i-ty.’’ The Encyclopaedia Bri- 
tannica dictionary says that it is ‘‘a 

fetid substance prepared from the juite 
of certain plants of the fennel family, 

used in medicine as an antispasmodic 

— also spelled assafoetida and asa- 

foetida.’’ (This doesn’t tell me much, 

as I still don’t know anything about the 

fennel family plants.) It comes from a 
Latin word meaning ill-smelling. 

Well, that little ball that dangled 
from a twine string around my neck was 

certainly ill-smelling ll right. I re- 

member that when I got too warm and 
perspired, that little bag smelled even 

worse! 

I don’t know what the substance it- 

self looked like, but I do remember 

‘that my mother tied it into a small 

square of flannel cloth and it was 

about the size of a small marble. I 

wore it as one would wear a locket or 

lavaliere on a chain. 

When I asked my mother why I had to 

wear that awful-smelling piece of flan- 

nel, she said it was ‘‘to ward off di- 

-seases.’’ The smell was so bad no di- 

sease would come near, I reasoned, 

with my six-year-old mentality. Neither 

would any of my classmates! 

When my roommates did inquire what 

it was, and I answered ‘‘asafetida’’, 

The Magic Ball 

of Asafetida 

by 
Gladise Kelly 

that was usually enough to stall off 
any more inquiries, as I am sure they 

didn’t want to admit their ignorance on 

the subject. But sometimes I ran across 

a more persistently inquisitive one who 

wanted to know what it was for. When I 

replied it was to keep me from getting 

sick, each would give me a blank look, 

and I am sure he was just as puzzled 

as before he asked. | 
Each morning I begged to leave the 

little ball of asafetida behind, but 

mother was more persistent than I, and 

she always won out and the little ball 

dangled with me as I walked the mile 

to school — almost every day. Only a 

few times did I manage to sneak away 

without it. 

I suppose if all my classmates had 

had their ‘‘little balls of asafetida’’ 

with them, I wouldn’t have minded so 

much (then the whole classroom might 

have smelled like a field of the ‘‘fen- 

nel family’’ and no one could have 

borne it), but none of the other chil- 

dren’s mothers seemed to believe in 

the magic of asafetida. I am sure I 

must have smelled stronger than the 

pupils who had garlic and onions in 
their lunch pails. | 

I didn’t miss any days of school that 

first year, which I am sure mother at- 

tributed to the ‘‘little ball of as-fid-i- 

ty’’ hung around my neck. : 

By the time I was ready for the sec- 

ond grade, mother had somewhere 

along the way shed her superstition of 

the asafetida bag. I often wonder 

though just how she accounted for the 

fact that I didn’t miss any days of 

school my second year. 
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DOROTHY 

WRITES FROM 

THE 
iI oA 

FARN 

Dear Friends: 

I imagine many of you who were dis- 

appointed last month when I didn’t 

have the space to tell you how to make 

the hedgeball flowers as I promised, so 

this month I’m going to get this in first 

and then if I have any space left I’ll 

catch up on the activities at the farm. 

I have never made these flowers my- 

self, but plan to try some this fall. The 

only ones I have ever seen are the 

ones Aunt Bertha Field made, and they 

are so lovely I was staggered when she 

told me what they were made of. She 

promised she would give me detailed 

instructions, which she did a few 

weeks ago, and I hope I can get them 

down clearly enough so you can under- 

stand just how they are made. 

Cut the hedgeball into as thin slices 

as possible. These should be allowed 

to dry for several hours on a flat sur- 

face. Aunt Bertha made a lot of them at 

one time, and found that the best place 

to dry them was on the kitchen floor 

where she spread them out on several 

thicknesses of newspaper and let them 

dry all night. Then make a hole in the 

center of each slice with an ice pick or 

a nail. It is very important to do this 

before the next step, because if you 

wait to do it later they will be too 

brittle and will break. 

Cover the grates in your oven with 

aluminum foil, lay the slices on the 

foil, and heat the oven to a very low 

- temperature — 200 to 225 degrees. Let 

them bake ten hours. When you take 

them out the colors will vary from 

shades of light yellow to a dark tan, 
and the edges will be wavy. 

For the stems, wrap fine wire with 

green florist’s tape, or you could prob- 

ably use dark green crepe paper, and 

as you wrap, stick in an artificial leaf 

or two which you can usually find in 
the dime store. Put a little piece of 

green in the center back of the flower 

and stick the stem through the hole you 

made before you baked them. 
To fix the center of your flower, glue 

a small piece of cotton over the end of 

the stem, and also put a thin coating of 

glue over the top of the cotton. From 

here you can use your imagination. 

Stick whatever you have available that 

might look like a flower center onto the 

glued cotton. You can use tiny beads, 

or seeds of any kind. Some seeds are 

very colorful and you can use one 

kind, or more varieties on the same 
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| Dorothy gives directions for making 
these ‘“flowers’’ in her letter. 

center by making a circle around the 

edge of one color with the center of 

another color. Fuzzy centers can be 

made by using tiny pieces of the differ- 

ent-colored pipe cleaners, or pieces of 

frayed yarn. 

You can make double flowers by put- 

ting two or more hedgeball slices to- 

gether before you stick in the stem, 

using a larger slice on the bottom and 

a smaller one on top. Don’t be afraid to 

use bruised hedgeballs because these 

will make dark brown or deeper yellow 

flowers. 

Speaking of flowers, several years 

ago when Aunt Jessie Shambaugh came 

up to the farm with Mother and Dad for 

the day, she brought along several 

little plants she wanted to get started 

in our yard. There were two large white 

violets with a purple center which she 

set on each side of the walk by the 

front door. Now in the early spring we 

have these beautiful violets scattered 

around the yard among the purple ones 

to remind us of Aunt Jessie. She also 

brought two or three tiny starts of mint, 

and set these out by the back porch. 

This has now spread the length of the 

back porch and is perfectly beautiful 
in July. The blossoms are a deep pink, 

and look very much like asters. The 

other day Frank brought in some wild 

purple asters which grow in profusion 

along the side of the road, and except 

that these wild ones were a little 

smaller, the blossoms look almost 

identical. The two together made a 

beautiful summer bouquet. 

There is a little humming bird that 

must have a nest near our home, but 

the only time we ever see it is when 

the mint is in bloom. Frank and I sit at 

the kitchen table watching this darling 

little bird while we eat lunch. What 

better living tribute could we have to 

Aunt Jessie than the beautiful flowers 

she brought to our house and planted 

several years ago? Flowers were such 

an important part of her life that every- 

one who knew her and ever received a 
plant from her garden realized that it 
was areal gift of love. 

Our family was saddened this past 

month by the sudden death of one of 

Frank’s and Bernie’s cousins, John 

Caylor. John’s wife Rose is a good 

friend of mine, and since she opened 

her fabric shop three years ago I have 

' spent more time with her than I ever did 

before. She has taught me most of 

what I know about sewing, which is my 

only real hobby, and since John was 

in the shop we’ll miss him greatly. 

Speaking of sewing, the new fall fab- 

rics are in and I was happy ta see that 

knits are still predominant and more 

and more beautiful all the time. Since I 

started wearing knits I am spoiled for 

any other kind of material because 

never have I been dressed so com- 

fortably. In the past month I made a 

turquoise blue knit for Marge, a bright 
green knit trimmed in white braid and 

white daisies with yellow centers for 

Juliana, a blue and white knit dress for 

myself, a pair of green knit slacks for 

Kristin, and bathing trunks for Aaron 

and Andy. Last summer I made a bath- 

ing suit for Kristin, and she said that 

she thought it would be fun if I could 

make trunks for the boys and Art out of 

the same material. I bought the material 

right away before it disappeared from 

the shelf, but at that time Rose didn’t 

have any patterns for boys’ and men’s 

bathing suits. This summer she had 

them, and since Kristin and her family 

have been swimming a lot this summer 

in the University pool, I thought the 

trunks would come in handy. 

This brings me to the latest news 

from that branch of the family. They 

are moving to Durango, Colorado, be- 

fore school starts, where Kristin has 

accepted a position in the public 

schools. I can’t tell you exactly what 

her work will be because I don’t know 

precisely what the job entails. I do 

know that she will be in charge of the 

counselling program in Durango and 

three small towns near there. Right 

now they are in the process of getting 

packed and ready to move, and are 

much too busy to write the details. 

Most of our communications for the 

past month have been via the tele- 

phone. We had hoped and planned on a 

visit from them sometime in August, 

but of course when this came up, all 

the plans had to be changed. Since 

Durango is much farther from us than 

Laramie is, they won’t be able to make 

it back over a long weekend, and will 

have to wait until they have a longer 
vacation. They will be closer to Kris- 

tin’s Aunt Edna and Uncle Raymond 

Halls, however, and hope to see them 

more often, and also Juliana and her 

family. The next time I drive Lucile to 

Albuquerque, I too will get to see 

them. 

Lucile and Eula spent a wonderful 

weekend with us recently, but Lucile 

will tell you about that in her letter. 

Until next month. . . Dorothy
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EMILY’S TRIP EAST 

A GREAT EXPERIENCE 

Dear Friends: 

Many of you heard me describe my 

trip on the radio a while back, and I 

thought I’d write a letter to fill in the 

details. 

In last month’s issue Aunt Marge 

wrote how it began. Martin and I left 

Shenandoah on a Monday and arrived in 

Albany, New York, about noon on the 

following Saturday. From Albany he 

headed north to the camp in Vermont 

and I took the bus east to Boston. 

Mary Lea and David met me down- 

town and we talked and talked until 

late hours. I hadn’t seen these two 

cousins for many years so we had 

quite a bit of news to catch up on. 

The next day was Sunday and we 

joined thousands of other Bostonians 

at Crane Beach. Two hours was enough 

exposure to the sun, so we drove 

around the surrounding historic com- 

munities of Salem and Marblehead, and 

ate fresh, fried clams on an old pier at 

Essex. 

Mary Lea and I walked the Freedom 

Trail one day. This is a pedestrian 

tour of many of the historic sites, such 

as Paul Revere’s house and church, 

Faneuil Hall, and the Old Corner Book- 

store where Longfellow, Emerson and 

- others met and published their writ- 
ings. 

I found Boston to be a fascinating 

city. It was small enough to under- 

stand the mass transit system, yet had 
all the attractions of the largest city. 
That weekend Aunt Betty drove Mary 

Lea and me into Springfield. David 
was also home overnight. We drove 
him up to Amherst where he proudly 
showed us his garden. 

After Sunday dinner the two of us 
girls caught a bus into New York City. 

Mary Lea took a flight to Madrid the 

next night but I stayed on in the city 

with a roommate of mine from Aspen 

who has an apartment in Manhattan. 

In New York City I saw most of the 
typical tourist sites. I visited the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art, and United 
Nations, Central Park, the Staten Is- 
land Ferry (still just a nickel fare), the 

Museum of Modern Art and Greenwich 

Village. 
The weekend was spent in Dover, 

Delaware, at the home of a dear col- 

lege friend. Kitty and her husband, an 
Air Force pilot, have rented an old 

house in a downtown neighborhood and 
immediately set out to fix it up witha 

limited budget. The furniture came 
from second-hand stores and Kitty 

papered every room in bright colors. 

They even bought an old piano and 

painted it red, white and blue to match 

their striped wallpaper! 

We spent one day touring the Dela- 

Pictured are Mary Leanna and 
David, the Driftmier cousins Emily 
visited while in Massachusetts. 

ware State Historical Museum and local 

restored mansions. Another day we 

journeyed up to Lancaster County in 
southeastern Pennsylvania. This area 

has ‘several of the large Old Order 

Amish communities. The farms sur- 

rounding the towns of Bird-in-Hand, 

Intercourse and Paradise are all beau- 

tifully kept, each house having addi- 

tions off every side for second genera- 

tions. Several ‘‘outsiders’’ have pur- 

chased Amish farms and opened them 

for tourists to visit. We ate dinner 
there after our tour and I had shoofly 

pie for the first time. 

Washington, D.C., is lovely any time 

of the year, so if you can avoid the 

Summer season, you might have a more 

enjoyable visit than I had. I waited 

many long hours in high humidity and 

temperatures to enter the main attrac- 

tions. 

A visit to the Capitol is only com- 

plete if you get passes necessary to 

enter the chambers of the House of 

Representatives and the Senate. Both 
passes may be obtained from your 

Representative whose office is across 

the street from the Capitol. 

Of course Washington’s Smithsonian 

Institution is world famous. It is so 

enormous, one can’t possibly see it all .. 

in one brief visit so I visited the Mu- 

seum of History and Technology, ap- 
propriately called the ‘‘nation’s attic’’. 

Having seen the art treasures in Bos- 

ton and New York, you can be sure I 

didn’t miss the National Gallery of 

Art. 

The last big stop of my trip was 

Lexington, Kentucky. My good friend 

from college, Linda Jewell, was spend- 

ing her last summer at home before 

starting a teaching job in New Jersey. 

On Sunday we drove to Boone Nation- 

al Forest in the central Kentucky hills. 

Appropriately, we picked up some 
‘‘Kentucky Fried Chicken’’ for a picnic 

at Natural Bridge. There are hundreds 

of these geological formations in the 

Appalachia area. The countryside was 

so beautiful! As we were driving along, 

Linda filled me in on the customs of 
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the people and explained the growing 

of tobacco, their main crop. 

The next day we drove to Berea Col- 

lege in the town of Berea. No tuition 

is charged, and all of the students 

work to support the school. They are 

master craftsmen in the making of 
furniture, weaving, ceramics, etc. We 

had lunch at the Boone Tavern Hotel, 

which is completely staffed by stu- 

dents. 

I became simply delighted by the 

people and the countryside of Appa- 

lachia. It would be fascinating to work 

in helping those people, but one would 

have to do it with very cautious steps 

so as to not disturb the way of life 

they so proudly follow. 

Of course, Lexington itself is a very 

unique city. Right downtown there are 

stables and race tracks. The rolling 

country has miles of freshly painted 

fences. I was surprised to see some 

fences and barns painted black and 
learned that this meant those farms 

raised standardbred horses, while 
white-painted farms had thoroughbred 

horses. Due to arson, most of the 

farms have been closed to the public 

but ‘‘Spendthrift’’ is still open to 

visitors. The owner of this enormous 
place does not actually race horses, 

but handles all the breeding. Linda and 

I picked out our favorite colt. We think 

he’ll be the next triple-crown winner 

for sure! 

The high light of my visit to Ken- 

tucky was a tour through Mammoth 

Cave National Park. We were lucky to 

go on an experimental tour. The guide 

issued us hard hats with battery- 

powered lights and kneepads. We could 

hound the guide with questions be- 

cause there were just the two of us 

girls to a guide. We went through a 

part of the cave that had been ex- 

plored but not opened to the. public. 

