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JULIANA’S 
LETTER 

Dear Friends: 
New Year’s resolution number one—I 

must get organized! As I sat down to 
write this letter, I realized that I needed to 
have my guidebook to Mexico to use as a 
spelling reference. Well, that was half an 
hour ago. It took me that long to locate 
the aforementioned book. The book was 
conveniently located behind a stack of 
magazines I have been saving because of 
articles that should be clipped. I hate to 
admit that one of the magazines is dated 
1980. I’m sure you can see the problem! 

Fortunately, I can say that we were 
very well-organized for our trip to the 
Yucatan in Mexico. Eleven of us decided — 
two years ago to make the trip. Last sum- 
mer, we sat down with maps and guide- 
books and anything else that was handy, 
such as newspaper articles, about the 
Yucatan. We agonized a whole day over 
distances before we realized that the 
maps were printed in kilometers—not 
miles. From the start, we were aware 
that there wasn’t a tour available that 
would include all the things we wanted to 
do. The decision was made to rent two 
microbuses. One member of the group is 
a talented mechanic who owns a 
microbus so we felt secure that he could 
care for any mechanical difficulties. 
About three weeks before we were to 

leave, the.airlines changed our schedule. 
Instead of flying to Dallas and then to 
Merida, we flew first to Denver. I was de- 
lighted because it gave us a chance to see 
little Stephen DiCicco for a few minutes. 
Aunt Abigail Driftmier brought Stephen 
to the airport to say goodbye to his par- 
ents, Emily and Rich, who were joining us 
on the trip. Stephen really is as darling as 
his pictures indicate. I do hope we shall 
get to know him better in the near future. 
From Denver, we flew to Houston, 

Texas, where we were joined by the 
Crouses, our friends from El Paso. The 
first stop in Mexico was the resort area of 
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Cozumel. Sitting on the runway of the 
airport was Air Force One—the Presi- 
dent’s plane. Our first pictures taken in 
Mexico were of that plane. 
The next stop was our destination, 

Merida. The airport there had many 
other diplomatic aircraft on the run- 
ways. We just happened to be arriving 

- during the conferences held at Cancun. I 
was afraid that the conference would 
greatly add to congestion at the tourist 
spots but just the opposite was true. In 
fact, the merchants were complaining 
that business was down because of all 
the areas closed to the public. 
We spent the night in Merida. The 

evening’s entertainment included a trip 
to one of the city parks where a fiesta of 
sorts was being held. It seems that every 
Thursday night this park Has a concert. 
There were folk dancers and poetry 
reading, too. 

Bright and early the next morning, we 
set out for Chichen-Itza—the famous 
archaeological site. We were fascinated 
by all the temples and buildings. We 
climbed the huge temple named El Cas- 
tillo and walked to the sacred well or 
cenote where many young ladies were 
sacrificed. 
Twenty-seven miles down the road 

from Chichen-Itza was Valladolid which 
was our stop for the night. We stayed at a 
charming old hotel which was right on 
the main plaza of the town. After our eve- 
ning meal, we walked out to the plaza 
and discovered a fiesta in progress. 
There were bands, bake sales and a can- 
non that was fired off every half hour— 
all night long. 

It was obvious at this point that getting 
food for eleven people in a sit-down 
restaurant was a lengthy process so, the 
next morning, we drove to the local 
market and stocked up on rolls and fruit. 
The coffee drinkers (myself included) 
had to settle for a soda pop rather thana 
cup of coffee. (The next time, I'll carry a 
thermos and instant coffee.) 

This day’s drive took us to a spot in the 
road called X-Can where we turned 
south on a road which was marked dirt 
on all of our maps. We were very happy 
to see that the road was in the process of 
being paved and wasn’t as treacherous 
as we had anticipated. Coba ruins are on 
this road so we stopped to see them. 
(The main temple here is the one pic- 
tured in many of the recent travel adver- 
tisements for the country of Mexico.) 
The ruins are in the middle of a vast 
jungle and it is eerie to stand on top of the 
temple and see nothing but green as far 
as the eye can see. This much vege- 
tation really is startling to someone from 
the desert country of New Mexico. 
There is a lovely hotel at Coba where we 
were able to get cold drinks. After climb- 
ing around on temples in the jungle, we 
all felt dehydrated. 
Onward to the sea coast! 

A small temple at the Ruins of Labna 
showing the “roof comb” structure 
typical of Mayan ruins. 

We came out of the jungle at the 
Mayan ruin of Tulum. I have seen pic- 
tures of this place for years and really 
thought the beauty of the spot had to be 
exaggerated. I was wrong. It is even more 
beautiful than the pictures indicate. We 
could have spent much more time here. 
One of the best meals of the trip was in 

an open-air restaurant right on the 
beach. Two men ran the place and they 
offered us fish or eggs. They had a huge 
stove and two enormous cast-ir6n skil- 
lets. We all got fish—fresh fish the,meit.* 
had caught that morning. They setrigg 
work frying the fish and the finish 
product was wonderful. No two fish 
the same variety and we couldn’t identify 
what we were eating. Whatever thdy* 
were, they were definitely local and 
delicious. 
Another thing we had learned by this 

time was that by 5 P.M. it was dark, Not 
dusk—pitch black. Reluctantly, we Teh 
Tulum to get on to our stop for ther 
in the town of Felipe Carrillo Puerto. \ 
had no sooner gotten to our motel than 
the electricity went off. This was not an 
unexpected occurrence, indicated by 
the fact that each room came equipped 
with candles. We had no sooner gotten 
to bed when the sound of very loud 
music was heard. Sure enough, again it 
was a fiesta night and the musicdid go on 
all night. No one got much sleep which 
was unfortunate as one of our longest 
driving stretches was to be the next day 
from Felipe Carrillo Puerto to Uxmal. 
We arrived at Uxmal with enough time 

to do some sightseeing in the afternoon. 
Some of us managed to stay up that night 
long enough to see the “sound and light” 
show at the ruin. This show has gotten 
mixed reviews. My own opinion is that 
the “light” part is terrific. The “sound” 
part could be changed a bit to give the 
viewer more information about Mayan 
history. The best picture taking and 
sightseeing happened the next morning 
when the ruin opened at 6A.M. We were 

(Continued on page 22) 
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DOROTHY 

EH WRITES FROM 
—Ss_—SO«&THE FARM 

Dear Friends: 
This past weekend, Lucas County 

missed the big snowstorm and blizzard 
conditions that hit the western and 
northern parts of lowa. Shenandoah was 
just on the edge of it and got alittle snow. 
We didn’t get any here at our farm but we 
did get quite a bit of rain. 

Since I last wrote to you, Lucile has 
spent another couple of weeks with us. 
Betty Jane, her companion, had to go to 
St. Paul to be with her daughter when 
she had surgery, so we told Lucile she 
had better come and stay with us rather 
than go through the hassle of trying to 
find someone to stay with her in her 
home. The two drove through such 
heavy rain and fog all the way from Shen- 
andoah that they decided to stop and 
spend the night in nearby Osceola. Then, 
in the morning, Betty Jane took the bus 
out of Osceola and my friend, Dorothea 
Polser, went with me to Osceola so she 
could drive my car home while I drove 
Lucile’s car. 
While Lucile was still here, Frederick 

and Betty came for a weekend. This was 
only the second time they have been to 
our home because when Mother and 
Dad were living, Frederick and Betty 
made their home the headquarters when 
they came back to Iowa to visit rela- 
tives. There were so many members of 
the family in and around Shenandoah for 
them to see, it was always simpler for me 
to go there. After Dad died, Frederick 
and Betty brought Mother and came to 
spend the day with us once. This recent 
visit was the longest time we have had 
them in our own home and we enjoyed 
every minute of their stay. With Lucile 
here at the same time, it made the visit 
seem like a family reunion. 
When Lucile and I were planning the 

meals, I said there were two things I 
wanted to be sure to have on hand— 
stuffed dates and Mother’s date bars, 
both made with black walnuts. These 
were two foods I can remember Mother 
always wanted to have on hand when 
Frederick came home because they 
were favorites of his. Lucile made them 
this time because it was something she 
could do from her wheelchair at the 
kitchen table while I was doing other 
things. hee 
Frederick is a marvelous photograph- 

er, and always has so many interesting 
pictures to show of the places they have 
traveled. He brought his projector and 
slides along, so one evening we saw 
pictures of his home and yard and his 
many swans and ducks. Frederick told 
Frank how many ducks he feeds every 
day, and Frank said if room was avail- 

Dorothy mentioned that they had 
very little corn to pick on their farm 
because of the bad flood experienced 
last July. The corn they did have had 
to be picked early in the morning 
while the ground was frozen before 
the sun thawed the moisture to cre- 
ate muddy fields. 