Wildlife was still inhabiting this sec- 

tion: eyeless beetles, salamanders and 

crickets. There were many charred 

sticks lying around that Indians had 
used as torches over 2,000 years ago. 

We soon discovered the reason for 

the kneepads when the guide told us to 

start into a small opening! We had to 

tunnel through on hands and knees, 

even bellies. Finally we had to drop 

down an eight-foot shute worn smooth 

by water, bracing ourselves with our 

knees. We had a real spelunking ad- 

venture! 

From Kentucky I was tempted to head 

south, but Hipias, my puppy, was wait- 

ing for me at Aunt Marge’s in Shenan- 
doah. The bus ride from Lexington to 

Omaha was about 20 hours. I passed 
the time jotting down notes on the trip 

— the places I’d seen, the people I’d 

met, and the old friends I’d visited. 

Sincerely, 

Emily Driftmier
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ABIGAIL’S RECENT 
EXPERIENCES SOUND VERY 

INTERESTING 

Dear Friends: 

The camping gear is put away, the 

dirty clothing is washed if not ironed, 

so I’ll take advantage of this quiet 

morning to write my letter to you. 

Clark and I are just back from a re- 

union of my auto mechanics class. 

Late last winter when the snow and 

cold were much in evidence and, during 

a lull in our introduction to carbu- 

retors and PCV valves, we women and 

our male teacher got off on the subject 

of the mountains. It turned out that all 

of us really enjoy being in the moun- 

tains and most of us owned some sort 

of camping equipment. 

Our instructor began telling us of a 

place west of Vail owned by a friend 

of his. This 160 acres belonging to his 

friend was ‘‘way off the beaten path’’ 

and surrounded by the White River Na- 

tional Forest. Here the fishing is so 

choice that it even includes native cut- 

throat trout. We’re not fishermen in our 

household so I couldn’t really appreci- 

ate what a tempting bit of news this 

was, but I could appreciate the oppor- 

tunity this location afforded to get into 

relatively unspoiled nature, something 

that is increasingly difficult to achieve 

nowadays. _ 
During this conversation on a bitter 

Winter night, we set a date for a sum- 

mer weekend camping reunion for the 

members of the class and their fam- 

ilies. Our last class was spent drawing 

a map showing how to find our destina- 

tion, then we dispersed for several 

weeks. 
When the established weekend ar- 

rived, I’m sure that each of us won- 

dered whether anyone else would show 

up. Surprisingly, almost half the class 

did! Wayne begged off because he 

doesn’t fish, and his feet are still 

giving him such difficulty that he can’t 

hike. But Clark and one of his buddies 

were glad for the opportunity to sleep 

in the wilds under the stars. I was 

happy to be able to use Clark’s little 

mountain tent, especially when a gentle 

rain arrived in the middle of the night. 

Clark, his buddy and I, using a U.S. 

Geological Survey topographical map, 

took a strenuous (for me) cross-country 

hike and were rewarded by encounter- 

ing deer grazing in several of the 

meadows. Almost all of my hiking has 

been done on trails and I didn’t realize. 

how much effort is expended getting 

across an area of ‘‘deadfall’’. This is 

the term for fallen trees. The spruce 

and fir are particularly difficult to 
climb over because their branches are 

so close together. 

It was wonderful to get off into such 

a beautiful natural setting. It was also 
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Another group who enjoyed nature 
along with a picnic were (left to 
right) Paul, Mary Beth, Mother, 
Adrienne, James, Katharine and 
Donald. Margery took the picture. 

wonderful to get back to the comforts 

of civilization: sanitation, hot water, 

innerspring mattresses, sheets and a 

stove that starts cooking in an instant. 

Because of my fondness for the moun- 

tains the headline over a recent news- 

paper story seemed to jump right out at 

me. The heading was ‘‘Hike-Out Pro- 

gram for Youngsters Needs Adult Lead- 

ers’’. The article explained that this 

program was started in Denver just 

three years ago with 50 participating 

sixth graders and has grown to the 

point where 500 participants were ex- 

pected this year. The article told of 

the need for adult leaders willing to 

give one day a week for eight weeks 

for hiking with youngsters. There are 

10 or 12 boys or girls on each team, 

preferably from different ethnic back- 

grounds, and 2 to 4 adult leaders. 

It is hoped that hiking together will 

help these youngsters become ac- 

quainted and at ease with those of a 

different background. Perhaps then, 

when they enter the newly integrated 

junior high schools in the fall, ten- 

sions may be eased just a little. 

I figured that anyone who could walk 

carrying a full set of golf clubs around 

18 holes on a golf course twice a week 

could surely at least bring up the rear 

of a group of hikers, so I volunteered 

my name, fully expecting assignment 

as an assistant since I was totally un- 

familiar with the program and not an 

experienced mountain climber. Instead, 

at the last moment I was assigned as a 

substitute team captain with substitute 

leaders, each of us unacquainted with 

the program and essential skills. We 

are responsible for selecting all of our 

‘hikes including, if at all possible, one 

overnight hike. 

The only words of reassurance we’ve 

heard are that sometimes experienced 

mountain climbers have not made good 

leaders for this group. They are in- 

clined to choose hikes that are much 

too difficult; also, they seem to regard 

achieving the destination as the most 

important goal. Actually promoting a 
good relationship among the kids is the 

goal of the program; the hike is just a 

means of doing something fun together. 

Lack of knowledge was the inspira- 

tion for me to volunteer as a hospital- 

ity hostess for the new Denver Art 

Museum. Many of you have seen this 

very contemporary and controversial 
building under construction adjacent to 

the Denver Civic Center not far from 

the state capitol building. It will open 

early in October and large numbers are 

expected to visit there. With its loca- 

tion so near the business center of the 

city, it is anticipated that it will be- 

come a popular stop for all visitors to 
the area. The museum hopes to staff 

each of the six floors with two hospi- 

tality hostesses to assist the visitors. 

Because I know very little about any 

field of art, this seemed a logical 

place to start to acquire a little educa- 

tion. The building has not been opened 

so the hospitality volunteers have seen 

duty only one time when a party was 

held at the museum for the national 

convention of museum directors. Not 
all were associated with art museums; 

some were from natural history, his- 

torical or scientific institutions. Such 

distinctive exterior architecture drew 

very strong reactions, both favorable 

and unfavorable. However, of the com- 

ments I heard, these people were most 

favorably impressed with the interior 

design of the building. I can say in all 

sincerity that I find it a very exciting 

building — and I don’t usually find 

architechture exciting. 

If you have driven or walked past 

this museum you must have wondered 

about the peculiarly shaped and placed 

windows. They make sense from the 

inside. The windows are placed arbi- 

trarily to protect the art objects from 

sunlight and to frame dramatic views 

of the mountains, the Civic Center, the 

Capitol, etc. 

The other obvious feature viewed 
from the street is the facing applied to 

the building. These gray tiles also 

drew strong reactions of like and dis- 

like. I can only tell you that they are 

made of glass by the Corning Glass 

Company, and that it took many, many 

experiments to find the formula that 

would produce a tile that could adapt 

to the vagaries of theDenver climate. 

Rapid variations in temperature are a 

major source of difficulty. 

After the building opens I’ll try to 

tell you something about the interior. 

Many of you will be traveling through 

Denver in the future and I do think this 

is one art museum everyone would en- 

joy visiting no matter how disinter- 

ested they are in art. 

Sincerely, 

Abigail
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HOW TO GET BETTER 

ACQUAINTED WITH BIBLE 

CHARACTERS 

by 
Evelyn Witter 

The new teacher’s attendance rec- 

ords showed a steady increase Sunday 

after Sunday. Other teachers through- 

out the Sunday school took note and 

wondered. When asked how she inter- 

ested her pupils so much that they 
didn’t want to miss a single Sunday, 

Mrs. Swanson said: ‘‘All ages of peo- 

ple are interested in people. I’ve found 

that the Bible can be taught most ef- 

fectively through its interesting char- 

acters. They are challenging, and they 

need to be presented as our teachers, 

which they are.’’ 

Here are ten of her techniques: 

1. INTRODUCE BIBLE CHARAC- 

TERS who have common traits. 

Using a concordance, prepare slips 

of paper or 3’’ x 5’’ cards. On each of. 

these write in your own words a differ- 

ent Bible truth, leaving a blank space 

with as many dashes as there are let- 

ters in the word for the pupils to fill 

in. The missing word is the same on 

each card. Pass out the cards to the 

pupils, asking them to fill in the blank, 

with the help of their Bibles if neces- 

sary, in three minutes. Here are two 
examples: 

a. In Luke 12, Jesus told the story 

of a man who was considered rich be- 

cause he accumulated treasures for 

himself, Qut who had not bothered to 

get the things which God knows are 

important. God called him a —_——~—. 

b. Some people hate to be corrected; 

they do not want instruction. But the 

Bible, in Proverbs 15, refers to the 

person who ‘‘despiseth’’ instruction 

Pupils or teacher then read the slips 

with the word ‘‘fool’’ filled in. This is 

an effective beginning for any lesson 

on the foolishness of not obeying an 

all-wise God. 
2. WHO-AM-I GAME: The pupils sit 

in a circle except ‘‘it’’ who stands in 

the center. ‘‘It’’ gives one statement 

at a time about himself (a Bible char- 

acter) and after each statement asks, 

‘‘Who am I?’’ The one who guesses the 

right character gets a turn to be ‘‘it’’. 

For example: 

a. I am the third son of Adam and 

Eve ...I1 was born after the murder of 

Abel... Enos was my son... I lived 

to be 912. (Seth) 

b. My wife’s name is Salome... Our 

two sons are James and John... They 

used to help me in the fishing business 

and in the mending of the nets. . . One 

day Jesus called them to follow Him, 

and they did. (Zebedee) 

The pupil who is ‘‘it’’ the most 

times in a given period receives some 

class privilege, like passing supplies 

or choosing a favorite hymn. 

3. QUIZDOWNS for reviewing Bible 
characters. 

The class counts off by twos, with 

‘‘ones’’ standing on one side of the 

room and the ‘‘twos’’ on the other. Pro- 

ceed as in a spelldown, with those an- 

Swering correctly standing; those miss- 

ing, taking their seats. The winner 

makes his team the champion, and has 

the privilege of preparing questions for 

the next quizdown. Examples: 

What was the name of young David’s 
friend who gave him his sword, his 

bow, his robe, and his belt? (Jonathan) 

Which one of Jesus’ brothers saw Him 

after His resurrection? (James) Who 

asked Jesus, ‘‘How can a man be born 
when he is old?’’ (Nicodemus) Who 

climbed a tree so he could see Jesus? 

(Zaccheus) 

4. PANTOMIME THE PERSON. Have 

boxes of materials from which actors 

can create costumes. Headscarves, 

robes, flowing skirts, and sandals will 

not vary greatly for different charac- 

ters, but properties will help identify 

them. Nicodemus who came to Jesus by 

night needs. a Bible-time lamp made 

from clay; the woman from Samaria, a 

water jar; Peter, a fishing net, the 

Ethiopian, a scroll. ° 

Choose one person a Sunday to por- 

tray a favorite Biblical character the 

following Sunday. After the person’s 

identity is guessed, the class asks 

him three questions about himself. 

5. MAKE THEIR NAMES is a test in 

spelling skill as well as name memory. 

Each pupil is given an envelope with 

one set of alphabet letters in it plus 

three extra copies of each vowel. 

(Pupils can help letter 2’’-square cards 

‘with A B C’s and pack then in enve- 

lopes.) At a given signal, each pupil 

opens his package and starts to spell 

out Bible characters’ names in the time 
decided on. Record one point for each 

correctly spelled name on an achieve- 

ment chart. 

6. FIND YOUR PARTNER placards 
are each lettered with a different 

erful mother (Hannah); 
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Bible character’s name, and stacked 
face down for each pupil to pickup one 

and pin it on himself..Each name has a 

special relationship to one other name 

in the stack: Adam/Eve . . . David/ 
Jonathan . . Samson/Delilah . 

Mary/Martha . . . Abraham/Isaac. Part- 

ners should find each other and be 
seated together, each ready to tell one 

thing about himself and sabout his rela- 
tionship to his partner. 

7. INTEREST CENTER REMINDERS 
of Bible characters can be made at 

class meetings. For instance, make a 

vase, using a plastic bleach bottle, 

pictures of Bible characters cut from 

old Sunday school papers, glue, shel- 

lac, sand, and artificial flowers. Cut 

the top off the bottle so that it be- 

comes a low, wide-mouth vase. Cut the 

pictures, each no more than 1%’’ in 
size, into irregular shapes. Glue the 

pictures on the outside of the vase, 

overlapping somewhat and extending 

over the top and bottom edges so the 

vase is well-covered. Then shellac the 

surface and let dry. Fill vase with 

sand to weight if down and to anchor 
the stems of your flower arrangement. 

8. Pupils can also frame pictures 
from a collectionjof pictures, preferably 
about 6’’ x 9’’, of Bible characters 

clipped from Sunday school literature. 

Mount the pictures on cardboard (cut 

from boxes). Make frames of chenille- 

‘covered wire. Brief talks identifying 

the Bible person and telling something 

about him can be given by the pupils. 

9: MAKE SCRAPBOOKS, _ titled 

‘“‘Present-day Persons Who Remind |Us 
of Bible Characters’’. Suggestions: 

Picture of a fisherman (James); a pray- 

aman and a 

woman in government (Deborah); a mis- 

sionary (Andrew); a strong man (Sam- 

son); two men in jail (Peter and John). 

10. Make a backdrop from 36’’ mus- 

lin cut the length of one wall. On it 

Paint the pupils’ own creative drawings 

of the Bible characters they have 

‘studied. Those wishing to participate 

in this project first sketch on Manila 

paper, cut out the picture, and then 

trace it on the muslin. Paint with tex- 

tile paints which come in tubes and 
can be used almost as easily as a ball- 

point pen. Tape this colorful panorama 

to the wall, discuss and admire it for a 

month or so, then store it by rolling it 

around a cardboard tube for reuse. 

THINK THREE THOUGHTFUL 

THINGS 

Three things to think and to keep — 
good friends, good health, good cheer. 

Three things to think and to avoid — 

selfish people, cruel people, ignorant 

people. 

Three things to think and to love — 

gentle hearts, gentle words, gentle 

ideas.
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I wedged the bag of groceries into 
the back seat, then paused to wonder 

at the chattering group of youngsters 

that overflowed the sidewalk. Where 

had they all come from? Suddenly it 

dawned on me. This was the first day 

of school! I grinned in amusement at 

the motley array of dress. Little girl 

fashions ran the gamut from the brief- 

est of mini-skirts to the flowing maxi 

that made them look like pint-sized 

pioneer ladies. And what a difference 

in the boys! Some swaggered along in 

tie-dyed jeans while others walked 

sedately in sharply creased trousers. 

Gone was the time when kids were 

stereotyped copies of each other — to- 

day even the ‘‘small fry’’ insisted upon 

their own ‘‘thing’’! But they were still 

identical in one respect. Like grinning 

jack-in-the-boxes, they converged as a 

Single unit upon the big van as it 

rounded the corner, tinkling out a 

‘merry tune. As they crowded around 

Jolly Roger with its treasure of ice 
cream goodies, a nostalgic yank tug- 
ged-out old memories. A Jolly Roger 

was an unknown item in my childhood. 

But there were other wheels that held, 

for me and my friends, the voice of 

Pan. 

The ice cream wagon was a teetering 

two-wheeled cart pulled by a tattle- 

tale grey old Dobbin and the announc-. 

ing bell went only ‘‘ding, ding, ding,’’ 
as I rushed out with my pennies clutch- 

ed firmly in my small hand. There was 
‘vanilla of course. Sometimes there 

was chocolate or strawberry. And once 

in a blue moon, that fabulous treat — 

tutti-fruitti! What utter bliss to let 

those bits of icy fruit lie upon my 

tongue, to savor to the fullest the 

crunch of that tangy flavor. Elbow to 
elbow, we waited for our treats. And 
the gooey delight dripped down the 

sides of the cones before we even paid 
our pennies. Ah, but how good it was — 
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And the Wheels 

Keep Turning --- 

by 
Leta Fulmer 

first a lick on the top, next a swishing 

cleaning around the smeary sides and 

finally a lingering suck on the leaky 

bottom — it was too good to lose a 

drop! 

‘Ice Man, Ice Man’’ — these were 

magic words as the rattling truck hove 

into sight, for here no hard-to-come-by 

pennies were required. The driver (he 

was always a giant of a man) wore a 

huge rubber coverall to prevent his 

being completely drenched. And how 

he grunted as he scissored open the 

huge tongs, set their sharp teeth firmly 

into the big block before hoisting it to 

his shoulder and striding his lop-sided 

walk around to a kitchen door. By the 

time he returned, his wagon was knee- 

deep in kids, snatching a hunk of ice 

here, a Sliver there. I remember with a 

shiver, the gratifying thrill of curling 

my bare toes about the chips of ice 
that lay there melting on the hot pave- 

ment. If there were more kids than left- 

overs, he’d chip, chip, chip away and 

let the bright spears fall where little 

fingers could snatch them up and point 
them toward waiting dirt-smeared 

mouths. Ever optimistic, I usually 

brought a hunk of newspaper to wrap 

about a king-sized wedge, to protect 

my aching fingers while I sucked away 

on the freezing treat. 

I always remember the Mule Man with 

just a touch of sadness. He owned a 

listing sway-backed wagon and two 

mules to match. While the neighbor- 
hood mothers rushed out with pans and 

containers to haggle over the prices of 

tomatoes and cabbage, our mouths 

fairly watered at the sight of the huge 

stalk of bananas that swayed from the 

tattered top, and the fuzzy red-cheeked 
peaches that almost always ‘‘just cost 

too much!’’ He was a grim-faced little 

man. He seldom smiled and his voice 

was curt and rasping as he jostled us 
out of his way. But he invariably did a 

little sorting while we watched eager- 
ly, with shining eyes and twitching fin- 

gers. Here was a blackened banana, 

here an apple with a worm hole, here a 

peach beginning to spoil — he seldom: 

left us empty handed. We giggled at 

the mules with unstarched ears who 

slouched sleepily while their master 

weighed out his wares. And we poked 

fun at the wobbly wagon as it angled 

down the street, but we truly consider- 

ed the Mule Man our friend. It was 

drizzling rain that day he showed up 

with only one mule pulling the wagon, 

and I couldn’t be sure whether it was 
raindrops or tears upon his cheek when 

he answered my childish question with 

a sad shake of his head. We saw him 

only a few times after that, and then 

he was gone. We missed him for awhile 

and then forgot. It’s only now, almost 

half a century later, that I pause to 

wonder about the pathetic little man 
with this tawdry wagon and decrepit 

mules. 

‘‘H-O-T, H-O-T, H-O-T — get them 
while they’re hot. Hot tamales!’’ Why 

those words rang out only after we 

were all tucked in bed for the night, I 

can’t seem to remember. But it was al- 

ways so. The tiny cart was a blob of 

whiteness as it steered close to the 

curb and the white-aproned man scream- 

ed through the dark. And one of us, if 
finances allowed, was always eager to 

throw on a robe and rush down the 

steps to buy the steaming cornmeal de- 

lights. And when he said HOT, he 

wasn’t kidding! Before even sitting 
down to unwrap the honest-to-'goodness 

cornhusks from the spicy food, the 

first order of the day was a huge glass 

of cold water — first a bite of tamale, 
then a swigging gulp of water to cool 

the delightful burning on our tongues 

and in our throats. And a lick on the 
cornhusk itself was enough to bring. 

‘Stinging tears to my eyes. I’ve eaten 

canned tamales, frozen ones, every 

kind imaginable, but none can even run 

a close second to those we bought 
from the Hot Tamale Man as he wound 

through darkened streets, unmolested 

and unafraid, so long ago. 
‘fAny rags, any bottles, any junk to- 

day?’’ The clang of metal against 

metal, and the clack of mismatched 
wheels accompanied the husky voice 

of the Junk Man. And we ran to dig out 
our hoard of treasures. My brother 
lugged forth the cardboard box bulging 

with bits and pieces of metal scroung- 

ed from adjacent alleys and along the 

railroad tracks. And I wrapped my 

small arms tightly about the paper bag 

filled with odds and ends of clothes 

that Mom had reluctantly relinquished 

as ‘‘tags’’. Since the Junk Man paid 
by the pound, I felt that I’d hit a gold 

mine on those days when Mom finally 

(Continued on page 22)
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A WILD RUSH GETTING PAUL 

READY FOR CAMP 

Dear Friends: 
Donald is outside running the riding 

mower around our beautiful yard, and I 

cannot help but think that before long 

we shall begin to see the trees drop- 

ping their multitude of leaves. I cer- 

tainly wish that this fall we could buy 

a pull-behind leaf rake which whisks 

the leaves into a large scoop and thus 

cuts the repeated hand raking out of 

the fall picture. Some of these rakes 

which attach to the rear of a riding 

mower are very fancy and expensive, 

but all we need is a large, big-mouthed 

type with no motor or complicated 

parts. 

Mowing the yard is usually Paul’s job 

but Paul isn’t here to do it. Paul also 

mows the lawn for a neighbor lady, and 

I think in his absence his sister Katha- 

rine will squeeze one more job into her 

already-busy schedule. 

Four days after we got back from 

Shenandoah we were unexpectedly con- 

fronted with the opportunity to send 

Paul to a Y.M.C.A. camp, way, way up 

in the northern reaches of Wisconsin. 

We have always wanted the children to 

enjoy the pleasure of camping away 

from home, but we didn’t think about it 

early enough in the year (which I now 

learn is March in our state) to reserve 

a spot in one of the bigger camps. 

This camp had an opening just a 

week before it was due to commence 

its second session, and with the con- 

certed efforts of my mother, who for- 

tunately was visiting us, and all of the 

rest of the members of the family save 

Donald (who was roofing still)we man- 

aged to get the boy ready on such 

short notice. I suppose that the va- 

cancy would never have shown itself 

earlier in the Summer, SO we were un- 

believably lucky to get this chance at 

Camp Manito-Wish. We really had a lot 

to do in four days: a thorough physical 

from our doctor (almost impossible to 

get without waiting three months), and 

all of Paul’s clothing to be marked 

with indelible pencil since there was 

no time to buy name tapes. I had to 

search through the department stores 

for flannel pajamas of the correct size, 

and heavy wool shirts, which the mer- 

chants had put away until time for fall- 

type clothing. This camp is at Boulder 

Junction, which is only a few miles 

south of the northernmost Wisconsin 

border, and the August nights up there. 

are sometimes close to freezing. 

The camp specializes in canoe trips 

with as many as eight nights away from 

camp on a particular trip. We do not 

know from the one letter we have re- 

ceived if Paul went on any canoe trips 

of this duration, but he mentioned going 

on some and added in large capital let- 
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A highlight of the trip to Shenandoah was riding in the Centennial parade. 
On the driver’s seat with Mr. Lansin 
coach, were Katharine Driftmier an 

of Madrid, lowa, who owns the stage- 
James Lowey. The passengers inside 

were Paul and Adrienne Driftmier, Lisa and Natalie Nenneman. 

ters that the fishing was FABULOUS. 

Camp lasts three weeks, which in a 

thirteen-year-old boy’s lifetime is more 

like six, I would guess. 

I am happy to report that Donald fin- 

ished the roof without slipping or fall- 

ing off once! And, to make the story 

even sweeter, we have gone through 

several heavy rains without one drop of 

water coming into the attic. Probably 

the funniest result of the summer on 

the roof started with a phone call from 

a neighbor, alarmed because our beauti- 

ful Simba kitty was on the roof and the 

neighbor feared for her legs if she 

jumped from such a distance. It was a 

bit of a puzzle how she had climbed up 

there, because none of the trees over- 

hang the roof. However, we sent Paul 

up the ladder, and he came down witha 

terrified cat clinging to his shirt front 

with all claws extended and digging in 

for dear life. This was not her idea of 

a safe way to get down off something 

high. We soon discovered that she liked 

the roof; indeed, she considered it part 

of her property. We had to check it out 

each day because many times we found 

her up there. 

We soon found that she was using the 

ladder to go onto the roof, but she 

lacked the wisdom to return to the 

ground the same way. Finally Donald 

thought he would teach our kitty a new 

trick, and he somehow gave her the 
proper instructions on going head first 

down a ladder, rung by rung. She need- 
ed to have the ladder placed at a little 
less steeply inclined pitch, and Donald 
and she shared it the rest of the time 

he was on the roof. Nothing was quite 

so funny to watch as the curious cat on 

her way up the ladder to inspect what 

Donald was doing, unless it was the 

sight of her coming daintily down, rung 

by rung, one paw at a time. I always 

knew Don was a good teacher, but that 

is one lesson I would have bet couldn’t 

be taught. 

While we were visiting in Shenandoah ~ 

this summer the weather was about 100 

degrees, so we took the children to the 

pool to swim nearly every afternoon. 

When we went to pick them up I stop- 

ped off at Bertha Field’s and chatted 

with her for a while. She has a garden, 

which those of you who do not get to 
Shenandoah to see with your own eyes 
would never believe. (I was inspired to 

come home and dig up half the back- 

yard and plant a vegetable garden and 

surround it with a beautifully culti- 

vated and nurtured flower garden.) On 

one of my visits with Aunt Bertha she 

gave me (after I boldly begged for) a 

start of some Penny Royal which she 

and Henry had brought back from their 

farm in Missouri. 

We had a lovely trip home after an 

even lovelier visit in Shenandoah. It is 

always a treat to visit in Mother Drift- 

mier’s home, and Ruby becomes a bet- 

ter cook every year. She sent us home 

with some of her homemade jelly, a 

present for Paul, and it was a task 

convincing him that homemade jelly 

should be shared. 

We went home from Shenandoah via 

the back roads. The interstate is fast 

and efficient but there is no beauty to 

compare with the rolling hills of south- 

ern and northern Iowa. We drove all the 

way north to Spirit Lake and then 

headed east. We stopped for lunch near 

Spirit Lake and then we had a picnic 

supper near Prairie du Chien. Such 

beautiful country as there is near the 

Mississippi! 

It is almost time to drive down and 

pick up Katharine. She is working at 

the antique shop today and I know she 

will want to drive home. Her driver- 

training is almost over, and she needs 

all the practice she can get. 

Until next month, 

Mary Beth
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PECAN DROPS 

Kitchen 

SAUSAGE CASSEROLE 

1 lb. bulk pork sausage 

1 1/2 cups prepared dressing mix 
1 12-0z. can whole kernel corn, 

drained 

1 can condensed cream of chicken 

soup 

1/2 cup milk 
Divide the sausage into four portions 

and form each portion into the shape of 

a cup. Put these on a broiler pan and 

broil until browned. Drain off any ex- 

cess fat that might have accumulated 

in the bottom of the cup. Combine the 

dressing mix and corn. Place about a 

third of the mixture in the bottom of a 

baking dish, and top with the sausage 

cups. Fill the cups with the remaining 

corn mixture. Combine the soup and 

milk until well blended. Pour over the 

Sausage cups and bake in a 300-degree 

oven for 30 minutes. —Dorothy 

VEGETABLE CASSEROLE 

2 pkg. frozen mixed vegetables 

1/4 cup chopped pimiento 
1/4 cup butter 

1/4 cup flour 
1 tsp. salt 

1 1/2 cups milk 
1/3 cup melted butter or margarine 
1 cup bread crumbs 

Cook mixed vegetables as package 

directs. Drain and add pimiento. Pour 
into casserole. Make white sauce of 

butter, flour, salt and milk. Pour over 

vegetables. Sprinkle with bread crumbs 

and drizzle with melted butter. Bake at 

350 degrees about 25 to 30 minutes or 

until bubbly and lightly browned. 

LONDON BROILED STEAK 

2 Tbis. sugar 
2 Thls. salt 

1/2 tsp. cinnamon 
2 Tbls. soy sauce 

2 Tbls. Worcestershire sauce 

2 lbs. boneless top round steak 

Blend sugar, salt, cinnamon, soy 
sauce and Worcestershire sauce. Spread 

over steak on both sides and let stand 
for 30 minutes. Broil 4 inches from 

heat for about 8 to 10 minutes on each 

side. —Margery 

Recipes Tested 
by the 

- Klatter 
Family 
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CINNAMON REFRIGERATOR COOKIES 

1/2 cup butter or margarine 

A few drops Kitchen-Klatter butter 

flavoring 

1 cup brown sugar 

1 egg 

1 1/2 cups sifted enriched flour 

1 tsp. baking powder 

1 tsp. cinnamon 

1/4 tsp. salt 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla 

flavoring 

1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter maple 

flavoring 

1 cup bran flakes 

1/2 cup chopped pecans 
Thoroughly cream butter, butter fla- 

voring and sugar. Beat in egg. Sift to- 

gether dry ingredients; add to creamed 

mixture along with vanilla and maple 

flavorings. Stir in bran flakes and pe- 

cans. Chill 1 hour. Shape in small 

balls and flatten them. Bake on greas- 

ed cooky sheet in moderate oven (350 

degrees) for 8 to 10 minutes. Makes 4 

dozen. A roll of these is’ handy to 

keep on hand. —Margery 

HUNGARIAN STEW 

2 lbs. cubed stew meat 
3 Tbls. butter or margarine 

1 large onion, diced 

1 1/2 tsp. paprika 
1 clove garlic, diced 

1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter lemon 
flavoring 

1/4 tsp. caraway seed 
1 tsp. salt 

A dash of pepper 

1 cup whole tomatoes 

2 cups beef stock or water 

2 beef bouillon cubes 

1/4 cup flour 
2 Tbls. butter or margarine 

Brown stew meat in some melted 

shortening in skillet or heavy pan. Stir 

in onion and paprika. When onion is 

transparent, add remaining ingredients 

(with the exception of last two — the 

flour and butter). Simmer until meat is 

tender. Add more water if needed. Just 

before serving, blend flour and butter 

together. Stir in. Continue stirring until 

mixture thickens. —Evelyn 

1 cup pecans 

1/2 cup butter or margarine 
1/2 cup plus 2 Tbls. shortening 

1 cup confectioners’ sugar 

2 1/2 cups sifted cake flour 
2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla 

flavoring 

Start your oven at 325 degrees or 

slow and chop pecans rather coarsely. 