able in the car to take some shelled corn 
back to Connecticut, he could certainly 
fix up some. Frederick managed to get a 
couple of sackfuls in the trunk. 
About a week after all this company 

left, Frank’s sister, Ruth McDermott, 
came to spend a few days with Bernie 
and us. One evening while they were 
here, we invited Mr. and Mrs. Robert 
Pettinger to come for the evening. 
Robert grew up on a farm in this neigh- 
borhood and all of them went to the 
Plimpton rural school. It is interesting to 
listen to them reminisce about those 
days. They got started talking about the 
box suppers they used to have, and the 
big Thanksgiving dinners at the school- 
house. These events have all vanished 
with the one-room schools. I have never 
been to a box supper since they didn’t 
have them in the town schools where | 
attended. Hearing them talk, it sounded 
as if they had so much fun in school, I got 
the feeling I had missed a lot. 
Norma Pim, a good friend of mine, is 

the curator of the Lucas County 
Museum. I asked her recently if the 
school children were still spending a day 
going to school in the one-room Pucker- 
brush school now located on the 
museum grounds. She said they were. In 
this state, the children study Iowa history 
in the fourth grade, so in the middle of 
May, these children and their teachers 
are invited to spend one school day 
having classes in the old building. Since 
there are six fourth-grade rooms in the 
county, a schedule is set up for one room 
at a time to attend. Some of the teachers 
have their pupils dress in old-fashioned 
clothes. They bring sack lunches, play 
old-time games at recess and, if it is a 
chilly day, they have a fire in the pot- 
bellied stove. Having studied Iowa 
history all year, this experience gives 
them a better understanding of a country 
school. 
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On the weekend in October when the 
museum is open for the last time during 
the fall season, a Cider Day is held. There 
is an apple orchard behind the museum, 
and a local man harvests the apples and 
makes cider with an old cider press. 
Visitors are invited for cookies and a 
sample of the fresh cider. Demonstra- 
tions of various crafts such as grinding 
cornmeal, milling flour, china painting, 
soap making, and how to make shake 
shingles, etc. are also given. 
On Sunday night, to officially close the 

season, the museum holds an old- 
fashioned hymn _ sing-along in the 
Otterbein Country Church located on 
the grounds. Margaret Bowen plays the 
antique pump organ, Don Fuller leads 
the singing, and there is usually other 
instrumental music. 

During the first week in December, the 
Chariton Womans’ Club sponsored two 
chartered buses to Pella, lowa, to attend 
the Pella Garden Club’s nineteenth 
annual Christmas open house tour and 
tea. Five Pella homes were decorated for 
the holidays and open to the public. 

It was a dark, overcast day when the 
buses pulled out of Chariton at 9:00 
A.M.., and before we got to Pella, it had 
started to snow. This added to our 
Christmas spirit, but made it hard for the 
bus drivers to herd those big buses 
around on the slick streets, which, in the 
residential areas, were more narrow. 
They did a wonderful job. There must 
have been 2,000 women go through 
those houses that day and I wondered 
how the owners would manage to keep 
from having the beautiful carpets ruined. 
After nineteen years of experience, they 
knew how. The visitors entered through 
garages and walked on throw rugs so 
shoes were pretty dry and clean by the 
time the houses were entered. The rest 
of the rooms had the traffic paths 
covered with yard-wide muslin taped to 
the floor. 
One of the Garden Club members told 

us that after the homes are decided 
upon, a committee of six is appointed for 
each house and they start in September 
picking out a theme and making all the 
decorations. For instance, all of the 
Christmas tree ornaments are 
handmade, and no two trees are alike. 
Our group visited three homes before 

we ate a delicious dinner at the Dutch 
Buffet, toured the other two homes, 
attended a tea at the Scholte Church, 
then started home. I enjoyed the stay so 
much, I certainly hope it can be on my 
agenda every year. In years to come, per- 
haps I can write more details about the 
decorations which were fantastic. 

I trust you have all your New Year’s 
resolutions made, and that the year 1982 
will be a good one for all of you and your 
families. 

Sincerely, 
Dorothy



A birthday party or tea is a lovely way 
to enjoy an afternoon or evening of 
fellowship for a church or club group. It 
can also be used as a fund-raiser for your 
organization. 
Each guest is seated at her birthday 

month table which carries out that 
month’s appropriate colors and is cen- 
tered by a large decorated birthday cake. 
Baskets of snack crackers and chips, or 
trays of dainty tea sandwiches are also 
on the table. Each quest should have a 
small dessert or salad plate, fork, spoon 
and cup at her place. When all are 
seated, coffee and tea are passed. Thus 
guests may sip coffee and partake of the 
snacks as soon as all are seated and the 
welcome has been given. The birthday 
cakes are not served until the end of the 

A mistress of ceremonies presides 
over the program and makes the 
necessary introductions and announce- 
ments. A pianist will be needed to 
provide the musical background. A solo 
or duet will work out well for some skits 
and add variety. A stage may be ar- 
ranged at one end of the room, and, if 
there is room some of the models might 
parade around the tables. The following 
suggestions are made for each month 
which you may adapt to suit your own 

group. | 
Opening Music: “If 1’d a Known You 

Were Comin’, I’d a Baked a Cake”. 
January: (Music—“Winter Wonder- 

land”.) Model wears ski clothes and 
carries skis, or wears heavy outdoor 
work clothes. 
February: (Music—“Let Me Call You 

Sweetheart”.) Model wears pretty party 
dress or prom dress and carries a large 
valentine. 
March: (Music—“When Irish Eyes 

Are Smiling” or other Irish tune.) A 
pretty Irish colleen walks on stage 
dressed in a green costume highlighted 
by green shamrock leaves and a green 
shamrock hat. For fun, as she reaches 
center stage the March wind (electric fan 
offstage) can blow off her hat and she 
runs offstage grabbing at hat and her 
skirts. 
April: (Music—“Easter Parade”.) For 

this several lovely models parade across 
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Paancrde of the 
SI 
A Birthday Party 

by Mabel Nair Brown 

stage in their Easter finery or, if you pre- 
fer comedy, form a spring house- 
cleaning brigade and have models wear 
cleaning clothes and carry mops, pails, 
scrub brushes, etc. 
May: (Music—“That Wonderful 

Mother of Mine”.) Pantomime a mother 
or grandmother with children at her 
knee. If preferred, use the music of 
“Pomp and Circumstance” as model 
wears a graduation cap and gown and 
carries a rolled diploma tied with a 
ribbon. : 
June: (Music—the traditional 

wedding march.) The model is dressed 
as a bride—her attendants can be in- 
cluded, if desired. They pose as singers 
sing “I Love You Truly”. 
July: (Music—“You’re a Grand Old 

Flag.) A Scout troop comes on stage to 
do a snappy flag drill, or adults dressed as 
children carry flags and portray the old- 
fashioned Fourth of July parade. 
August: (Music—“In the Good Old 

Summertime”.) Model depicts the sum- 
mer vacation theme with beach or sports 
attire, carrying a beach towel, luggage 
and suntan lotion. 
September: (Music—the local school 

song.) Model comes on stage dressed in 
football gear, complete with helmet and 
football. 
October: (Music—‘‘Autumn 

Leaves”.) Using a fan, skitter paper 
leaves across stage to be followed by 
models in Halloween costumes. 
November: (Music—any Thanks- 

giving song.) Models wear Pilgrim’ 
costumes, or modern mother comes in 

with grocery sack of instant foods. 
December: (Music—“Jingle Bells”.) 

Models can depict any bright Christmas 
scene, or model could wear pretty 
hostess gown and enter carrying brightly 
wrapped Christmas packages. 

Following this program, everyone 
joins in singing “Happy Birthday to Us”, 
then the hostess at each table cuts and 
serves the birthday cake. 

Note: If you want to end the party ona 
humorous note have someone dressed 
as Father Time move across stage as 
someone sings “You Must Have Been a 
Beautiful Baby”. , 

x XK oh 

CALENDAR TALES 

by 
Norma Tisher 

How many of you remember this lim- _ 
erick? ? 

Thirty days hath September, 
April, June and November. 
All the rest have thirty-one 

Except February, which has twenty- 
eight. 

Leap year has twenty-nine. 

The term calendar is derived from the 
Latin word, kalendae, which was desig- 
nated as the first day of the month in 
Roman times. People’s daily lives are tied 
in closely with the cycle of night and day 
as well as the moving of the months 
across the period of a year. 

Interestingly, during the early Egyptian 
civilization, a year was thought to con- 
tain 360 days, but scholars came to 
realize that it actually averaged about 
365 days. It was on this understanding 
that the 4th century Julian calendar was 
based. Then, in 1582, during the reign of 
Pope Gregory XIII, the Gregorian calen- 
dar was introduced providing for 365 
days for three years and a leap year of — 
366 every fourth year. This is the calen- 
dar still in use today. 
A lunar calendar is based on a year 

composed of synodic months—the 
_complete cycles of phases of the moon 
from one full moon to the next. The 
Babylonians used a lunar calendar. 
A solar calendar is based on the solar 

or seasonal year—about 36514 days—or 
the time taken by the earth to go once 
around the sun. 
A church calendar is an orderly 

arrangement dividing certain periods to 
express the traditions and celebrations 
of religious faith. The most primitive 
church calendars were derived from the 
Hebrew calendar—a seven-day week 
ending on the Sabbath. A 19th century 
Muslim calendar even had prayer times 
listed. 
Perpetual calendars provide a means 

of finding the day of the week for any date 
in a wide range of years. 
A business calendar is one item which 

is new every year. Many companies give 
customers the traditional calendar at 
Christmas time in various sizes and 
shapes. Banks often give a pocket-type 
calendar for use with bills and receipts. 