Work or cream butter or margarine and 

shortening together until smooth. Then 

beat in the confectioners’ sugar gradu- 
ally. Stir in the flour thoroughly and 

add vanilla flavoring and pecans. Mix 

well and drop by teaspoonfuls onto an 
ungreased baking sheet. Bake 15 to 20 

minutes or until a delicate light brown. 

Makes 4 dozen favorites. —Lucile 

BRAISED PORK PAPRIKA > 

3 lbs. lean pork, trimmed of fat and 

cut into 114’’ pieces 
1 large or two medium onions, 

chopped 

2 cloves garlic, minced ) 

1 large tomato peeled and diced 
1 can (8 oz.) tomato sauce 

3 cans (13 oz.) chicken broth 

2 heaping Tbls. paprika 

2 tsp. caraway seeds 

Salt and pepper 

1 cup well-drained, packed sauer- 

kraut 

Brown pieces of pork on all sides in 
heavy pan or Dutch oven. Add onion 
and garlic and. saute until onion is 

transparent. Add tomato, tomato sauce 

and chicken broth, paprika, caraway 

seeds and salt and pepper. Bring to a 

boil, reduce heat and simmer 14 hours. 
Add sauerkraut and simmer an addi- 

tional 30 minutes. Serve over broad, 
buttered noodles. Serves 8-10.—Abigail 

BUTTER PECAN CRUNCHERS 

1/2 cup, plus 2 Tbls. butter, softened 
1 3/4 cups firmly packed brown 

sugar 

1 cup chopped pecans 

2 cups flour 

1/2 tsp. baking powder 

l"egg 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter burnt sugar 

flavoring 

1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla 
flavoring 

Combine 2 Tbls. butter, 1/2 cup brown 
sugar and pecans. Mix just until blend- 

ed together. Set aside. In large mixer 

bowl, combine 1/2 cup butter, 1 1/4 

cups brown sugar and remaining ingre- 

dients. Blend well at low speed. Stir in 

pecan mixture just until evenly distri- 

buted. Shape into balls, using a round- 

ed teaspoon for each. Place on un- 

greased cooky sheets; flatten slightly 

with bottom of glass greased and dip- 

ped in flour. Bake at 375 degrees for 

(10 to 12 minutes. Cool slightly before 

removing from cooky sheets. —Margery
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TOMATO SOUP SALAD 

1 1/2 envelopes unflavored gelatin 

1/2 cup cold water 
1 10%-oz. can tomato soup 
1 8-oz. pkg. cream cheese 

1 cup mayonnaise 

1 cup chopped celery 

1 cup chopped nutmeats 

3 slices onion, grated 

1/2 cup green pepper, chopped 
1/2 cup sweet pickle, chopped 
Dissolve gelatin in the water and add 

to hot soup. (Do not dilute the soup.) 

Work the cream cheese into the mayon- 

naise at low speed on electric mixer, 

or very well by hand. Add the cooled 

gelatin-soup mixture. Into this add the 

other ingredients. Pour into mold and 

chill. Serves 6 to 8. 

We’ve used this basic recipe with 

variations. One of our favorite addi- 

tions is shrimp. For this use, we pur- 

chase the small, less expensive kind. 

BUTTER-PECAN POUND CAKE 

1 1/2 cups margarine 
1 lb. light brown sugar 

1 cup white sugar 

Do eggs 

1 tsp. Kitchen-Klaitter vanilla 

flavoring 

1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter butter 

flavoring 

1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter burnt sugar 

flavoring 

3 cups sifted flour 

1/2 tsp. salt 
1 tsp. baking powder 

1 cup milk 

1 cup chopped pecans 

Cream the margarine and sugars to- 

gether by gradually adding the sugars 
to the shortening, and creaming until 

the mixture is light and fluffy. Beat in 

the eggs one at a time. Beat in the 

flavorings. Sift the dry ingredients to- 

gether and add alternately with the 

milk to the creamed mixture, beating 

well after each addition. Stir in the 
chopped nuts. Pour the batter into a 

greased and floured 10-inch tube pan 

and bake in a 350-degree oven for ap- 
proximately one hour and 15 minutes, 

or until done when tested with a tooth- 

pick. Cool about 10 minutes, then re- 

move from the pan onto a rack. Place 

the rack over some waxed paper and 

pour the following pecan glaze over the 

hot cake: 

Pecan Glaze 

1 cup sifted powdered sugar 
2 Tbls. melted butter 

4 Tbls. cream 

1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla 
flavoring 

1/2 cup chopped pecans 
Blend all together until smooth. This 

will be thin and when poured over the 
hot cake will dribble over the sides. 

_ —Dorothy 

VERY GOOD BROCCOLI CASSEROLE 

1 1/2 Tbls. butter 
1 1/2 Thls. flour 
1/2 cup milk 
2 cups cooked chopped broccoli 

1/3 cup mayonnaise 
1 Tbls. Kitchen-Klatter Country 

Style dressing 

2 tsp. chopped onion 

3 eggs, well beaten 

Salt and pepper to taste 

Make a white sauce with the butter, 

flour and milk. Combine this with all 

the rest of the ingredients. Pour into a 

buttered l-quart casserole. Set in a 

pan of hot water and bake in a 350- 

degree oven until firm, about 45 min- 

utes. —Dorothy 

DAY-AHEAD CABBAGE SLAW 

1 medium-sized cabbage, shredded 

1 large onion, sliced in rings 

3/4 cup sugar 
Sprinkle sugar over cabbage and on- 

ions. Let set while preparing dressing. 

Dressing 

1 cup vinegar 

1 1/2 tsp. salt 
1 tsp. celery seed 

1 tsp. prepared mustard 

3/4 cup salad oil 
Bring vinegar, salt, celery seed, and 

mustard to a boil. Remove from heat. 

Add salad oil. Bring to boil again and 

pour over cabbage mixture. Leave 8 

hours or overnight in tightly covered 

container. —Margery 

INDIVIDUAL FROZEN SALADS 

2 cups commercial sour cream 

2 Tbls. lemon juice 

1/2 cup sugar 

1/8 tsp. salt 
1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter pineapple 

flavoring 

1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter banana 

flavoring 

4 drops red food coloring 

1 8-oz. can crushed pineapple, well- 

drained 

1 banana, diced 

1/2 cup chopped pecans 

1 1-lb. can Bing cherries, pitted and 

well-drained 

Combine the sour cream, lemon juice, 

sugar, salt, flavorings, and the food 

coloring. Beat until well mixed and it 
should be a very light pink color. Gent- 

ly stir in the pineapple and diced ba- 

nana. Fold in the nuts and cherries. 

Put the large size fluted paper cups 

inside your muffin cup pans and fill 

them with the salad. This amount will 

fill 12 of the paper cups. Freeze. 

These thaw quite rapidly, so you won’t 

have to take them out of the freezer 

until about 15 minutes before serving. 

Peel off the paper cup and place the 

salad on a lettuce leaf. —Dorothy 
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NUTMEG BUTTERMILK CAKE 

1/2 cup vegetable shortening 

1 1/2 cups sugar 
3 eggs | 

1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatier vanilla 
flavoring 

1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter butter 
flavoring 

2 cups sifted flour 

1 tsp. baking powder‘ 
1 tsp. soda 

2 tsp. nutmeg 

1/2 tsp. salt 
1 cup buttermilk 

Cream together the shortening and 

sugar. Add the eggs one at a time, 

beating well after each addition. Beat 

in the flavorings. Sift the dry ingredi- 

ents together and add alternately with 

the buttermilk, beating well after each 

addition. Bake in a greased and floured 

9- x 13- x 2-inch pan 35 to 40 minutes, 

or until it tests done. 

Topping 

6 Tbls. margarine 

1/4 cup light cream or evaporated 
milk 

1 cup brown sugar, firmly packed 

Put ingredients into a saucepan and 

bring to a boil. Pour over the warm 

cake, sprinkle with 1/3 cup coconut 
and return to the oven. Bake 5 to 7 
minutes more, until the topping is 

bubbling. —Dorothy 

You can see from.the two cake rec- 

ipes on this page that we are partial to 

cakes with glazes or baked toppings. 

BAKED EGG SANDWICH LOAF 

1 Tbls. prepared mustard 

1 1/2 tsp. Worcestershire sauce 
1 tsp. onion, minced 

1 Tbls. lemon juice 

4 drops Tabasco sauce (optional) 

1/2 tsp. salt 
A dash pepper 

2/3 cup salad dressing 
10 hard-cooked eggs, diced 

4 slices bacon, cooked and crumbled 

1 1-lb. loaf day-old bread 

3 Tbls. butter or margarine 

2 Tbls. Parmesan cheese 

Combine first 8 ingredients. Stir in 

bacon and eggs. Spread one side of 

each bread slice with egg salad. 

Stack slices back into loaf shape on 

greased baking sheet. To hold, press a 

3-inch strip foil around the loaf length- 

wise. Bake in 425-degree oven 10 min- 

utes. Brush top with butter or marga- 

rine and sprinkle with cheese. Bake a 

few minutes longer to brown top and 

melt cheese. Serve hot for a delightful 

brunch, luncheon or supper dish. 

This could be made a short time 

ahead and stored in the refrigerator 

until time to bake. Too long a storing 

time might make the bread too moist, 

so do not try to make too far in ad- 

vance. —Evelyn
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STUFFED TOMATO SALAD 

Fresh whole tomatoes 

Cream cheese 

Chopped chives or green onion tops 

Cut off the top of the tomato and with 

a spoon, scoop out the seeds in be- 

tween the pulpy sections (some to- 

matoes have three and some four sec- 

tions). Fill these cavities with soft 
cream cheese which has been blended 

with a small amount of chives or green 

onion tops. Refrigerate. When ready to 

serve slice crosswise and you have 

attractive slices filled with cheese. 

—Dorothy 

The last ‘‘goodby’’ and he’s off 

to school! Mother will settle down 

to a new routine and we sincerely 

hope that your schedule will in- 

clude listening to the Kitchen- 

Klatter radio visit. 

We can be heard on the following 

radio stations: 

KFEQ St. Joseph, Mo., 680 on 
your dial — 2:05 P.M. 

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

KSIS Sedalia, Mo., 1050 on 
your dial — 10:00 A.M. 

KSCJ Sioux City, lowa, 1360 on 
your dial — 10:30 A.M. 

KCOB’ Newton, lowa, 1280 on 
your dial — 9:30 A.M. 

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

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

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

KWOA_ Worthington, Minn., 730 
on your dial — 1:30 P.M. 

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

KLIN Lincoln, Nebr., 1400 on 
your dial — 10:10 A.M. 

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

WJAG Norfolk, Nebr., 780 on 
your dial — 10:05 A.M. 

KVSH Valentine, Nebr., 940 on 
your dial — 9:00 A.M. 
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RUST COLLEGE BISCUITS 

2 cups sifted flour 

1 tsp. baking powder 

1/2 tsp. soda 
1/4 tsp. salt 
1/3 cup, plus 1 Tbls. shortening 
1/3 cup, plus 1 Tbls. buttermilk 
Combine dry ingredients in bowl. Cut 

in shortening. Gently stir in buttermilk 

until moistened. Turn out on floured 

breadboard. Knead several times until 

dough sticks together but is light. Pat 

flat. Cut into squares or circles. Bake 

on greased cooky sheet. Bake at 450 

degrees about 15 minutes or until 

golden brown on top. Makes about 12 or 
15 biscuits. 

Girdie Barksdale of the Rust College 

kitchen staff was just finishing the 

last large pan of these wonderful bis- 

cuits for the students’ breakfasts when 

I asked her how she made them so light 

and delicious. She kindly gave me her 

version of family-size combination of 

ingredients. 

They are rapidly becoming our family 

favorite for a quick hot bread. —Evelyn 

STARLIGHT COOKIES 

3 1/4 cups flour 

1 tsp. soda 

1/2 tsp. salt 
1/2 cup butter 
1/2 cup vegetable shortening 
1 cup granulated sugar 

1/2 cup brown sugar, firmly packed 
2 eggs 

2 Tbls. water 

1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla 

flavoring 

2 dozen chocolate mint wafers 

Sift the flour, soda and salt and set 

aside while you cream the butter and 

shortening until it is light yellow. 

Gradually add the granulated sugar and 

the brown sugar, beating until they are 

well creamed. Add the eggs, one at a 

time, mixing well after each. Add the 

water and vanilla; beat well again. 

Finally, blend in the dry ingredients. 

Mixed dough should be chilled before 

placing on a well-greased cooky sheet. 

Take 1 Tbls. of dough and shape it 

around a mint wafer. Top with a half 

of nut and bake at 375 degrees for 12 

minutes. Makes 24 cookies. —Mary Beth 

APPLE-CELERY SALAD 

3 cups diced red apples; do not peel 

2 cups diced celery 

2 pkgs. lemon gelatin 

1 1/2 cups hot water 
2 cups, less 2 Tbls. apple cider 

1/4 cup lemon juice 

Pinch of salt 

Dissolve gelatin in hot water. Add 

cider, lemon juice and salt. Chill until 

partially set. Fold in apples and celery 

and pour into a 2-quart mold. Chill until 

firm. Serve with mayonnaise or sour 

cream. —Mae Driftmier 

MODERN SAUSAGE SCRAPPLE 

1 lb. bulk sausage 
6 cups water 

2 cups cornmeal 

1 1/2 cups milk 
1 tsp. salt 

1/2 tsp. Kitchen-K latter butter 
flavoring 

Break sausage up in as fine pieces 

as possible. Put in large kettle. Add 

water. Simmer fintil meat is done. 

While this is cooking, combine milk 

and cornmeal. When meat is done, add 

cornmeal mixture, salt and flavoring. 