Business people and homemakers, 
alike, use personal memo calendars to 
jot down appointments, notes, 
birthdays, long-distance phone calls, etc. 
Many homemakers appreciate the color- 
ful, reuseable cloth, wall-type hanging 
which shows the months at one glance. 
Later it can be used as a tea towel. 
A calendar often provides additional 

information: dates of holidays and his- 
torical birthdays and anniversaries, 
astronomical dates such as the phases of 

(Continued on page 20)
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CHEERY CHICKADEE 
(A Read-Aloud Story) 

by 
Evelyn Witter 

Cheery Chickadee, the most cheerful 
bird on Windy Hill Farm, stretched her 
five-and-a-half-inch body, spread her 
gray tail and wings, and tried again to give 
out a sweet “chick-a-dee-dee-dee.” But 
she knew it was no use. She was too 
hungry. 
Snow was falling through the leafless 

trees. It covered the shed roofs and the 
barn roofs and all the places where the 
tiny bird could usually find food. 
Cheery Chickadee shook her little 

black head sadly. Then she raised it high 
again for she had a happy thought, “T’ll 
visit some of my good friends and maybe 
they'll know where to find food in spite of 
all this snow.” 

First, she flew to Black Bear’s cave. 
She flew ’round and ’round the cave to 
try to waken Black Bear. But he snuggled 
deeper into the pile of leaves on which he 
slept and did not hear her say, “Chick-a- 
dee-dee-dee. Please talk to me!” 

So, Cheery Chickadee flew to the 
timber where she hoped she’d see some 
other friends who might know where 
food could be found. One friend who 
lived in the timber was Stripey Chip- 
munk. Another timber friend was fat, 
furry Woodsy Woodchuck. She sat on a 
bare icy twig and called to her friends, 
“Dee-dee-dee, come talk to me!” __ 
Not a creature answered. North Wind 

gave another “B-L-O-W” and almost 
shivered Cheery Chickadee off the twig. 
When she got her balance, she remem- 
bered that Stripey had told her long ago 
that he was going to sleep for the winter 
in his dark little burrow, deep in the 
earth. And she _ remembered that 
Woodsy Woodchuck had told her how 
he had a grass-lined nest far, far under- 
ground where he stayed for the whole 
winter. 

“Oh-dee!” sighed Cheery Chickadee. 
“It’s no use. There is not one friend 
awake enough to help me find food.” 
Then she thought and thought about 

her other friends. Let’s see, there was 
Jumping Mouse. But Cheery Chickadee 
knew she was rolled up in a tiny ball with 
her long tail curled around and around 
her, fast asleep in a hollow of dried grass 
in the cornfield. 
There was Sharp Nose Raccoon, with 

his big bushy tail and black patches 
under his eyes. Cheery had heard a long 
time ago how he slept during the winter 
in his den. 
There was no use trying to talk to 

Betty Bat. Cheery Chickadee saw her 
only yesterday sleeping upside down in 
the ceiling of the woodshed. 
Cheery Chickadee knew for sure 

Fidgety Frog was asleep deep, deep in 
the soft mud at the bottom of the pond. 

rederic riftmier, feedin 
on a cold winter day. He calls them 
with a whistle that can be seen in his 
mouth. 

May Muskrat was in her underwater 
burrow for the winter because she had 
said “goodbye” to Cheery Chickadee at 
the time of the first frost. 
There was just nobody awake. 

Nobody at all that Cheery Chickadee 
could turn to for help to find food and 
water. 

“T have to give up,” Cheery Chickadee 
sighed to North Wind and fluttered to 
her little box in the elm tree near the 
garden. Never before had she been so 
hungry and thirsty. She felt so weak she 
could hardly call more than one “dee” at 
a time. Whatever was she going to do? 
Then, as she drew close to her home, 

she saw two bright little baskets hanging 
from the elm tree that had not been there 
when she had left this morning. Cheery 
Chickadee fluttered her wings faster and 
lit on the branch near the baskets. 
She saw that the baskets were two 

orange halves. The insides were scooped 
out and there were holes punched into 
the oranges on either side to draw string 
through. The strings were fastened to 
the branches. Inside one of the orange 
baskets were bread crumbs. In the other 
basket there was fresh water. 

“Chick-a-dee-dee-dee,” called Cheery 
Chickadee happily. She was saying, “As 
long as there are wide-awake people who 
know birds need food, especially during 
the winter, I’ll live. No bird could have 
better or more helpful friends.” 
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IDEAS FOR ENTERTAINING 
A SHUT-IN CHILD 

by 
Virginia Thomas 

Thimble Puppets: Purchase several 
very inexpensive plastic thimbles. Deco- 
rate the thimbles as the heads of various 
animals, people, storybook characters 
or clowns. Use yarn or cord for hair, 
scraps of fur and cotton for animals’ 
coats. Felt-tip markers, tiny moving 
plastic eyes, toothpick whiskers, etc., 
help to create characters to act out a 
story. 
Finger Puppets: Clip the cardboard 

rolls (from paper towels, toilet tissue, 
etc.) into lengths that slip easily over a 
child’s fingers. Draw or crayon on the 
faces and add tiny paper hats. 
Happiness Box: A way to provide 

entertainment and bright spots for the 
child who must remain in bed over a 
period of time is to make a Happiness 
Box. Purchase or make several small 
inexpensive gift packages with such 
items as pencils, marking pens, crayons, 
coloring book, small box of tissue, small 
puzzles, stationery, scratch pads, clip- 
pings of jokes or cartoons, stamped 
goods to embroider, weaving kit, buttons 
or beads to string, etc. (The age of the 
child will determine the items to enclose.) 
Wrap each separately and number it as 
first day, second day, etc., or put a day 
and a time such as Monday at 4 P.M., 
Wednesday at 10:30 A.M. Put these 
smaller gift packages inside a larger box 
which you also gift wrap and then label: 
“(Name)’s Happiness Box”. 
Egg Carton Caterpillars: This is a 

fun toy that works well on a bed. Cut an 
egg carton lengthwise to get two crea- 
tures. The child can crayon the worm or 
Mom can squirt on some bright spray 
paint. Poke in acouple of short lengths of 
pipe cleaner for Mr. Worm’s antennae 
and mark or glue on two eyes and he is 
ready to wiggle across the covers. 
Thumbkins: If the child is able to sit 

up, cover a table with old newspapers 
and then provide the child with a stamp 
pad and paper. With alittle guidance, the 
child will soon see that one can press his 
thumb to the pad then to the paper to 
form the body of an animal. He can then 
use a felt-tip marker to sketch in legs, 
feet, eyes, ears and tail for all sorts of wee 
creatures. A small fingerprint joining a 
thumbprint on top becomes a sitting 
rabbit or cat; a few strokes of the pen 
make ears and tail. | 
Alarm Clock Friend: Set the alarm 

for the hour when it is time to open a 
package from the “Happiness Box”, time 
for a glass of juice, time when Mother will 
come and play a game, time for Sister to 
read a story, time to watch a favorite 
TV program or even the time for medi- 
cine to be taken. It does help make the 
time go faster during illness.
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MARY BETH 

REPORTS 

Dear Friends: 
I have a few uncommitted hours 

before I shall take to the road and I'll 
share those hours with you. 
Yesterday I hustled over to Pewaukee 

where the county technical institute is 
located and enrolled myself in the second 
term of the Word-Processing Course. 
They did not previously have an IBM 
Displaywriter available to work on, and I 
felt it imperative to know how to operate 
the basics of the machine before it 
arrived from the manufacturer in Dallas, 
Texas, with two more “programs” 
tucked into its computer chip internals. 
The correct term for these programs is 

“soft ware” which is nothing more thana 
45 RPM-size plastic record which is en- 
closed in a fairly heavy paper wrapper. It 
is absolutely forbidden to remove these 
records from their cases because they 
are considerably more sensitive than the 
standard music record which they 
resemble. Upon these soft ware disks are 
recorded the brains for solving all 
manner of mathematical problems which 
would stagger the abilities of most busi- 
ness offices. . 

I have completed the basic operating 
instructions for this machine due to the 
gracious offer of the CETA instructors 
who were holding their classes at the 
county institute. I was too wrapped up in 
my personal interests to pay much heed 
to the nature of the students in the same 
classroom, until one day when I noted 
that the one dozen members of the class 
were being given copies of the Gregg 
20,000 word dictionary with quick- 
reference hyphenation marks which 
were exact duplicates of the book I had 
bought for myself for five dollars. Since! 
was paying all my expenses, I pondered 
the reason why supplies were given out 
in this class until I noted an article in the 
newspaper which cleared up the entire 
mystery. 
The CETA initials stand for the 

federally funded Comprehensive Em- 
ployment Training Act. In the area where 
I live, 46 students were located who 
would register and attend this class. 
These students are recruited from the 
unemployment offices in the general 
Waukesha County area. The purpose of 
the class is to train these students and 
place them in jobs so they may event- 
ually be removed from welfare assistance 
and this will be to the long-range benefit 
of the taxpayer. There were two women 
close to my age who were present in the 
class and the remainder of them were 
girls between the ages of 18 to 23. I hope 
the class will help these young women 
develop into responsible, ambitious, em- 
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Don Driftmier keeps his cheerful dis- 
position along with all the activities 
swirling around his Wisconsin home. 

two days later, 

ployable people. 
Speaking of ambitious people, did | 

remember to tell you that we made con- 
tact with Clark Driftmier? He has been 
doing a period of apprenticeship near 
Kankakee, Illinois. Don talked to Clark’s 
father, Wayne Driftmier, to get his exact 
address and as good fortune would have 
it, Clark was free to come up to our Wis- 
consin area for the holiday. 

Clark drove from St. Anne, Illinois, 
after working in the fields all day in raw 
rain-driven winds, to arrive at our house 
after a trip of 3% hours. From the 
moment this tall, ruddy-cheeked man 
strode into our living room until he left 

we hardly stopped 
talking. He and his cousins, Paul and 
Adrienne, had never met and his Uncle 
Don and I had not seen him since he was 
a wee lad living in Shenandoah. He has > 
surely seen a grand amount of the world 
and has had many interesting 
occupations since he graduated from 
college. 
For Thanksgiving dinner, we had also 

invited the newest member of Don’s 
company who has recently arrived here 
from Mexico City. He and his wife, who is 
from Colombia, both speak perfect 
English. They had many interesting com- 
ments to make with Clark since he 
played with a symphony in the same part 
of the world. The young man, whose 
name is Bernhard, is originally from 
Germany where he worked for a parent 
company called Holstein and Kappert. 
From Germany he was transferred to 
Mexico City and now he is associated 
with the Milwaukee plant. He has been 
an invaluable help to Don with his ability 
to interpret German and English so 
fluently. This was their first American 
Thanksgiving celebration. 

I was doubly grateful to baie Clark 

around after the company had left 
because there were absolutely tons of 
dishes to clean up. Someone, I am sure it 
must have been his mother, Abigail, 
had taught him how to feel at home ina 
kitchen. He was an enormous help and 
required very few directions. We finished 
off the celebration of the day’s cleanup 
work with hot mulled cider and pumpkin © 
pie shared at the kitchen table. 

I could not help but ponder the good 
fortune it was that, although I have not 
seen David Driftmier for years, his pic- 
tures assure me that he is very similar in 
looks to Paul and Clark. They are all 
handsome young men, well over six feet 
tall, and appear to guarantee that the 
Driftmier name will be passed on 
proudly. There are only the three of them 
from the big family that originated in 
Shenandoah who can carry on the name. 
(That is three more than there were to 
carry on my father’s name of Schneider. 
He and his brother had one male name 
carrier between them and he died with 
no children. So, as far as I know, the 
Schneider name has stopped.) 

Clark and Adrienne voiced the desire 
to have a family reunion soon. | think it is 
an excellent idea and I intend to pursue 
it. Families scatter so rapidly that I don’t 
believe they would accidentally gather 
unless it would be for a funeral and then it 
always seems as though the person who 
would have enjoyed it the most is absent. 

I'll have to tell you about our Christ- 
mas holidays next month. 

Until then, 

Mang [it 

WHERE HAPPINESS WAITS 

Nobody knows where happiness waits. 
Across what meadows, within what 

gates. 
Sometimes for an hour it walks by one’s 

side, 
Then veers like the wind or turns like the 

tide. 

When I was a child it was everywhere; 
It danced in the sunlight, it sang in the air, 
It pulsed through the notes of my moth- 

er’s song 
And the arms of my father, straight and 

strong. 

Nobody knows where happiness dwells, 
Or how to spark it by charms or spells. 
It can fly like a lark; it can bud like a rose, 
But the secret of nepriness nobody 

knows. 

This much is ais it will not depart 
From the way of a tender and loving 

heart. 
It can veer like the wind, it can turn like 

the tide, . 
But in souls that have faith, it will still 

abide. | —Author unknown
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ALISON’S 

ACTIVITIES 

Dear Friends: 
I sincerely hope that this new year 

finds each of you healthy, happy and 
smiling even if inundated by blizzards 
and utility bills. 

It’s ironic to see how desperately our 
little New Mexican town hopes and prays 
for snow each winter. Being a tourist- 
based economy, everyone’s lives are 
tied closely to the ski area and the flocks 
of winter vacationers that arrive from 
Texas to enjoy Ruidoso Downs this time 
of year. Unfortunately, it is quite 
common for Mother Nature to be a con- 
trary and fickle provider, bringing us a 
balmy Indian summer which often 
extends until December. Last year, the 
ski area did not open until after Christ- 
mas which was a devastating financial 
blow to shopkeepers and hotel owners. 

This last fall was a warm one with tem- 
eratures reaching record-breaking 
seventies in November. Every bumper 
sticker and billboard in town read “Think 
Snow”. Yet the sun arose brightly every 
day in absolute defiance of mere mortal 
men and their wishes. Inevitably, though, 
winter does eventually descend on our 
sleepy little village, and the huge snow- 
flakes annoint the pine-covered moun- 
tains to make a picturesque winter 

wonderland which lasts until early 
spring. 

The last several months have been so 
busy for us, however, that we’ve had little 
time to think about skiing. My, what a 
whirlwind of action the end of 1981 
brought; it was a time of reuniting of 
families and of undertaking a major new 
project. But let’s talk about families first. 
After all, there would be little meaning to 
the rest of life’s activities without a family 
to share them with. 
As many of you know, my family is 

spread to the four winds at this point in 
time. Mom and Dad (Wayne and Abigail 
Driftmier) are in Denver, sister Emily in 
Washington, D.C., brother Clark in 
Tllinois, and Mike, Lily and myself in New 
Mexico. Needless to say, with travel 
costs what they are, reunions are infre- 
quent. So, when a trip in October 
brought Emily, Rich and baby Stephen as 
far west as Colorado, I just had to finda 
way to Denver also. After all, Emily’s 
Stephen was born just one week prior to 
the birth of our little Lily, anda year anda 
half has passed without an occasion to be 
together. I just had to unite Lily with her 
first and only cousin. 
Mike could not arrange his schedule to 

leave, and the thought of driving such a 

Emily and Rich DiCicco. 
Lily Florence, daughter of Alison and Mike Walstad, and Stephen Louis, son of 
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distance by myself with a toddler left me 
with cold shivers. So I took the plane, 
which even then involved a drive of 150 
miles to get to the airport. But all the 
travel passed without a mishap, and 
before long we were reunited—two 
sisters, two babies, and two grand- 
parents (who were surely in ecstasy with 

all of us together at home). 
The highlight of our visit was Hallo-- 

ween night when we dressed the two 
kiddies in costumes and took them out 
trick or treating to the homes of our par- 
ents’ friends. All of these delightful 
people had watched us grow up in the 
neighborhood and were quite tickled 
when we arrived on their doorsteps to 
show off a new generation. I’m sure they 
had memories reaching back over 
twenty years to the times when Emily 
and I were small children arriving at their 
houses for tricks or treats. , 
November was a month for more 

family visits. Mike’s parents own a small 
vacation cottage here and are frequent 
visitors, especially since the arrival of 
Lily. They were unable to be here for 
Thanksgiving dinner, so spent the week 
prior with us. Mike’s father, Jack, is quite 
a handyman and they spent hours 
working on chores together. 

Late November brought a memorable 
Thanksgiving dinner. My parents drove 
from Colorado to join us and several of 
our local friends for a unique Thanks- 
giving feast. The menu was strictly wild 
game caught and prepared by Mike and 
his buddies. The fare consisted of quail 
baked in cherry sauce, Rocky Mountain 
trout stuffed with crab (they didn’t catch 
the crab!), venison sauerbraten, with the 
highlight of the meal, a twenty-pound 
wild turkey which was bagged within a 
few miles of our house. Wild turkeys are 
a common game bird in our locality. I 
wonder how many tables across the 
country were set with a genuine wild 
turkey? 
The wives prepared the trimmings; 

vegetable pies frozen from the summer 

garden harvests and exquisite pickles 
and relishes from accomplished canners. 
My contribution, as usual, was dessert. I 
made enough pies, cookies, and goodies 
to satisfy the crowd of thirty who gath- 
ered to eat. 
The whole affair was anything but dull 

for not long after dinner six of the men 
left to go deer hunting together. Our 
home adjoins the national forest, so they 
departed for their expedition right from 
our back yard. And what a sight they 
were, all mounted on horses with gear 
and equipment for a week’s camping. | 
don’t know how they kept from falling off 
those horses—all of them stuffed with 
Thanksgiving dinner and so filled with 
excitement they scarcely knew what 
they were doing. The rest of us gathered 
in the yard to watch the hilarity of their 
departure. A few wished they could have 
joined the expedition, while the majority I 
think, were pleased to relax and watch 
football the rest of the afternoon. 
The ending to the Thanksgiving story 

at our home is the fact that it was served 
picnic-style. Picnic-style? Yes. For you 
see, the major new project that I men- 
tioned earlier in my letter is the con- 
struction of a new house for our family. 
Or I should say, an extensive remodeling 
job which has virtually left us with a new 
home. Originally scheduled to be com- 
pleted by Thanksgiving, it wasn’t. Our 
holiday dinner was to be a housewarm- 
ing party for our family and friends who 
were involved in its construction. How- 
ever, when it became apparent the 
building. was quite a distance from com- 
pletion, we decided to have dinner there 
anyway, not only for the fun of it all, but 
because there just wasn’t another place 
suitable for a group of thirty. 