Continue cooking, stirring, until very 

thick and cornmeal is cooked. Pour 

into well-greased loaf pan. Chill until 

firm. Cut in slices. Roll slices in corn- 

meal. Fry in a little bacon fat or oil. 

The slices brown quickly and the coat- 

ing of cornmeal on the outside keeps 

them crisp and not greasy. Excellent 

for breakfast, luncheon or supper main 

dish. —Evelyn 

POPPY SEED COFFEECAKE 

1 2-0zZ. can poppy seed 

1 cup buttermilk 

1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter almond 

flavoring 

1/2 cup sugar 
1 Tbls. cinnamon 

1 cup vegetable shortening 

1 1/2 cups sugar 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter butter 

flavoring 

4 eggs, separated 

2 1/2 cups sifted flour 
1 tsp. soda 

1 tsp. baking powder 

1/2 tsp. salt 

Combine the poppy seed, buttermilk 

and almond flavoring and set aside. In 

another dish, combine the 1/2 cup of 
sugar and cinnamon and set this aside 

also. Cream the shortening and the 

1 1/2 cups of sugar until fluffy. Beat 
in the butter flavoring and the egg 

yolks. Sift together the dry ingredients 

and add to the shortening mixture al- 

ternately with the milk and poppy seed 

mixture. Beat the egg whites until stiff 

and fold into the batter. Pour half of 
the batter into a greased and floured 

tube pan. Sprinkie on half the sugar- 

Cinnamon mixture. Put on the rest of 

the batter and top with the remaining 

Sugar mixture. Cut through the batter 

several times with a knife. Bake ina 

350-degree oven for 60 to 65 minutes. 

CINNAMON PRUNES 

1 lb. prunes 

2 slices of lemon 

1/4 cup sugar 
Stick of cinnamon 

Cover prunes with cold water, soak 

overnight. Add cinnamon, sugar and 

lemon. Cook slowly until tender. Re- 

move stick of cinnamon and serve. This 

really makes prunes a treat!
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THOUGHTS WHILE 

BAKING BREAD 

by 
Evelyn Birkby 

Several loaves of freshly baked bread 

are cooling on the racks in the kitchen 

waiting for Jeff and Craig to come 

home from their first day of preparation 

for the new school year. Jeff is a 

senior in high school and Craig a 

sophomore. Before long, Bob’s bus will 

bring him from his summer’s job in New 

Mexico to the Nebraska City station 

where we will meet him. He will have a 

happy day of visiting and washing 

clothes here at home before he returns 

to Morningside College in Sioux City, 

Iowa, for his senior studies. It prom- 

ises to be an exciting year! 

Traditionally, I have baked bread on 

the first day of school each year since 
our first little one went off to kinder- 

garten. It proves to be fine therapy for 
a day when emotions need some kind 
of an outlet. It also shows the one 

going off that Mother is home thinking 

and planning and preparing something 

special for his return. 

Even though my ‘‘children’’ are tall, 

strong and seem very grownup, it still 

brings me pleasure to mix the ingredi- 

ents, beat the batter, knead the dough 

and shape into smooth mounds to bake 

into fragrant, nourishing, golden loaves 

of bread. The family heartily endorses 
this fine tradition. 

I feel a kinship with mothers, wher- 

ever they are, when I bake bread. My 

thoughts turned today to the Indian 

‘mother at the Taos Pueblo in New 

Mexico whom I saw taking great round 

brown loaves of bread from her conical- 

shaped outdoor oven the day I visited 

there. 

For several happy days I had been 

wandering up and down the streets of 
Taos, admiring the paintings and sculp- 

ture in the many art galleries, browsing 

in the curio shops and contemplating 

with awe the marvelous Indian jewelry. 

‘The rest of my family, as I reported 

last month, had gone backpacking into 

the mountains of nearby Philmont Scout 

Ranch. Now I wanted to reach some of 

the places of interest outside the town 

of Taos. In searching for a mode of 
transportation I located Richard Gon- 

zales, a delightful and knowledgeable 

gentleman of Spanish descent, who 
operates a travel service for the area. 

Yes, he had room for me in his bus the 

day I was free to go. 

Mr. Gonzales drove the bus through 

the winding back streets of old Taos 

giving us interesting, informative and 

humorous commentaries concerning the 

sights we were passing. We went past 

sunbaked patios and rustic fences 

made of poles stuck close together in 

This sweet little Taos Pueblo In- 
dian girl agreed to pose for Evelyn. 
The conical-shaped oven is similar 
to the kind used for many genera- 
tions of people in the southwestern 
part of our country. 

the hard earth, past small country vil- 
lages and rural dwellings and stopped 

at several places of particular interest: 

St. Frances of Assisi Mission Church, 
one of the oldest historical Spanish 
missions in the United States, and the 

Millicent Rogers Foundation Museum 

with its fabulous collection of Indian 

jewelry and Spanish arts and crafts. 

My sense of excitement mounted as 

we neared the Taos Indian Pueblo. As 

we drove up to the square, squat adobe 

building near the entrance to the vil- 
lage to pay our touris¢ and camera fees, 

I became aware of a quiet, peaceful 
beauty. The sunbaked, apartment-like 

dwellings were neat and orderly in pat- 

tern. In the bright sunshine the smooth 
clay exterior of the high-rising build- 

ings took on a rosy tint. They were 

fresh looking, defying their ancient 

origin. This Pueblo was started over 

900 years ago and contains the oldest 

apartment buildings in the world! 

Some 1400 Taos Indians live here, 
but we saw few of them around the 

hard-packed brown earth plaza as we 

walked through the central area. Our 

path led across the log bridge which 
spans the river from which clear, fresh 

water is obtained for the use of the 

entire community. 

A lovely young woman came sound- 

lessly from the door of her pueblo home 

and climbed a ladder to a raised plat- 

form. She carried strips of meat in a 

bowl. Carefully, she hung each strip on 

thin poles stretched across the top of 

the platform. Here it would hang, safe 

from dogs and activity on the lower 
level, until it would dry in the hot New 

Mexican sunshine. How many years 
have Indian women cured and kept their 

nutritious meats in this fashion? 

For a moment we stepped inside the 

dazzling white adobe mission which 

was built in 1848. I was delighted with 

the colorful murals on the wall and the 

altar pieces at the front. Three men, 
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wrapped in the identifying blankets 

which the Indians wear to keep out the 

dust and heat in summer and the cold 
in winter, were arranging fresh flowers 

on the altar. One smiled and welcomed 

us. He told us he was in charge of the 

church and spoke proudly of his posi- 

tion. The old mission ruins near the 

Pueblo entrance, he told us, had been 

built in 1617! The land inside the bat- 
tered walls is now used as a grave- 

yard. Later, we stopped by this revered 
spot and noted the Spanish names on 

the white crosses, indicating the re- 

naming of the Indians by the early 

Spanish priests. 

A charming young girl was playing 

nearby and obligingly stopped long 

enough to pose for a picture beside one 

of the conical clay ovens. Her bright 

modern clothing beside the ancient 

style oven made a delightful contrast 

between the old and the new. While 

some of modern civilization has had its 

effect upon the Indians, the customs 

and language and many of their cer 
monies have changed little through the 

centuries. 

As we were preparing to return to our 

travel bus we saw a pleasant Indian 

woman bringing hot loaves of bread 

from an oven with a long-handled wood- 

en paddle. She placed them on a rustic 

board table covered with a clean cloth... 

Above the table was a shelter topped 

with tree branches to keep the piercing 

sun away from the loaves. A sign hang- 

ing on the shelter indicated that the 

bread was for sale. Quickly, the dozen 

or so tourists on the plaza gravitated 

toward the loaded table. Mr. Gonzales 

bought a loaf: fragrant, brown and al- 

most too hot to hold. 

On the drive out of the Pueblo we 

each sampled the warm breac. It was 

white and light inside, brown and 

crusty on the outside. Surely it would 

have deserved a blue ribbon if it had 

been entered in a state fair competi- 

tion! Loving care and long years of 

experience in baking made the Indian 

woman a master craftsman. 

My thoughts lingered this morning 

with the woman who baked that fragrant 

loaf of bread. As I kneaded dough for 

my bread I thought of her kneading her 

large amount of dough to feed her fam- 

ily and share with the visitors who 

came past her rustic display table. 
When my own loaves of bread came 

from my modern gas oven to be placed 

on the cooling racks on the Formica- 

topped counter in the air-cooled kitch- 

en, I felt the kinship with women and 

mothers and bread makers the world 

around. Whatever kind of homes or 

ovens or kitchens, we are all one. 

Be happy. Observe the many little 

things in life that make your days worth 

living.
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COME TO THE 

LAKE OF THE OZARKS 
by 

Mary Feese 

Not long ago, Margery told you of 

their trip to this area, and suggested 

that you all would like to hear more 

about this popular vacation spot. We 

live here year around, and perhaps 

don’t get the overall view that a tour- 

ist does. (You know, something like 

‘fyou can’t see the forest for the 

trees.’’) But we who live and operate. 

businesses here claim, with pride, to 

offer something to please everyone. 

There are millions of people who 

agree with us — the figures given by 

the Lake of the Ozarks Assn., Inc. for 

1970 show that 2.3 million people 

stayed here overnight or longer, plus 

an additional 2 million one-day visi- 

tors. 

Water sports are prominent here, of 

course, with such a large body of water 

that’s warm enough for enjoyable 

Swimming and water-skiing. We find 

that even people from the lake country 

farther north (as, from Minnesota) en- 

joy coming here to enjoy the warmer 

water temperatures. Bring your own 

boat, or rent one, or take a cruise on 

one of the big excursion boats. Or 

houseboats — what a peaceful idea, a 

week’s vacation in your own floating 

motel. Try an aerial view of the whole 

sprawling ‘‘Big Dragon’’ as they call 

the Lake of the Ozarks, from a heli- 

copter or from a seaplane; this is an 

unforgettable experience, one that 

gives you the overall picture of the 

area that’s available in no other way. 
The busiest vacation season, natu- 

rally, corresponds with school vaca- 

tions, for, that is when the families 

with children can get away and bring 

them all to enjoy the myriad activ- 

ities. But if your personal circum- 

stances permit, try coming in April or 

May, when the spring flowers bloom. 

Redbud, and dogwood, and wild flower- 

ing plum, in full bloom against the 
delicate tint of new green leaves — a 

green that brightens and deepens with 

every passing day. In the spring, there 

are generally warm days and pleas- 

antly cool nights. Or (again if your own 

circumstances allow it) try a fall vaca- 

tion. The motels aren’t so crowded, 

and again there’s the lavish combina- 

tion of warm days and cool nights. 

Some of the rides won’t be open during 

these seasons, and sometimes the 

water temperature is pretty chilly. But 

these seasons have a charm all their 

own. The foliage flames with color at 

every turn. We notice, every year, that 

we have many couples of the age that 

their children are grown and gone, who 

especially enjoy the fall vacation 
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It took Katharine a little while to 
get acquainted with her Granny 
Wheels, but long before the two 
weeks’ visit was over she spent 
quite a bit of time cuddling up at 
odd moments during the day. 

time. They enjoy our area even more 

when the big crowds are gone, and 

there’s a more leisurely air about the 

place. We notice, too, that these cou- 

ples so often are from the states to 

the north of us: from Iowa, Nebraska, 

the Dakotas, Michigan, Minnesota. And 

I wonder each time, if Old Man Winter 

has caught them early, and they’ve 

temporarily migrated south for a last 

taste of warmth and sunshine before 

settling in to endure the winter? 

Spring, summer, or fall, avid fisher- 

men return again and again to their 
favorite fishing spots on the Lake. Or, 

on the Osage River below Bagnell 

Dam, where fishing boats congregate, 

the occupants united in the single pur- 

pose of pulling those fish from the 

water until they’ve caught their day’s 

limit. 

Some resorts and motels have beach 

privileges; others, on the highway but 

not on the Lake, may have swimming 

pools. There are some public beaches, 

but you need to inquire locally for 

these. Same thing for campgrounds — 

local inquiry is your best bet, for some- 

times neither the campground nor its 

advertising is visible to the stranger 

in the area. 

Don’t hesitate to inquire, either, for 

it’s surprising how friendly and helpful 

the local people can be. They may be 

tired enough to drop, yet will try to 
answer your questions or refer you to 

someone that can. Despite the fact 

that these people are in contact with 

hundreds of customers daily, through- 
out the summer months, somehow they 

maintain a small-town camaraderie 
that’s hard to believe. For city dwel- 

lers, tired of a computerized existence 

and regimented blocks or urban or 

suburban housing, it’s a refreshing 

change. For each of us is an individ- 

ual, and has a deep felt need to be 
met on that basis; in this busy wofld, 

it’s a need thatis too seldom satisfied. 

Another deep felt need is met by the 

spaciousness of the Lake of the Ozarks 

itself. Miles of open water, with acres 

of timber country and rolling hills on 

all sides of the lake itself, contribute 

to this effect. If you travelers choose 

to ‘‘get away from it all’’, you can 

travel the side roads, stay at a resort 

or campgrounds away from the crowded 

highways, and pack a picnic lunch to 

eat at some peaceful spot where the 

hectic modern world recedes as though 

it were only a dream. With luck you 

might see seagulls, or an eagle soaring 

high above the lake, or perched in the 
top of a tall, tall tree. Just before 

dusk, the deer feed, and when you’re 

driving the country roads (even the 

county blacktop route) it’s a wise pre- 
caution to cut your speed — for it’s not 

at all unusual to see three or four deer 

bound gracefully across the road and 

fade invisibly into the trees beyond. 

At night, if you’re camping out, 
there’s a sense of serenity. You hear 

the haunting cry of the whippoorwills 

echoing through the moonlit ‘night. 

You’ll never see them, for they’re shy 

creatures indeed. More bold is the owl, 

that sits like a sentinel in a tall dead 

tree, silhouetted against the bright 

bronze summer moon. He throws out a 

challenge, ‘‘Who-o-o-00?’’ (Your mind 

adds the final words of a midnight 

sentry, ‘‘Who goes there?’’ but in the 

sleepy peace of the night, it scarcely 

seems to matter.) 

Then your mood changes, and the 

whole family wants a day or two of 

lively entertainment. Once _ again, 

there’s something for everyone. Rides 

and games of every description: Go 

Karts, baseball cages, bumper cars, 

mini-bikes, horseback rides, swinging 

cages, the giant slide, boat rides, heli- 

copter, arcades, the seaplane... 