All the food was prepared at nearby 
houses and brought to our home where. 
we gathered together and shared the 
warmth of this joyous occasion. For lack 
of a finished kitchen, the china stayed 
packed in boxes and we enjoyed our 

: (Continued on page 20)
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Dear Friends: 
Time and space did not permit my 

telling you last month about our trip to 
Omaha. In years past, practically all of 
our trips to the Middle West have been 
air trips. We would fly out and then rent a 
car. We drove this time because we had 
several things totake with us, things that 
could not possibly have been carried on 
a plane. Along with everything else, we 
took all of our projection equipment to 
use to show slides depicting our life in 
Connecticut. 

We planned this trip so that we would 
arrive at daughter Mary Lea’s in time for 
Thanksgiving, and that meant running 
the risk of driving through the eastern 
mountains in bad November weather. As 
it happened, we actually had the most 
perfect weather we ever encountered on 
any trip—not too hot nor cold, bright and 
sunny with crisp, clean air and deep-blue 
skies—incredibly beautiful. Then, just 
one hour after arriving at. the Palo resi- 
dence near the Offutt Air Base, came the 
first hard storm of winter. How lucky we 
were! 

We have several reasons for being glad 
that we made this trip by car, one of the 
most important being a superb lesson in 
geography.. Betty and I had forgotten 
the magnificent scenery in the 
Appalachian Mountains of New York 
and Pennsylvania. Every turn of the 
wide, smooth throughway gave us some 
breathtakingly beautiful view of vast for- 
ests or of deep valleys cut by wide rivers 
or rushing mountain streams. The best 
way to learn the geography of a nation is 
to see it mile by mile. 
As enjoyable as the mountain scenery 

was, we admired even more the rural, 
agricultural scenery of northern Ohio. 
Having grown up in southwestern Iowa, I 
thought that I knew what beautiful farms 
looked like, but what we saw in Ohio 
made me do some re-evaluation. In all of 
our travels around the world, we never 
have seen farms the equal of those that 
one sees bordering Interstate 80 in Ohio. 
The farmhouses and outbuildings were 
large and beautifully maintained. All that 
we Saw in rural Ohio spoke of the pride 
those Ohio farmers have in their 
property. 

The farm land in northern Ohio is very 
fertile, very flat, and without a rock or a 
stone of any kind. Living as we do in 
Stonington, Connecticut, where every 
fence is a stone fence, and where the soil 
is thin and starved, Betty and! found our- 
selves repeatedly exclaiming about the 
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On the wall in Dorothy’s and Frank’s 
living room there are various Indian 
artifacts framed most attractively by 
their friend, Peggy Dyer. Dorothy is 

inting out some of them to Betty 
Briftmier and explaining where they 
were found when Frank was plough- 
ing their land. 

absence of stones on so much of the land 
in the Middle West. At least once every 
five miles or so, one or the other of us 
would say. “Look! No stones any- 
where!” 
Another very pieasant discovery was 

the ease with which we found good food 
at reasonable prices, and good hotel and 
motel accommodations. Had we been 
traveling at the height of the tourist sea- 
son in July or August, things might have 
been different, but in November, all 
travel concerns had vanished. And an- 
other thing we noticed was the overt 
friendliness of the Midwesterners. Many 
times I have said in these Kitchen- 
Klatter letters that people are equally 
friendly all over the world. However, this 
most recent trip has reminded me that 
Midwesterners are less restrained about | 
showing their friendliness, quicker to 
smile, quicker to speak, and slower to 
break off a conversation. 
Once we were west of the Mississippi - 

River, we began to meet radio friends. 
People would come up to us in a 
restaurant and ask: “Haven’t we seen 
your pictures in Kitchen-Klatter?” Or 
they would say, “Excuse us, but we have 
a feeling that we have heard your voices 
on the radio. Have we?” 
One of the highlights of our western 

trip was the visit we had in Lucas, Iowa, 
with my sister, Dorothy, and her hus- 
band, Frank, and also with my sister, 
Lucile. It was a small family reunion—the 
first time the five of us have ever been to- 
gether in Lucas. Betty and I have visited 
Frank and Dorothy before, but not when ~ 
Lucile was there. In one pleasant way 
that two-day visit was a disaster—a 
disaster for my waistline! Dorothy and 
Lucile prepared all of my favorite foods 
and served them in quantity. Oh how we 
did feast! Just one glance at Dorothy’s 
kitchen would have made one believe 
that it was Thanksgiving and Christmas 

all at once. 
As a parting gift, Frank “a two fifty- 

pound bags of corn in the trunk of our 
car. “This is not for you,” he said. “This 
corn is for your wild ducks and swans. 
Tell them I send my love!” 
Our eight-day visit with Mary Lea and 

her family was sheer delight. Little Cas- 
sandra, our newest grandchild, stole our 
hearts the moment we first held her. I 
know that all grandchildren are beautiful 
to their grandparents, but “Cassie” 
really is something special—a perfect 
baby. She adds a great deal to the lives of 
brother Christopher and sister Isabel, 
as well. 
What a busy, busy life our Omaha 

family lives. Vincent not only carries out 
his duties as an officer in the Air Force, 
he also takes graduate studies at a local 
university. Mary Lea not only takes care 
of her three children, she also teaches 
school part time. The two older children 
have to be taken to all kinds of places for 
extra-curricular activities, and the baby 
demands the kind of attention that 
babies always have to have. 
One night, after a very busy, hectic, 

happy day at the Palos, I said to Betty, “I 
find it strange that I cannot recall very 
much about the kind of life we lived when 
our children were the age of the Palo 
children. Did we ever live at such a fast 
pace?”. 

Betty laughed and said, “Yes we did. 
However, there was one difference. We 
had more help than the Palos have. In 
our church there were always elderly 
women we could employ to take care of 
the children when we had to be at some 
church or civic activity. Every year it be- 
comes more and more difficult to find 
that kind of help.” 

I never close my eyes at night without 
saying a prayer for all of the children in 
the world. We adults have not made 
things easy for the world’s children. | 
hope God will forgive us, but even more, 
I hope God will guide you and me and all 
other adults to some path of peace and 
decency that will provide for our chil- 
dren and grandchildren a better hope for 
the future than we have provided for 
them thus far. Surely there is something 
more that you and I can do than we are 
doing right now. God help us. 

Sincerely, 
Frederick 

, Take 

Special Note of the 

RENEWAL DATE 

on the label of your 
magazine. Renew in 
advance. Only one 

notice will be 
sent. 
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‘LONG UNDERWEAR 
Sitting here in my frigid house, listen- 

ing to the news on the TV, I heard the 
words: “Turn down the thermostat — 
keep a cool house.” I shuddered. 

I had acold and my nose was raw from 
the repeated wipings, and my chest was 
aching from constant hacking. Turn 
down the thermostat indeed! I'd be 
patriotic. ’'d save. I would go right out 
and buy myself some long underwear— 
why not? Many eons ago I wore such a 
garment. I called them torture chambers 
then and I still have vivid recollections of 
the unsightly things. I never thought I’d 
ever live to see the day when I would | 
wear them again. 

In my mind, long underwear and long, 
brown, ugly, ribbed stockings unite to 
bring chills up my spine even today. 
Every morning getting ready to go to 
school used to be a chore as | 
maneuvered those stockings carefully up 
over that bulky-legged underwear. 
At the beginning of the winter, the 

underwear wasn’t too bad. My mother al- 
ways bought two pair, always two sizes 
too large because of my expected growth 
in stature and the constant washing in 
hot, harsh, soapy water and then boiled 
in lye water which could shrink them. 
They were such attractive garments. 

They had buttons going completely 
down the front. There was a trapdoor 
that let down in the back. This flap was 
kept in place at the beginning of the 
season by three sturdy buttons. Due to 
the many washings, boilings and wear- 
ings, those buttons became the biggest 
headache. They popped off at the most — 
inopportune times. Often there would be 
just one button left, precariously holding 
up that enigmatic trapdoor. By spring I 
was lucky if that seat flap had buttons left 
at all. 
To complete the gorgeous ensemble, 

about waist high on the underwear were 
pinned some tabs to which’! fastened 
supporters. These thin elastic strips with 
garters at the ends were fastened to the 
tops of my ugly brown stockings—just in 
the front. The back of the stockings 
stayed in place or sagged at will. 

At the beginning of the winter season, 
the garters met the tops of the stockings 
just perfectly—no pull, no stretch. Then 
unfortunately, with any spurts of growth 
and the shrinking from washings, the gar- 
ters became higher and the stockings 
lower. By springtime, the little tabs which 
held the pins that held the garters were 
up somewhere nearer the vicinity of my 
armpits while the tops of my stockings 
dangled at my knees. 
Thank heavens, in the spring the 

weather grew warmer so I could roll 
those stockings down to my ankles. | 
pulled the legs of the underwear up high 
where they were attempting to get any- 
way, thereby, producing a lovely wad of 

material above my knees and an 
unsightly lump of stocking at my ankles. 
But oh, how I enjoyed the heavenly free- 
dom. 
So now I’m back to wearing long 

underwear to keep warm. The new styles 
are neater, fit better, do not shrink and 
are not accompanied by ugly brown 
stockings. Anyone who remembers the 
old-time type of undergarments can, 
along with me, really appreciate the long 
underwear available today. 

cA RA she 
kal bal ku 

WARMING WAYS 

by 
Sue Morris 

After two winters of a lowered thermo- 
stat, the decision to install a wood- 
burning stove was quite natural. An auc- 
tion produced a good sturdy one, and 
after the male part of the household 
applied a coat of stove polish, it was in- 
stalled, tall and dignified in our kitchen. 
The smell of the burning wood and the 
comforting heat let us soon know that we 
had made the right decision. 
Our roomy kitchen instantly took on 

the appearance and feel of the old 
country kitchens of an earlier era when 
the kitchen was the heart of the home 
through the winter months. The radi- 
ating heat from the stove seemed to in- 
vite us to “come sit a spell and rest 
awhile”. 

Hurrying in from the unheated 
bedroom after the morning tasks of bed- 
making, | usually find my husband has 
beaten me by seconds, arriving from his 
basement workshop to stand by the 

PAGE 9 

stove blissfully warming his backside. A 
long winter evening can find me drawing 
the oak rocker nearer the stove, making 
sure the antique egg basket which holds 
catalogs and magazines is near at hand. 
With a small table upon which to rest a 
steaming cup of tea and a pad and pencil 
(just in the event an idea might surface 
and need to be jotted down), a very 
pleasant evening is insured. 
Some of our friends cannot under- 

stand how we speak so glowingly about 
the merits of our stove and seem to be so 
oblivious to some of the unpleasant 
aspects, such as the daily chore of 
cleaning and disposing of the ashes from 
the stove, the extra sweepings (because 
it is impossible to get wood from the out- 
side wood box to the inside without 
leaving a trail of chips, twigs and dried 
leaves behind), more dust to tinge the 
crisp white kitchen curtains with grey 
before the winter is over, and an occa- 

_ sional splinter picked up in the hand from 
carrying logs. However, most friends sit 
by our crackling fire, toast their feet and 
tell us of their plans to install a stove in 
their homes. 
Today, with the temperature near 

zero, icy pellets hurl at the window and 
angry winds howl. I am grateful for the 
coziness of my kitchen as I stand at the 
counter, mixing corn bread to go with 
the navy beans that have simmered all 
day in an iron pot on the wood stove. 
They fill the air with a hearty aroma. I 
hear my husband stomping his feet on 
the backdoor mat, then he opens the 
door. His face lights with a smile as the 
warmth and good smells of the kitchen 
greet him. This little corner of our world 
is a good place to be onacold winter day. 

The timber near Dorothy and Frank Johnson’s farm home provides a beautiful set- 
ting for picture-taking.



PAGE 10 

Frederick Driftmier and Lucile Ver- 
ness. This was taken on the first eve- 
ning that Frederick and Betty spent 
in Lucas, Iowa, and had supper at the 
farm with Dorothy and Frank. 

A NOTE FROM LUCILE 
This note is the only way I can even 

begin to acknowledge the blizzard of let- 
ters and phone calls from many of you 
good and faithful friends who have lost 
touch with our daily Kitchen- Klatter 
radio visits. 

-_If you know us at all, you also know 
that we are deeply committed to a 
staunch and steady dependable way of 
life. We don’t jump into anything on a 
sudden whim and impulse. Here today 
and gone tomorrow seems to be the way 
things operate in many areas nowadays. 
Well, we’re just not geared to this flitting 
around; our policy has been to stay with 
the stations which have carried our 
broadcasts. 

I feel a great urgency to make this 
crystal clear—at our end of the process 
we are in no way responsible for the 
changes. Left to our own devices we’d 
still be right with you in the same place as 
certain as the rising sun—but we haven’t 
been left to our own devices. 

I could write pages about this whole 
problem but it would serve no construc- 
tive purpose. What I have ‘said tells you 
the story. At our end we are doing every- 
thing that it is humanly possible to do to 
carry on our radio vi visits that began more 
than 50 years ago. , 

THINK OF YOUR WORDS 

A careless word may kindle strife; 
A cruel word may wreck a life. 
A bitter word may hate instill; 
A brutal word may smite and kill. 

A gracious word may smooth the way; 
A joyous word may light the day. 
A timely word my lessen stress; 
A loving word may heal and bless. 

—Sunshine 
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HINTS FOR PLASTIC BAGS 

by | 
Hannah Louise Simms 

Plastic storage bags are not just to 
keep in the kitchen anymore. They are 
convenient for use in just about every 
room in your home as well as for 
traveling. Here are a number of uses for 
plastic storage bags. No doubt you can 
find other uses for them, depending on 
your life style. 
IN THE SEWING ROOM: Use them 

to store scraps of material, trims such as 
lace edgings, rickrack, etc., packages of 
needles, buttons, snaps, hooks and eyes, 
bias tape, seam binding, etc. Save a large 
styrofoam tray from a package of meat, 
wash and dry, and arrange spools of 
thread on it. Then slip tray into plastic 
bag. 

If you are doing crochet or other 
needlework, keep thread and all mate- 
rials together in a larger plastic bag. They 
are also convenient to store leftover 
scraps of crochet thread, embroidery 
floss, and yarn. You can see what you 
have from top to bottom of bag without 
opening it. For the same reason, large 
bags are good to store gift wrap, ribbon, 
bows and spools of ribbon. 
IN THE PLAYROOM (or family 

room): Keep each paper doll and her 
clothing in a separate see-through bag. 
Use for puzzle pieces which come 
wrapped in clear plastic rather than 
boxed. Use for games, sewing cards, 
crayons, and modeling clay when the 
original boxes become torn. Use to store 
small items which might otherwise get 
lost in the bottom of the toy chest. 
IN THE BEDROOM: Use plastic bags 

to store hose, panty hose, knee-high 
socks, and footlets separately. There will 
be no snagged hosiery. Because the bags 
are transparent, you can tell at a glance 

just how many clean pairs you have left. 
Store little girls’ hair ribbons in bags to 
keep them from becoming tangled. Use 
plastic bags to store small cosmetic items 
such as_ lipstick, eyebrow pencil, 
tweezers, nail file, nail polish, cotton 
balls, etc. 
WHEN TRAVELING: Plastic bags are 

especially convenient to store cos- 
metics, hosiery (one for clean, one for 
soiled), medicines, camera supplies, 
small sewing items for emergencies and 
writing supplies. (Don’t forget to include 
your address book.) Use a bag that 
presses shut or use a tight-twisting wire 
to carry a wet washcloth when traveling. 
IN THE KITCHEN: Plastic bags were 

developed to use in the refrigerator and 
freezer. One size is perfect to store a 
whole pie in the freezer ready for the 
oven. (What a lifesaver when friends 
drop in unexpectedly.) Also, freeze the 
pie in an aluminum foil pan just in case 
you want something in a hurry for your 
club’s bake sale. 

These bags are also ideal for freezing 
prepared fresh fruits or vegetables, and 
for leftover rolls, biscuits, donuts, cake, 
etc. 
Next time you are tempted to toss out 

two or three biscuits because they aren’t 
enough for another meal—don’t—freeze 
them instead. Keep a running inventory 
of what you have in your freezer. Soon 
you may have enough biscuits for an- 
other meal. Freezing and warming the 
biscuits in loosely folded foil will actually 
enhance both the flavor and texture of 
the biscuits. 
Do you sometimes have a wedge of 

melon which you want to store in the 
refrigerator without the other foods 
picking up the melon odor? Slide the 
wedge into a large plastic bag and seal 
tightly. If it is a big piece of melon, cut into 
small enough wedges to fit into several 
bags—the cut edges will not dry out. 

Bags, firmly sealed, also safely lock in 
the odor of onions—especially handy 
for green onions which often are a prob- 
lem to store because of their long stems. 
IN OTHER PLACES: To take deviled 

eggs or cold cuts to a picnic, recycle a 
styrofoam meat tray by attractively 
arranging the food on it. Slip into a bag 
and seal. 
These bags are nice to ME your 

picnic silverware in, both when clean and 
after being used—keeps them from 
being scattered all over the picnic 
basket. 
A sandwich-size plastic bag will not 

only keep sandwiches from drying out, 
but will also make it possible to slip 
prepared sandwiches in the freezer the 
night before needed. If taken out of 
freezer the next morning and placed ina 
lunch pail, they will be thawed but cold 
and fresh by noon. 

Don’t forget to recycle those plastic 
bags, they can be wiped clean, dried, and 
used over and over again. 

SS 
THE NEW YEAR 

He comes, an infant, 
He leaves, an old man. 

And what have you done, 
~ While he’s been here? 

A little of this, 
A lot of that, 

And not half enough, 
Of what you should. 

But do not shed tears, 
You’re improving each day. 

So welcome the little one, 
While saying goodbye 

To the old man, who’s left you 
A wealth of sweet memories, 

And all the joys that each year 
Can bring to the heart. 

—Annette Lingelbach. 
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AN END AND A BEGINNING 

by 
Evelyn Birkby 

The end of one year and the beginning 
of another is always bittersweet. Re- 
membering the joys of 1981 makes me 
reluctant to leave it behind; thoughts of 
the problems which had to be solved 
bring a sense of relief that most of them 
will not need to be relived again in 1982. 