Don’t forget the shops of every de- 

scription, too, for there are novelties 

and gifts, sportswear, fishing supplies 

— you name it, and someone surely has 

it. There’s miniature golf, drive-in 

restaurants, an aquarium, Dogpatch 

(an expérience all its own!), reptile 

gardens, smorgasbord, and even a deer 

farm. (Local residents, when they see 

a half-grown albino deer trotting down 

the gravel road, simply telephone the 

Deer Farm and report the truant. These 

deer stay barely out of reach, so tan- 

talizingly that it seems sure you must 

catch them with just one more reach.) 

The newest development is a surge 

of interest, among vacationers, in lo- 

cally made craftwork, original paint- 

ings, macrame, tole painting, decou- 

page, items made of wood and wood 

carvings, candles; once again, you 

name it and most likely it’s there. 

This surge of interest has stimulated 

the opening of a number of craft out- 

lets in the area, featuring handmade 
(Continued on page 18)
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COME READ WITH ME 
by 

Armada Swanson 

Many readers who have found spirit- 

ual inspiration and enlightenment in 

Take My Hands, Dr. Ida, Ten Fingers 

for God, Handicap Race and Palace of 

Healing will welcome Dorothy Clarke 

Wilson’s appearance in the fields of 

Americana and general-interest liter- 

ature. She turns to her own native 

Maine after writing seven books about 

Palestine, six set in India, and several 

more in widely scattered areas. 

‘«', . Since he turned ninety, Doc 

has been humoring himself a bit, get- 

ting up later sometimes, five o’clock 

instead of four.’’ 

Doc is Fred Pritham, M.D., of Green- 

ville, Maine, practicing physician, 

lovable, eccentric, stubborn-headed, 

undefeatable, and the towering life- 

figure in The Big-Little World of Doc 

Pritham (McGraw-Hill Book Co., $7.95) 

by Dorothy Clarke Wilson. 

The biography of an extraordinary 

man, this book is also, among other 

things, a wonderful adventure story set 

in the small towns of the North Country 

of Maine. The wild, charming and vivid 

life of an American frontier teems in 

these pages, with colorful characters 

of the region: lumbermen, hotel keep- 

ers, railroad men, coastal and inland 

farmers and many more. 

The author, who lives in Orono, 

Maine, authentically documents Ameri- 

can medical history from its beginnings 

in New England, and tells as few books 
have, about early methods of teaching 

medicine, primitive American medical 

practices, and the dedicated service of 

the early American doctor. 

‘IT heard for years, both first and 

second hand, of the unique exploits of 

this fabulous character before I de- 

cided to write this book. He has been 

described in magazine and newspaper 

articles, and recently the Voice of 

America featured the three Pritham 

doctors — both his son and grandson 

are in medicine.’’ 

Doc Pritham, who has spent his whole 

professional life — 65 years — in 

Greenville, a village at the foot of 

Moosehead Lake, has traveled thou- 

sands of miles through the Maine wil- 

derness on horseback and on foot; rid- 

den cars, boats, buggies, snowmobiles, 

lumber trucks, trains, railroad hand- 

cars and jiggers, airplanes; gone on 

skates and snowshoes, swum rivers, 

Eula Blake, whe makes hec hove 
with Lucile, and Katharine. 

waded through mud and snow and 

slush, jumped freight cars, plunged 

with his car to the bottom of Moose- 

head — all to provide medical service 

to residents of an area of some 5,000 

square miles. 

PAGE 17 

The Big-Little World of Doc Pritham 

is not just another yarn about a coun- 

try doctor. It is the story of a region 

and an era: the turning of an almost 

trackless wilderness into a tourists’ 

mecca; the evolution of lumbering from 

log camp and axe and river drive into 

the giant mechanized operations of 

today. 

The story of this unique and beloved 

Character makes another successful 

book by Dorothy Clarke Wilson. 

My friend Virginia in Madison, Wis- 

consin, certainly brought back memo- 

ries to me when she recently sent the 

publication Wisconsin Week-End which 

contained an interesting article about a 

Wisconsin author, Carol Ryrie Brink, 

and her book for children Caddie Wood- 

lawn. 

The library at South Airline School 

was very important to me as a young- 

ster, and it was here that Caddie Wood- 

lawn (The MacMillan Co., $4.95) be- 

came one of my favorite pioneer books. 

The story begins in 1864 during the 

(Continued on page 20) 

As homemakers, one of our biggest respon- 

Sibilities is preparing those three meals a day. 

What a thrill it is to turn out really good food! 

And you will be certain to do just that when 

you use Kitchen-Klatter recipes. 

Readers of our magazine are always getting 

new ideas whether their interests are centered 

around recipes, household hints, do-it-yourself 

projects, gardening, or club work. 

If you are, at this moment, glancing through 

Someone else’s copy, jot down a reminder to 

send in for your own subscription. 

You’ll appreciate having all these helpful, 

interesting issues of Kitchen-Klatter at your 

fingertips. Your family will welcome the food 

you turn out from our dependable, tested-just- 

for-you recipes. 

$2.00 per year, 12 issues 

$2.50, foreign subscriptions 

Kitchen-Klatter Magazine 
Shenandoah, lowa 51601 
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LAKE OF THE OZARKS — Concluded 

items only. The leader in this field 

was the Gateway Gallery in Versailles, 

Missouri. The ubiquitous ‘‘they’’ said, 

with a gloomy shaking of heads, that 

the new enterprise would go broke in 

three months. The men in charge re- 

fused to give up their dream so easily. 

Now, after months of enthusiasm and 
hard work, it’s still going strong. Fol- 

lowing suit, there are now similar 

craft outlets in Camdenton and Osage 

Beach. The newest outlet is in Lake 

Ozark, itself, right on ‘‘The Strip’’ 

where people park their cars and walk 

from one attraction to the other. The 

Lake of the Ozarks Arts and Crafts 

Guild backs this one, and exhibitors 

may live next door, or be completely 

around the Lake, for the Guild encom- 
passes the whole area. This shop is 

set a bit back from the street, with in- 

viting shade trees, and a welcoming 

atmosphere. You find yourself lingering, 

to chat with the friendly help, and to 

choose special gift items for that 

coming wedding or birthday remem- 

berance. 

Native talent also extends to country 

music. Many folks sing or play for their 

own amusement — but when you’re 

here, don’t miss the fine country music 

shows in the evenings, all summe! 

long. There are several different ones, 

and if you’re a real ‘‘country’’ fan, 

you might want to try them all. Perhaps 

the best known is Ozark Opera, whose 

performers are real ‘‘pro’s’’. You’ll 

especially enjoy the clowning country 
‘boy, wearing bib overalls and a bat- 
tered old hat. But can that boy sing! 

Better get your tickets ahead of time, 

‘for many nights there’s a complete 
sellout on seats, particularly if you’ve 

come on a holiday weekend. 

Even though the local music is 

“country’’, you’ll find that overnight 

accommodations cover the whole range: 

from the simplest of camping, through 

family-type motels and resorts, right 

up to the most lavish resorts in the 
entire state. (The Lodge of the Four 
Seasons, for instance, where cele- 

brities stay when they come.) Last 

year, the Governors’ Conference was 

held here at the Lake of the Ozarks. 
What with the governors themselves, 
their families, all their aides and their 

families, plus hundreds of security 
personnel, even our vast number of 

overnight accommodations were filled 
to the bursting point, and the air of 

excitement generally present along 

The Strip became even more intense. 

Here at the GoKarts, one of our boys 

reported to me, ‘‘See those teenagers? 

Their dad is the Governor of Nebras- 

ka!’’ Nice youngsters they were, too, 

but the boy that caught my eye was the 

young (very young!) GI who was their 

security guard. He answered questions 
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The Stroms’ wedding anniversary 
called for a family party. 

politely but briefly, never taking his 

eyes off his young charges. You sel- 

dom see such devotion to duty nowa- 

days, for sure. He was scarcely older 

than they were, but, guaranteed, there 

would be nothing happen to the gover- 

nor’s children through neglect on his 
part. 

From our viewpoint, as residents and 

business people of this area, we work 

long and hard to please you, the cus- 

tomers who come. We do a lot of con- 

struction and even more maintenance. 

We meet hundreds of diverse people 

every day, and yet it’s still fascinating 

to single out individuals and chat a 

moment when there’s a chance. The. 

families come from everywhere — all 

over Missouri, of course, and from 

Iowa, Illinois, Nebraska, Minnesota 

.. . California, Massachusetts, Texas, 
Tennessee... Yes, from Alaska and 

Hawaii, from Canada, Mexico, Aus- 

tralia, Guatamala, Guam, Scotland, 
Russia, and France. These I’ve talked 

to myself, and I’m sure there are thou- 

sands of others representing other 

points of the globe. 

From your viewpoint, as a visitor, I’m 

sure the first glance of the Lake area 

is bewildering. Crowds of people throng. 

the streets, and you don’t know where 

anything is. But a bit of time and pa- 

tience makes order out of chaos; you’ll 

soon learn the location of your favorite 

places, and find your way around with 

aplomb. 

To prove the fascination of the Lake 

of the Ozarks, just consider the people 

— whole families of them — who come 

back time after time, to spend aday,a 
weekend, a week or two. Or an entire 
summer, when they can manage it. 

Thousands buy a summer home on the 

water, for a ‘‘home away from home’’. | 

Come and visit us at the beautiful 

Lake of the Ozarks, why don’t you? 

Because, whether you like crowds and 

scads of entertainment, or whether you 

prefer the quieter pleasures away from 

the beaten paths, there’s something 

here for everyone. Try it your very 

next vacation, and see! 

9999090909090 990F 

THIS AND THAT 

by 
Helene B. Dillon 

Welcome to September! September is 

the whimsical month; one day the 

weather is a continuation of summer 

humidity and warmth, the next day 

skies are overcast and if you bend an 

ear you may hear it whispered that 

‘Sir Fall’’ is just around the bend. 
**K KKK KKK KK 

For every LOOKING BACK thought 

try to arrange three LOOK AHEAD 

thoughts — or better still, live each 

day well. 
* KK KK KKK KK 

Can you remember when the first day 

of school meant a spankin’ new pencil 

box filled with two or three lead pen- 

cils, a pen (and they are no more) with 

several shiny pen points, an eraser and 

a twelve-inch ruler? We must nat forget 

the supply of ‘‘paint rags’’ and some 

Palmer Method paper. Note: If you are 

under forty years of age this bit will 

not even register. 
KR KKK KKK KK 

With a reluctant foot we once again 

board the old merry-go-round of sched- 

ule and activity and meanwhile we pon- 

der to ourselves, ‘‘Where has the sum- 
mer gone?’’ 

HERSEK ES 

Here are an assortment of proverbs 

from different countries and all pertain 

to friendship. Perhaps you will want 

to clip this paragraph and post it 
where you can be reminded daily of the 

wisdom of these words: 

The friends of my friends are my 
friends. (Flemish Proverb) 

You can hardly make a friend in a 
year but you can lose one in an hour. 

: (Chinese Proverb) 

He who seeks a faultless friend 

rests friendless. (Turkish Proverb) 

It is better to be in chains with 

friends than in a garden with strangers. 

| : (Persian Proverb) 
It is worse to mistrust a friend than 

to be deceived by him.(French Proverb) 
* Ke % KK KK KK 

September is when: The air condi- 

tioner sign isn’t quite so impressive 

and important ... salad and tea days 
are gradually giving way to more sub- 

stantial rations . . . we are eagerly 

scanning the programs of club and 

church groups to see where we stand 

as either hostess or leader .. . the 

neighborhood is strangely quiet and 

our heart goes out to the one little 

loner who wasn’t quite old enough to 
make kindergarten . . . the chrysanthe- 

mums are standing tall and lush, and 

in a few weeks we shall think in terms 

of picking bittersweet and gathering 

nuts.
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THE JOY OF GARDENING 

by 
Eva M. Schroeder 

Ever since we moved to our present 

farm home, some thirty years ago, a 

peony plant has been struggling to live 

near the northwest corner of the house. 

In very wet springs it would produce 

several beautiful, silvery-pink blooms. 

In dry years, even the foliage looked 

droopy and forlorn. Everyone (meaning 

me, mostly) declared it ought to be 

moved, but no one did anything about 

it. That is, not until one day last week 

when I rounded up a spade and the 

wheelbarrow and made a no-nonsense 

ultimatum that the peony was going to 

be dug up and moved. Alfred grinned 

and said he was glad I was one of 

them liberated females as it gave me 

equal rights to the use of the spade. 

It was a long hard struggle to dig 
around and under that old established 

clump of peony roots and to heave it 
out of the hole. It was finally loaded 

in the wheelbarrow and carted over to a 

shady place near the greenhouse and 

where there was a garden hose. I 

washed the soil from the gnarled, 
thick roots while Alfred located a 

‘stout, old butcher knife in the garage. 

We divided it into four sections, each 

with two or more ‘‘eyes’’ (pink buds) 

and set them in prepared places in the 
perennial border. In their new location 

the roots will not have to compete for 

moisture and nutrients with a tree and 

‘shrub, as the old plant had to do when 

it was growing near the house corner. 

We think it is the variety Mons. Jules 

Elie because of its color and shape of 

bloom — a high pyramidal body of semi- 
quilled petals and broad reflexing 

guards. 

If you haven’t enough peonies for 

your yard, do order a few new ones and 

set them out this fall, or dig and divide 

some of your present clumps for more 

plants. Be sure to prepare a proper 

planting site for these long-lived 

beauties. Once they become estab- 

lished, you can leave them undisturbed 

for years and they will produce fine 

blooms each late spring. You must 

plant them in a sunny, open place 

where they do not have to compete 

with roots of shrubs and trees. Dig 
deep, wide, planting holes and incorp- 

orate plenty of old rotted cattle manure 

or some form of humus such as leaf 

mold, compost or peat moss into the 

soil in the bottom half of the excava- 

tion. Plant the root so that the crown 

with the pink buds will be about level 
with the surface of the ground. Mound 

a little soil over the planting and the 
buds will settle to the recommended 
planting depth — 2 inches below the 

ground. 

& 3 & 

Frederick wheels Mother up the 
ramp after a tour around the yard. 

AN UNUSUAL AUCTION 

by 
Marjorie Spiller Neagle 

Although Holland is a small country 

there is much that one will find as fas- 

cinating there as anywhere in Europe. 

One thing I love to remember is the 

Bloemenveiling, held six days out of 

every seven throughout the year. This 

Flower Auction goes on in an immense 

hall in Aalsmeer, ten miles southwest 

of Amsterdam. 

The hall is equipped with desk and 

chairs, reminding one of an old-fash- 

ioned schoolroom. 

Buyers for local and export trade are 

in their seats by 7 A.M., when the first 

truckload of fragrant loveliness is 

wheeled in. 

The bidding starts when a clock- 

faced dial in the front of the hall 

lights up, revealing at the lower left 

the highest price that can be legally 

asked, and running clockwise toward 

the lowest acceptable offer. 