This past year included our 35th 
wedding anniversary, an accomplish- 
ment of which we are proud. Especially 
so since the week of the celebration itself 
we attempted the impossible—for the 
first time in our lives we wallpapered to- 
gether. Neither Robert nor I had ever 

_ done more than glue on a small repair 
patch of paper, so we were really daring 
to pool our inexperience and decorate 
the family room. 
Robert dutifully steamed off the old 

paper and sized the walls while I cleaned 
and wiped and tried to be helpful. All was 
in readiness on November 3rd, the actual 
date of our anniversary. Robert sug- 
gested we eat out, an idea which would 
normally have brought me joy but one 
which I rejected. Getting the wallpaper 
on was more important. Besides, I had 
two nice T-bone steaks and the other 
ingredients for a good meal at home. 
What the setting lacked in glamour 

(every try fancying up a meal servedona 
card table in the center of a denuded 
room?) it made up for in potential. As 
soon as the dishes were cleared away, we 
nobly began. 

I will not say it went particularly well. It 
was not easy. The work continued for 
several nights. But we persevered and, 
eventually, had the walls covered with 
pretty, golden, wheat-patterned paper. 
We did not have any arguments. This 

_ was a job which we recognized required 
two people. 
Robert still expressed the feeling that 

we should do something special. A few 
days later, a truck drove up our front 
lane and unloaded a great quantity of fine 
gravel. Nothing could have pleased me 
more! 
“Ooooh!” I ooohed. “Is this my 

anniversary gift?” 
“No,” Robert answered, “only part of 

it. ’'m going to take you to Omaha on 
Sunday to hear and see the English Cold- 
stream Guards Band and the Royal 
Scots Dragoon Guards with their Pipes 
and Drums and Highland Dancers. 

_ So off we went on a lovely late-Sunday 
afternoon. We went in time to visit a 
friend in the hospital and then, because 
the hour was getting late, ate in the 
hospital cafeteria. The food was excel- 
lent and the atmosphere pleasant. 
Perhaps it was not the place most people 
would choose for an anniversary dinner, 
but this was not a traditional celebra- 
tion. It served our purposes well. 
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This picture was given to Evelyn by the anniversary committee with the following 
notation: “To Evelyn Birkby, daughter of our first pastor, Talmo United Methodist 
Church, new in 1965 after an electrical storm burned our first church building.” 
Chairman, Doris Dewey Smith. 

The evening’s entertainment was 
exciting. Every time the bagpipes skirled, 
my Scottish ancestry gave mea nudge. 
The bands played and marched with 
great precision, the highlanders danced 
the great traditional steps and the pipers 
blew interesting music right up to the 
marvelous concluding selection, “Amaz- 
ing Grace”. I was ready to pack my bags 
and head for Scotland. It was a great 
experience. 

Wallpaper, a hospital cafeteria, gravel, 
an English band and a Scottish bagpipe 
group make up an unusual mix for a35th 
wedding anniversary, but it proved to be 
an unforgettable and fun part of 1981. 
. Another fascinating experience which 
came my way in late fall was a trip back 
into the past. Robert and! traveled to the 
small community of Talmo, Kans., to 
share in the anniversary celebration of 
the United Methodist Church. 
When the church in Talmo was 

organized, following a revival meeting, 
the first minister to be assigned was Carl 
Milford Corrie. It was his first pastorate 
since his graduation from Garret Theo- 
logical Seminary in Evanston, Ill. It was 
also the first home to which he brought 
his new bride. 
When the honeymoon couple reached 

Talmo via train from Illinois, they moved 
into the small, four-room parsonage 
which rapidly became the social center of 
the community. Years went by and the 
two returned to Illinois to serve churches 
there and then moved, eventually, to 
Iowa. During those years they also par- 
ented two daughters, my sister, Ruth, 
and myself. 
The work of the Methodist church in 

Talmo continues. As is true in many 
small towns, Talmo has grown smaller. 
The church survived but a bolt of 
lightning struck the building in 1964 and . 
the resulting fire destroyed the house of - 

worship so lovingly built during that first 
year in the life of the congregation. A new 
edifice, built on the same site, was dedi- 
cated in 1965. 
The anniversary activities provided a 

time of sharing of the troubled, the diffi- 
cult, the emotional, the good and the joy- 
ous experiences of the many good 
people which have been touched by the 
existence of the church. It was a time of 
looking forward to what opportunities 
the future may bring. And it was a time 
for me to learn more about my own par- 
ents and what they meant to the mem- 
bers of this small Kansas community and 
their brand-new church. 

It would have been nice to linger longer 
in that atmosphere of friendship and 
memories, but we finally said goodbye 
and turned our car toward Sidney and 
our Iowa home. 
The more recent past has been a busy 

time filled with much music. The holi- 
days really began at Thankssiving for our 
United Methodist Chancel Choir sang at 
the community union services. Then, the 
following Sunday, we went with our min- 
ister, Dr. Wayne Clark, to the local 
health-care facility to provide the music 
for an afternoon worship service. I can 
honestly say we have never sung 
better—sharing our holiday with the 
residents and staff inspired us to do our 
best. | 
As I write this, our choir is preparing a 

Christmas cantata which is particularly 
beautiful. The accompaniment is most 
unusual. [t is a professional tape pur- 
chased along with the vocal music. It has 
harps, chimes, drums, cymbals, an entire 
orchestra, everything a small church 
needs for background music which could 
not be easily supplied by local musi- 
Clans. : 
When we first began practicing, we 

(Continued on page 22)
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SLOW COOKER BEANS WITH 
MEAT 

1 Ib. lean ground beef 
1 lb. bacon, cut into 1- to 1%4-inch 

pieces 
2 1-lb. cans pork and beans (un- 

drained) 
1 1-lb. can kidney beans, undrained 
1 1-lb. can large butter beans, drained 
1 medium onion, diced 
1/4 cup brown sugar 
1/2 tsp. liquid smoke 
3 Thls. vinegar 
1/4 cup catsup 
3 Tbls. molasses 
Brown beef, drain excess fat and place 

in slow-cooking pot. Fry bacon, drain fat 
and place in slow-cooking pot along with 
the rest of the ingredients. Stir to mix. 
Turn on high and cook for about 3 hours. 

—Dorothy 

BLUEBERRY-CHEESE DESSERT > 
SQUARES 

1 3/4 cups sifted flour 
1 tsp. baking powder 
1/4 tsp. salt 
1 Tbls. brown sugar 
1/2 cup margarine 
1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter butter 

flavoring 
1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter almond 

flavoring 
1 cup shredded mild Cheddar cheese 
1 10-oz. jar blueberry jam 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter blueberry 

_ flavoring 
Resift flour with baking powder, salt 

and brown sugar. Cut in margarine, 
butter and almond flavorings and cheese 
until crumbly. Set aside 3/4 cup of the 
mixture. Pat remaining crumb mixture 
into 8-inch square pan. Mix the blue- 
berry flavoring into the jam and spread 
over crumb layer. Sprinkle the remaining 
3/4 cup crumb mixture over top. Bake in 
moderate oven for about 25 minutes. 
Cool and cut into squares. 
Other jams and flavorings could be 

used. —Betty Jane 
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MEAL -IN-ONE 

1 lb. ground beef 
1 Tbls. salad oil or bacon drippings 
1 clove garlic, minced 
1 tsp. salt 
1 large onion, finely chopped 
1 green pepper, chopped 
1 tsp. chili powder 
1 1-lb. can tomatoes 
1 1-lb. can kidney beans 
3/4 cup uncooked rice 
1/4 cup chopped ripe olives 
3/4 cup shredded Cheddar cheese 
Brown meat in oil until crumbly. Add 

garlic, salt, onion, green pepper and chili 
powder. Saute for 5 minutes. Add 
tomatoes, beans and rice. Place in 
greased 2-quart casserole dish. Bake un- 
covered for about 45 minutes at 350 
degrees. Sprinkle olives and cheese on 
top and bake an additional 15 minutes. 
One tablespoon of green chilies can be 
added if you like a spicy casserole. 