A pointer begins to move from the 

highest number. When it reaches the 

point where a buyer feels he must bid 

(or be outbidden) he presses an elec- 

tric button on his desk. The pointer 

flies to a number outside the rim of the 

dial, corresponding to the one that 

comes from the desk, and the lot goes 

to that bidder. 

His purchase is rushed to the packing 

room, then on to Schilpol Airport. With- 

in six hours the flowers are on display 

in florists’ shops in London, Paris, and 

Stockholm. Only a few hours later a 

shipment arrives in the United States. 

By 11:30 every morning the hall has 
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been cleared. An average of 600 lots of 

flowers has been sold. AS many as 16 

million carnations, 50 million roses, 

and hundreds of millions of other flow- 

ers are Sold each year at the Bloemen- 

veiling in Aalsmeer. 

The auctions go on without let-up 

through the year. When ice locks the 

canals, by which the flowers are usu- 

ally brought in barges, blooms are 

trucked in from hothouses from miles 

around. 

Cres ky 
‘ 

112 
Q. 
55 
A: 

Mealtimes Are More 

Important, Now 
Schooltime means regular hours, 

and regular meals. Tasty, attractive 

meals are more important than ever. 

To add variety to any meal, reach 

for Kitchen-Klatter Flavorings and 

your favorite recipe book. Try for 

an unexpected ‘‘surprise’’ flavor. Or 

a subtle, half-hidden one. Whatever 
the dish, it will profit from the addi- 
tion of one of these sixteen full- 

strength, full-fragrance flavors: 

Maple, Butter, Raspberry, Mint, 

Almond, Burnt Sugar, Vanilla, 
Lemon, Blueberry, Pineapple, Ba- 

nana, Strawberry, Cherry, Coconut, 

Orange and Black Walnut. 

Kitchen-Klatter 

Flavorings 
If you can’t yet buy them at your 
store, send us $1.50 for any three _ 
ounce bottles. Vanilla comes in 
jumbo 8-oz. bottle, too, at $1.00. We'll 
pay the postage. Kitchen-Klatter, 
Shenandoah, Iowa 51601. 
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DELAYED ACTION 

I make a list of all the chores 

(Including taking spots off doors) 

That I plan to do each day, 

And hope to get them done this way. 

Today I hemmed a gathered skirt, 

And sewed a button on a shirt. 

I put a patch on a pair of jeans 

Worn out by a boy not yet in teens. 

I scrubbed and waxed the kitchen floor 

And cleaned the glass on the front- 

room door. 

Yesterday I vacuumed and did a wash 

And made a pie from home-canned 

squash. 
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Tuesday I ironed and cleaned the bath 

And took a broom and swept the path 

Between the neighbors’ house and ours 

And took time out to pick some flowers. 

I sorted out some papers too 

And wrote some letters overdue. 

[ raked the leaves from the lawn this 

week 

And burned them down beside the creek. 

I’ve scratched each job as it got done, 

Before I started another one. 

Now they’re all scratched; no thing I’ve 

missed. 

Alas, though, that was last month’s 

list. —Gladise Kelly 

; 

pas / 
if i 

Synthetics are perfectly safe. 

Yes, my dear, we’re sure: you can and should use the same 

bleach for the filmy nightie and the greasy coveralls. If, of 

course, your bleach is Kitchen-Klatter Safety Bleach. 

For Kitchen-Klatter is the modern miracle bleach that com- 

bines heavy-duty bleaching power with complete safety. It keeps 

everything looking bright and new, yet is so gentle, even new 

Just remember: if it’s washable, it’s bleachable ...in 

Kitchen-Klatter Safety Bleach 

THE SAME 

BLEACH 

FOR BOTH? 

ARE YOU 

SURE? 

MAN — A HUMAN CONDITION 

He soothed a child who fell and 

bruised his knee. 

He helped a bent old man cross a 

busy intersection. 

He sent a get-well card to a second 

cousin. 

He laughed at a neighbor’s joke that 

was more pathetic than funny. 

He fed a hungry dog that followed 

him home. 

He wrote a long letter to a wounded 

soldier he had never met. 

He returned a dollar given him in 

error by a Sales clerk. 

He visited a sick friend and tried to 

cheer him up. 

He picked up some papers somebody 

left onthe sidewalk near his home, and 

he put them in his trash barrel. 

He smiled a ‘‘good morning’’ when a 

new neighbor passed him on the street. 

He did a number of similar acts for 

relatives, friends, neighbors, strangers. 

Why? 
He is a human being who realizes 

that man is more than an animal. 

COME READ WITH ME — Concluded 

Civil War days when Caddie was 11 

and tells a number of events concern- 

ing pioneer life that faced members of 

the family. Carol Ryrie Brink wrote the 

story about her maternal grandmother 

and, though it reads like fiction, is 

really based on the recollections of 

Mrs. Brink’s' grandmother, Caroline 

Woodhouse. The book was awarded the 
John Newbery Medal as the most dis- 

tinquished contribution to American 

literature for children. The appeal of 

this book is best summed up by Caddie 

when she said: 

‘‘What a lot has happened since last 

year when I dropped the nuts all over 

the dining-room floor. How far I’ve, 

come! I’m the same girl and yet not 
same. I wonder if it’s always like that? 

Folks keep growing from one person 

into another all their lives, and life is 

just a lot of everyday adventures. Well, 

whatever life is, I like it.’’ 

A park has now been created. The 

site is called ‘‘Caddie Woodlawn Site 
Historical Park’’ and is on Highway 25, 

four miles south of Downsville and 

about six miles north of Durand. There 

are now facilities for public use in- 

cluding picnic tables and a Shelter 

house. Of course, the most important 

feature is the Old Woodhouse home. 

The historical marker reminds us the 

book has now become a classic, read 

by thousands of children throughout 

the nation, and translated into more 

than ten foreign languages. Dunn 

County, Wisconsin, would be a most 

interesting place to visit. 

The clipping will be kept with our 

daughter’s copy of Caddie Woodlawn to 

add to the charm of this pioneer story.
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QUALITY CONTROL — Concluded 

nary excellence! She must also be a bit 

of a Philosopher — ‘‘one noted for calm 

judgment and practical wisdom.’’ For 

our secretary we have chosen Pains- 

taking, and she might even be a Per- 

fectionist as she keeps our records in 

perfect order. When it comes to the 

treasurer, I think of Provision — maybe 

even Paring, as she tries to keep us 

within our budget. 

Finally I would urge each of you to 

put yourself on HOLD at all times: 

1. Hold on to your hand when you are 

about to do an unkind act. 

2. Hold on to your tongue when you 

are ready to criticize. 

3. Hold on to your feet when you are 

tempted to ‘‘skip out’’ on pulling your 

share of the work. 

4. Hold on to your temper when 

things are not going the way you want. 

5. Hold an open mind as others offer 

new ideas. 

6. Hold out your hand and your heart 

to welcome the understanding and 

friendship of all who will be working 

together this year. 

Third Speaker: Thinking in terms of 

quality control, I will mention some 

ideas on continued inspection and cor- 

rective action. 

More and more we realize the impor- 

tance of inspecting ‘‘where we’ve 

been, what we’ve accomplished’’, or 

evaluation. We need to make a critical 

appraisal of what our club has accom- 

plished and how it was done. Were the 

results all that we had hoped for? If 

not, why not? What hindered us from 

achieving some of our aims last year? 

It is surprising how often it is the 

small things which help or hinder us as 

we strive to carry out our goals. Some 

years ago a man set out to walk from 

San Francisco to New York City. In 

New York he was asked what had hin- 

dered him the most in his walk across 

the continent. He didn’t mention the 

Rocky Mountains or the Mississippi 

River, but simply said: ‘‘The grains of 

sand that got in my shoes.”’’ 

Are we letting petty differences, 

Tivalries, and pride stand in the way of 

complete harmony in our club? 

Did we start out with great enthusi- 

asm on club projects, and then did 

‘most members ‘‘slough off’’ on the 

job? 

Have we really considered what the 

majority would like to have the club 

undertake for the new year, or have we 

just followed meekly the ideas of a 

few? 

To obtain real quality in our new 

year’s program, we need to take a criti- 

cal look at what we have done, at mis- 

takes we have made. Then, as our 

definition told us, we must take cor- 

rective measures to better our product 

— our goals. To get out of the rut, to 

be flexible and willing to change with 

progress, that is to grow; and as each 

individual member grows in understand- 

ing, so will our club grow in its out- 

reach to its members and to the com- 

munity. And we must keep growing, or 

we become outdated and a deficit, 

rather than an asset, to the community. 

Someone said that man is somewhat 

like a bicycle and we might paraphrase 

that to say a club is like a bicycle. A 

bicycle maintains its equilibrium only 

so long as it is going towards some- 

thing. The minute a bicycle slows 

down and begins to stop, it gets shaky 

and wobbly — and it loses its balance. 

So it is with our club. As long as we 

are working hard toward a goal _ that 

means a great deal to us, we have a 

reason for doing something. But once 

we’ve achieved that goal, unless we 

set another one right away, we may 

find ourselves wobbly — in the midst 
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of confusion, indirection, and frustra- 

tion. We must keep moving forward, 

uSing the stumbling blocks of the past 

as stepping stones of the future. 

Leader: Some members keep their 

organization strong, while others join 

just to belong. Some dig right in; some 

serve with pride. Some go along just 

for the ride. Some volunteer to do their 

share, while some lie back and just 

don’t care. On meeting days some al- 

ways show, while there are others that 

never go. Some always pay their dues 

ahead. Some get behind for months, in- 

stead. Some do their best; some build; 
some make; some lag behind; some let 

things go. Some never help their organ- 

ization grow. Some drag; some pull; 

some don’t; some do. Consider, gals, 

which of these are you? © 

This year let us resolve to keep our 

minds on that QUALITY CONTROL to 

make this the best club year ever! 

its magical flavor. 

for your favorite dishes. 

where. 

KITCHEN-KLATTER 

COUNTRY STYLE DRESSING 

The versatility of this tangy dressing 

will delight you as you experiment with 

Try it aS a marinade or sauce on 

roasts, chicken, fish or outdoor delica- 

cies. A dressing for salads; a seasoning 

Available at grocery stores every- 

KL ATTER Ie 

COUNTRY |=! 
STYLE bia 

DRESSING ts 
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‘LUCILE’S LETTER — Concluded 

terviewed him to get a small, sturdy 

car that would stand up under rocky 

roads and great distances, so he’ll 

have to track down something in this 

line before he heads for Montana. 

Our young people seem to be western. 

minded! September will find Martin in 

Montana, as I said, Kristin and her 

family in Durango, Colorado, Alison 

and Mike also in Durango, and Juliana 

and her family in Albuquerque. We don’t 

know at this date where Emily will be, 

but the chances are that it will be 

someplace in the West. 

Recently Marge and Oliver had new 

sidewalks put in to replace the old, old 

brick sidewalks that were laid before 

1900. This big pile of bricks turned out 

to be a treasure for the Bob Watkins 

family — they made several trips to 

haul them to their farm home outside of 

Clarinda. Bob said there would be 

enough for a patio with hundreds left- 

over for other uses! 

Two things have happened right now 

— I’ve run out of space and it’s time 

for supper! 
oP Faithfully always... 

Lucile 

KITCHEN-KLATTER MAGAZINE, SEPTEMBER, 1971 

As Lucile mentions in her letter, 
Katharine is getting to be quite a 
little climber and will tackle any- 
thing. A moment later she stood on 
the seat of the tricycle! 

brains, no character are required to get 

yourself known as a complainer. When 

you get discouraged, remember that 

God was in that church long before you 

were, and remember that God will be 
there long after you have gone. Put 

your trust in Him.’’ Sincerely, 

Frederick 

THREE VOLUMES 

Life is a story in volumes three, 

The Past 

The Present 

The Yet to Be 

The first is finished and laid away, 

The second we’re reading day by day, 
The third and last of volume three 

Is locked from sight; 

God Keeps the Key! —Unknown 

COVER PICTURE 

So many pictures were taken these 

past few weeks when members of the 

family were here for visits, that it 

didn’t look as if it would be an easy 

matter selecting one for the cover for 
this issue. However, when Lucile saw 

this one she said, ‘‘I don’t believe 

we’ve ever had a better one of Freder- 

ick and Margery with Mother. Use 

this!’’ Incidentally, we should give 

credit to Frederick’s wife Betty for she 

took it. 

FREDERICK’S LETTER — Concluded 

pit. ‘‘Remember,’’ I said, ‘‘that every 

single person in your congregation is 

fighting a hard battle, and each has 

come to church for help. Be kind! Be 

thoughtful of their feelings. They want 

to serve the Lord just as much as you 

do or they would not be in church on 

Sunday morning. No matter what the 

subject of your sermon, always make 

sure that there is some little part of it 

that will bring comfort to the person 

who came to church with a broken 

heart. Always be sure that your brain 

and your heart are engaged before put- 

ting your mouth into gear! And remem- 

ber this: you work for your people. 

They employ you to be their leader, not 

their boss! Always make certain that 

what you say and do are positive, not 
negative. Nothing is easier than fault- 

finding; no talent, no self-denial, no 

Kitchen-Klatter 

il 

WET WT. 5102 

(318.302 

CONCENTRATED LOW SUDS 
LAUNDRY DETERGENT 

for Automatic Washers 

a P47 Tt 

We Built It from the 

When we started to make Blue Drops, we 

didn’t say to ourselves, ‘‘What do women 

want?’’ or ‘‘What will women buy?’’ We said, 

‘‘What do women need in a laundry deter- 

And we made a list: 

Cleaning power. Spring-fresh fragrance. Ef- 

ficiency in all types of machines: automatic 

(top or front loading), wringer, combination 

washer-dryer. Economical. 

gent ?’’ 

Then we made Blue Drops to those speci- 

fications: a hard-cleaning, low suds deter- 

gent that saves you money as it washes your 

clothes . . 

KITCHEN-KLATTER 

Inside Out 

Low suds. 

. cleaner and better than ever. 

BLUE DROPS 

WHEELS KEEP TURNING — Concluded 

decided that the patch-upon-patch 

overalls could finally be discarded. 

The metal scales were corroded with 

rust and their accuracy was greatly to 

be doubted — but how breathlessly we 

watched as the twisted hand swung 

around the numbers. The Junk Man 

himself was a wonder to behold. He so 

nearly matched his falling-down cart 

that he was almost camouflaged. Filthy 

clothes hung upon his tall frame like 

streaming bandages and the lines in 

his face were embedded with the soil 

of many passing years. Year in and 

year out, he wore the same tweed cap 

atop his balding head. As he strained 

against the weight of the anti-goggling 

cart, the reversed bill of the greasy 

cap touched his hunching shoulders 

and gave him the appearance of heaa- 

ing into a strong wind. He was a sour 
man, unpleasant of voice and manner, 

petulantly finding fault with the qual- 

ity or quantity of anything we offered. 

He counted out our pennies stingily, 

debating and grumbling that ‘‘you’re 

robbing me blind!’’ Often I stuck out 

my tongue at him when he was safely 

out of seeing distance — then headed 

for the little candy store up the street 

to aggravate Mr. Summers with my in- 

decisions and ponderings! 

The Ice Cream Man, the Ice Man, the 

Hot Tamale Man, the Junk Man, the 

Mule Man — they were never real peo- 

ple to me, only an extension of the 

vehicle that paused before my door and 

brought a bit of fleeting excitement 

into my day. I’m sure those kids out 

there converging on the Jolly Roger 

feel much the same way. The important 

thing is the wheels — wheels that turn 

and twist through streets and avenues 

to brighten the heart of childhood. It’s 
routine now, one small spark in an 

autumn day. But with the passing of 

the years, memory will enhance these 

golden days and they too, will smile 

treminiscently and say — ‘‘Remember 

when - - - ?’’
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LITTLE ADS”! 
If you have something to sell try ; 

this ‘‘Little Ad’’ department. Qver ¢ 
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 
word. Rejection rights reserved. Note 
deadlines very carefully. 

November ads due September 10. 
December ads due October 10, 
January ads due November 10, 

{ THE DRIFTMIER COMPANY 
Nagata lowa 51601 

PAILETTE FLOWER KIT (everythin . 
cluded) red, blue, yellow or orange. $1.2 
er kit. rs. 
owa 5043 

dwin Schroeder, eer 
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SONG BOOKS FOR SALE — Hymns, Psalms, 
10¢ each in lots of 25 or more. 25¢ for one 
book. Christian Church, Tingley, Iowa. 

NEW PARLIAMENTARY LAW ‘QUIZ cards 
by Bertha Clark Hughes. Based on Rob- 
ert’s Parliamentary Lawbook and Robert’s 
Rules of Order Revised. — $2.00. Bernice 
Glantz, 626 S. 67th St., Omaha, Nebr. 68106 

Add an hour to the fresh end of the 

day, and you will live more than an 

average life. 

SALE: Registered puppies: Shelties; Pomer- 
anians, many colors; Wire foxterriers; Sam- 
oyeds; Pekingese; erican Eskimos 
(spitz); Westies; poodles. Closed Sundays. 
Zante’s, Monroe, Iowa. 

CUSTOM- HAND MADE Jewelry, 24-kt. gold 
with your birthstone or any stones. Plastic 
lamps. All colors. Write for prices. Charles 
M. Bryan, aid 0. Box 114, Brighton, Colo. 
80601. 

LARGE SIZE MAILBOX HOLDS all mail 
including magazines, newspapers, even 
small packages. Provides complete weath- 
er protection. Steel construction. Gray. 
$9.95 postpaid. Literature free. NEW ALL 
OCCASION ADDRESS BOOK AND ZIP 
CODE DIRECTORY. $2.00 Zip code direc- 
tory only $1.00. Literature free. Asso- 
ciated Products, Box 1441, Dept. K-9, Des 
Moines, lowa 50305. 

$6.00 PER DOZEN cash profits paid lacing 
baby boots. Write: 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 

CASH AND S&H GREEN STAMPS for new, 
used goose and duck feathers. Free tags. 
Used feathers, please mail sample. North- 
western Feather co, F.0O. Box 1745, 
Grand Rapids, Michigan 49501. 

JAM & JELLY MIX — 6 packa 
8-oz. jars of jam or jelly. 
CADE-GRAYSON CO., Box 
Clemente, Ca. 92672. 

es makes 18 
end $2.00 to 

1254, San 

NATIVITY SCENE CHRISTMAS tree skirt. 
36 inch circle. Complete patterns and in- 
structions, (actual size) 50¢ postpaid. Pat- 
ioe Dept. K, Lubbock, Texas, Box 6393. 

413. 

BEAUTIFUL MOTHERS’ — GRANDMOTH- 
RS’ ‘‘remembrance’’ pins with your chil- 

dren’s birthstones. Circle Wreath — up to 9 
stones — gold or silver, $3.95. Tree of 
Life — up to 14 stones — gold only — 
$3.95. Gift boxed. (Specify Pithaoase. ) 
The Gift Fair, Box 1125-K, Oak Park, 
Illinois 60304. 

FANTASY FUR FLOWER KIT (everything 
included) state color choice. $1.25 per kit. 
Mrs. Edwin Schroeder, Garner, Iowa 50438. 

OLD FASHION 
CHINA DOLL 

KIT: Hand 
eae china 
ead; arms, 

legs; basic 
pattern for 
body and 
clothes, 15’’ 
tall 96,99. 2-f- 
Assembled. 
Undressed: 
with patterns 
for clothes 
15’’ $12.45 

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

Catalogue 25¢ 

Doll Co., Box 331 
San Pablo, Calif. 94806 EVA MAI 

HOUSEPLANTS. Begonias, geraniums, 
ivies, etc; 12 different — $4.50 postpaid. 
ye, ag Winkler, R. 4, Hudsonville, Mich. 

' WATCHES WANTED — Any condition. Jew- 
elry, spectacles, dental gold, silver. 
Prompt remittance. Satisfaction guaran- 
teed. Lowe’s, P.O. Box 13152, St. Louis, 
Missouri 631 19. 

SHELLED ENGLISH WALNUTS, Sg ody 
Pecans, Black Walnuts $1. 75Lb. Dried 
Mushrooms $5.00Lb. 100 Two-edge Razor 
Blades $4.00. Peerless, 538B Centralpark, 
Chicago 60624. 

SAVE $$$$. Order your family’s shoes and 
clothing at special discount prices. Send 
for new catalog. The Stuart McGuire Co., 
Dept. X81003, Salem, Virginia 24153. 

PEACOCK FOR REFRIGERATOR $1.25; 
two owls on a stick to hang — $2.50. Mrs 
Julius T. Bisek, 311 E. Main, New Prague, 
Minn. 71. 

FAMILY FAVORITE RECIPES: Shrimp 
salad, unusual seafood treat; Old fashioned 
bean soup, goodness galore; moist pump- 
kin cookies, freeze well; no-cook salad 
dressing, keeps for weeks; German choco- 
late pecan fudge, delicious cherry dessert, 
quick and tasty. All for $1.00 plus self- 
adcressed stamped envelope. LaDon, Box 
515 K, Princeville, Illinois 61559. 

ROARING 1920’s LINGERIE in pink ace- 
tate satin. Soft, smooth, nostalgic, flapper 
styled flareleg panty and matching chem- 
ise slip, both with wide black lace trim. 
Sizes small, pose large. Panties $6.00; 
sli $9.00; ostpaid. Pink xey- Box 
1492, § Sioux Malle, Dak. 57105. 

CATTLE CAPITOL OF NEBRASKA cook- 
book compiled by Alliance Business and 
Professional Womens Club — $2.25 post- 
paid. 520 Grand, Alliance, Nebr. 69301. 

1000 ZIP ee 

LADIES TOWEL JACKET pattern and in- 
structions — 60¢. Mildred Huffman, Hoop- 
eston, Ill. 60942. Box 280. 

STAMP EC a — 50 different world 
wide stamps 25¢. ay mer Stamps, Box 
14625-K, Baton Rouge, Louisiana 70808. 

GINGHAM APRON — cooky jar cookbook — 
$3.00. Tested cookie recipes — $1.75. 
Postpaid. Orma Iyer, Dawson, Iowa 50066. 

WANTED: Old Atlases before 1930. Also 
old South Dakota maps of all types for 
history studies. or eae FES Write: 221- 
10th, Spearfish, S. Dak. 

LEARN QUILLING. A new kind of handit 
crete Instructions $1.00. n Carlson, 
R.R. 2, Creighton, Nebr. 68729. 

WANTED HOMEWORKERS. $100.00 weekly 
addressing envelopes. For details send 
25¢ and large, stamped, self-addressed 
envelope, to WJR Enterprises, Box 44068, 
Dept. I-14, Cincinnati, Ohio 45244. 

COLLECTORS PLATES. Danish, German, 
Porsgrund, Delft, Rorstrand, Imperial, 
Hummell, others. Stamp for list. Maude 
House, 8009 Freeman, Kansas City, Kans. 
66112. 

OIL PAINTINGS made from any photograph. 
Satisfaction famem ten. Box 353, Shenan- 
doah, Iowa 5 

COVERED BRIDGE books, postals. Send 
ate ed envelope. Swanson’s, Box 334 

oline, Illinois 61265, 

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 ue — $3.50. 
GOLDE OINS REFU MANU 
364 K, Muscatine, Iowa 52761. 

, 

CHURCH WOMEN: Will print 150- oP aR cook- 
book for organizations for each. 
Write for details. General Bunlistine and 
Binding, Iowa Falls, Iowa 50126. 

50 YARDS LACE 98+ 
Enchanting patterns & designs, Vals, 

FREE 

GOLD 
STRIPE 

rtions, range etc, in 
beautiful colors & full widths. For 

low. cases, . decorative edgings on 300 1 
7 Sew ‘age AF —_ 

ya 
FREE! 100 New Sottensi ‘Beautirui TT 
quality. oy kinds, all sizes. : BU ONS 

when amr rg? the LACE 
none without —s Only 98c, but pls. include 270 

SPECIAL! al gl oe be assorted 

NOW! 
LACE, on ~% oe 201, Box 662, St. Louis, Mo. 

Deluxe, Gold Stripe, 2-color, 

eli padded Labels printed with 

EACH Set! No limit, but please include 

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

paid. EXTRA! FREE Plastic Gift Box 

with each order for 1000 Labels! Write 

womens’, girls’, babies’ dresses, pil- 

colors. AL NEW. Many pes 

extra for pstg. & hdlg. or $1.25 in all. 

$100 | 

enayrback Seale scale. " Order 

REE LOVELY GIFT BOX! 

ANY Name, Address & Zip Code, 45c for 

SPECIAL! 3 Sets for only $1.50 pre- 

for FREE Money- —- Plans. FAST 

SERVICE! Money-back guarantee. ORDER NOW 

TWO BROS. INC., Dept. 197, Box 662, St. pets Mo. 63101 

IMPORTED MIXED 

CROCUS 
For the first touch of color in 
the spring, send for this special 
offer of 5 imported Crocus bulbs. 
From a mixture of blue, purple, 
yellow, white and striped. Often 
bloom in the last snow of winter. 
Grow only 4 to 5 inches high. 
Regularly sell for over 6¢ each. 

Bulbs will be sent to you at 
proper planting time. 

LIMITED OFFER 
(One offer per customer) 

+ EARL MAY Seed and Nursery Co. 
t 1132 Elm St., Shenandoah, lowa 51601 
8 | enclose 10¢. . .send Crocus bulbs and free catalog. 

; Name 

- Address 

~ City State________ Zip 

f 

2 5 Bulbs FOE 
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I'VE BEEN THINKING — 

(THOUGHTS AS WE BEGIN THE 
NEW CLUB OR AID YEAR) 

by 
Virginia Thomas 

Are you the club or Aid president 

this year? Write out the word ‘‘presi- 

dent’’ on a piece of paper. Look care- 

fully at that little letter ‘‘i’’ in the 

middle of the word. Note it is hidden 

between the PRES of everyday living 

and the DENT we always feel after an 

all-out effort. Bear in mind that this 

little letter ‘‘i’’ must be kept in its 

proper place if you are to be a truly 

successful president. 

You should enter your role with en- 

thusiasm, courage, and a good stock of 

humor, but no matter how involved you 

get in club activities, remember that 

the ‘‘i’’ needs to be kept in the middle. 

Do not try to move it to the front to 

make it a capital ‘‘I’’. A good execu- 

tive learns well how to use the talents 

of the other members, how to accept 

their ideas with grace and enthusiasm, 

and how to praise and encourage sin- 

_cerely. 
Here are a few ground rules for the 

president to observe: 

1. Begin all meetings on time, and 

close them likewise. 

2. Plan an agenda for every meeting 

and inform all participants in advance 

— then stick to the agenda as closely 

as possible. 

3. Don’t be afraid to show enthusi- 

asm and interest as you preside at the 

meetings — keep things lively and 

moving. : 
4. Plan to attend district and state 

meetings of your organization and en- 

courage other members to attend also. 

It’s a grand source of inspiration, help, 

and fellowship with people interested 

in the same things as your group. 

5. Don’t make a guest speaker sit 

through a lengthy business meeting 

before being allowed to do his part in 

the program. Try to place the speaker 

at, or near, the beginning so that he 

can have a ‘‘fresh’’ audience that lis- 

tens attentively. Be sure that a guest 

speaker gets a written note of thanks 

from the secretary as well as your 

verbal ones at the meeting. 

6. Accept your office graciously and 

regard it as a special privilege and 

service, and rely on prayer for guid- 

ance. 
As a Club member, are you enjoying 

your club work? If not, perhaps it’s: 

time to do a bit of evaluating. Perhaps 
you are one who has not learned to 

say ‘‘No’’, and as a consequence you 

are spreading yourself too thin. Club 
work and Aid work should be interest- 

ing and fun. Perhaps you need to ration 

your club activities. Better to accept 
one task and do it well, than to be so 
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pressured that in doing too many 

things, you cannot give anything your. 

best effort. Perhaps, if you are inter- 

ested in several clubs, or several work 

areas of clubwork, you could resolve 

to take on just one area a year and 

then the following year change to a 

new area. 

As we enter this new club year I 

would like to read again this bit about 

the dreamer and the worker. 

‘There is a big difference between a 

mere desire to do a thing, and the 

burning desire to beat it and accom- 

plish it at any cost. A mere desire is 

like warm water in a locomotive — it 

will never produce steam. [It takes fire 

and force and enthusiasm to generate 

the things that propel the successful 

person who gets the job done. 

‘‘The dreamer laughs at the worker 

and the worker laughs at the dreamer, 

neither realizing that the one is use- 

less without the other. The practical 

ones would have nothing to do if it 

were not for the idealists, and dreams 

would never come true if it weren’t for 

the workers. ’’ 

If we can get a nice balance of 

dreamer and worker in each club mem- 

ber, there is no end to what our club 

can accomplish. 

@# for ALL WASHING 
NO RINSING . WO wie 

through check-out.”’ 

wink =: 

grocers’. 

‘‘We see a lot of KITCHEN-KLATTER KLEANER going 

Unlike many special-purpose cleaners Kitchen-Klatter Kleaner 

tackles jobs all over the house. Grease and dirt disappear in a 

. and you save even more time because there’s no scum 

or froth to rinse away. It’s economical, too! Easy to find at your 

KITCHEN-KLATTER KLEANER 