This can be assembled ahead and > 

refrigerated for several hours. If chilled, a 
few more minutes of baking time may 
have to be added. —Betty Jane 

~ CHOCOLATE-PEPPERMINT 
CAKE 

2 cups sifted cake flour 
1 tsp. soda 
1/2 tsp. salt 
1/3 cup shortening 
1 1/4 cups sugar 
2 eggs 
3 1-oz. squares semisweet chocolate 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla flavoring 
1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter burnt sugar 

flavoring 
1/2 cup sour cream 
3/4 cup milk 
Sift the flour, soda and salt together; 

set aside. Cream together the shorten- 
ing and sugar; add eags and beat well. In 
small pan, melt the chocolate; stir in the 
flavorings. Add the melted chocolate 
mixture to the creamed mixture. 
Combine the sour cream and milk and 
add to the mixture alternately with the 
flour mixture. Beat for 2 to 3 minutes at 
medium speed. Pour batter into two: 
greased and floured 9-inch cake pans. 
Bake at 350 degrees for about 30 
minutes. Cool and remove from pans. 
Frost with the following: 

1/4 cup crushed hard peppermint 
candy 

1/3 cup half-and-half _ 
1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter mint flavoring 
1 |-Ilb. box powdered sugar 
1/3 cup margarine or butter 
Put candy and half-and-half in small 

pan. Place on low heat and stir until 
candy melts. Add flavoring. Put pow- 
dered sugar in bowl and pour in candy 
mixture slowly while stirring. Add the 
margarine or butter and beat until 
smooth. Frost between layers, sides and 
top of cake. —duliana 

CHILI-EGG PUFF 

10 eggs 
1/2 cup unsifted flour 
1 tsp. baking powder 
1/2 tsp. salt 
1 pint creamed small-curd cottage 

cheese 
1 lb. Jack cheese, shredded 
1/2 cup melted butter 
2 4-oz. cans diced green chilies 
In bowl, with electric mixer, beat eggs 

until light and lemon-colored. Sift flour 
with baking powder and add to eggs 
along with salt, cheeses and melted 
butter. Blend well and then add chilies. 
Pour into well-buttered 9- by 13-inch 
baking pan. Bake at 350 degrees for 
about 35 minutes or until top is brown 
and center is firm. Cut into squares and 
serve. Serves 10 to 12. —Robin 

TURKEY TURNOVERS 
(A make-ahead recipe) 

Pastry for 2-crust pie 
3 cups chopped cooked turkey 
2 Tbls. minced parsley 
1/2 cup chopped onion, lightly sauteed 
6 Tbls. sour cream 
1 1/2 tsp. salt 
1/4 tsp. freshly ground black pepper 
Roll out the pastry to 1/8 inch thick. 

Cut into 3-inch circles. (I used a glass.) 
Combine the remaining ingredients. 
Place about a tablespoonful of mixture 
on each circle or dough. Fold over and 
seal edges. Place on a sheet and freeze. 
Remove from sheet when frozen and 
place in bag, sealing tightly. 
When ready to use, bake in oven pre- 

heated to 375 degrees for about 12 
minutes. Chicken could be used also. 

—Robin 

HOMEMADE NAVY BEAN SOUP 

2 cups dry navy beans, soaked over- 
night 

3 quarts water 
1 Tbls. minced onion 
1/2 tsp. celery salt 
1/4 tsp. black pepper 
1/4 tsp. dry mustard 
4 Tbls. butter 
2 This. flour 
1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter butter 

flavoring — 
Fresh chopped parsley (optional) 
Drain beans. Add the water, onion, 

celery salt, pepper and dry mustard. 
Bring to boiling, cover and reduce heat to 
simmer. Simmer for several hours until 
beans are very tender. (More water may 
have to be added during cooking time.) 
When beans are cooke!, press througha 
coarse sieve, making « puree. In a pan, 
melt the butter. Add tie flour and flavor- 
ing, blending until smooth. Add to bean 
puree. Bring to boiling and cook about 10 
minutes. Sprinkle fresh chopped parsley 
over top and serve. Serves 4 to 6. 

—Juliana
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NECTARINE SOUR CREAM PIE 

Pastry for a 2-crust pie 
3/4 to 1 cup sugar 
2 Tbls. cornstarch 
1/2 tsp. ground cardamon 
Dash of salt 
1/2 cup sour cream 
1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter almond 

~ flavoring 
5% to 6 cups sliced unpeeled necta- 

rines 
Line 9-inch pie pan with pastry. Pre- 

heat oven to 400 degrees. In bowl, com- 
bine the sugar, cornstarch, cardamon, 
salt, sour cream and flavoring. Fold in the 
nectarines. Spoon into pie shell and top 
with crust. Bake about 50 minutes. Deli- 
cious served warm with ice cream. 

—Dorothy 

VEGETABLE-CHEESE BAKE 

1 1-lb. can cream-style corn 
1 10-0z. pkg. frozen chopped broccoli, 

cooked according to package di- 
rections, and drained 

1 egg, beaten 
1/2 cup coarse cracker crumbs 
1 This. instant onion 
2 This. butter 
1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter butter 

flavoring 
1/2 tsp. salt 
1/2 tsp. pepper 
1/2 cup cubed cheese 
1 cup crushed garlic-onion flavored 

croutons 
1 to 2 Tbls. melted butter 
Combine all but the last two ingredi- 

ents. Place the mixture in a greased 
baking pan. Sprinkle the crushed crou- 
tons over the vegetables and drizzle with 
the melted butter. Bake for 40 to 45 min- 
utes at 350 degrees. —Dorothy 

3-CHEESE CHICKEN CASSEROLE 

2 cups cooked narrow noodles 
1/2 cup chopped green pepper 
1/2 cup chopped onion 
3 Tbls. melted margarine 
1 can cream of chicken soup 
1/2 cup milk 
1 4-0z. can mushrooms 
1 12-0z. carton creamed cottage: 

cheese, undrained 
3 cups chopped cooked chicken 
10 ozs. shredded Cheddar cheese 
1/2 cup grated Parmesan cheese 
Cook noodles according to package 

directions, drain and set aside. Saute the 
green pepper and onion in_ the 
margarine. Remove from heat and stir in 
the chicken soup, milk and mushrooms. 
In a greased 9- by 13-inch pan, place half 
of the noodles. Cover with half of the 
soup mixture, then half of the cottage 
cheese, half of the cooked chicken, half 
of the Cheddar cheese. Repeat the layers 
until all is used. Top with Parmesan 
cheese and bake at 350 degrees for about 
45 minutes. —Verlene 

CLOUD BISCUITS 

2 cups stirred or sifted flour 
1 Tbls. sugar 
4 tsp. baking powder 
1/2 tsp. ‘salt 
1/2 cup shortening 
1 beaten egg 
2/3 cup milk 

_ 1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter butter 
flavoring 

Sift or stir dry ingredients Sc hesir ina 
bowl. Cut in shortening until mixture 
resembles coarse crumbs. Combine 
liquid ingredients, beat with a fork. Add 
to dry ingredients all at once. Turn out on 
floured breadboard and knead gently 
about 20 strokes. Roll or pat dough 3/4 
inch thick. Cut with a floured 2-inch 
cooky cutter. Place on ungreased baking 
sheet about an inch apart. Chill 1 to 3 
hours. Bake at 425 to 450 degrees until 
golden brown, about 10 to 14 minutes. 
Serve piping hot. Biscuits will be light and 
flaky. : 
A marvelous biscuit to make a few 

hours before serving, since they are sup- 
posed to chill. Perfect for Sunday to 
make before dinner and have ready to go 
into the oven when the family returns — 
from church. 

This recipe came from the White Oak 
Church Pioneer Heritage Cookbook. 

—Evelyn 

POLYNESIAN MEAT BALLS WITH 
SAUCE 

(A make-ahead recipe) 

Wanton wrappers 
1 lb. ground round 
20 small shrimp, chopped fine 
1 medium onion, chopped fine 
1/2 tsp. salt 
1 tsp. pepper 
1 egg yolk 
1 tsp. mild vinegar 
1 small can water chestnuts, finely 

sliced 
Combine the above ingredients 

(except Wanton wrappers) and mix well. 
Using less than a teaspoonful, shape 
mixture into small balls. Place a ball in 
center of a Wanton wrapper and fold 
wrapper around meat ball securely. 
Freeze. When ready to use, deep-fat fry 
frozen. Serve with the following sauce: 

4 Tbls. vinegar 
5 Tbls. white sugar 
1 tsp. salt 
2 1/2 Tbls. hot water 
4 Tbls. Worcestershire sauce 
4 Tbls. catsup 
2 tsp. cornstarch 
1 tsp. oil 
1/2 tsp. MSG 
Combine and heat stirring constantly 

until thick. NOTE: Wanton wrappers 
can be purchased in Oriental specialty 
food shops or in the Oriental foods sec- 
tion of large supermarkets. | 

An excellent party food which can be 
prepared ahead. —Robin 
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STUFFED MUSHROOMS 

12 large fresh mushrooms 
2 1/2 Tbls. butter 
1 Tbls. chopped shallot or onion 
2 Tbls. chopped cooked ham 
Salt 
1 cup warm medium white sauce 
3 Tbls. grated Parmesan cheese 
Butter 
Slice off ends of mushroom stems and 

chop fine. Melt butter in pan and saute 
shallot or onion until transparent. Add 
ham and cook one minute. Add chopped 
mushroom stems and cook, stirring for 
three minutes. Drain any excess fat. 
Combine with the salt, warm white sauce 
and Parmesan cheese. Stuff mushrooms 
with filling. Dot with butter. Place on 
greased cooky sheet and bake at 500 
degrees for 15 minutes. Watch closely. 
Serve warm. —Robin 

OXTAIL SOUP 

2 1/2 Ibs. oxtails, cut up 
1 cup chopped onion 
3 cloves garlic, minced 
2 stalks celery, chopped 
1 tsp. salt 
7 cups water 
1/2 cup pearl barley 
1/2 cup lentils 
Salt and pepper 
Fresh minced parsley 
Place the oxtails, onion, garlic, celery, 

salt and water in a large kettle. Bring to 
boiling, cover and continue boiling at 
medium heat for about 1 1/2 hours. Skim 
off. Allow to cool and remove fat. Reheat 
and add the barley and cook rapidly for 
45 minutes. Add the lentils and continue 
cooking for another 45 minutes. Add 
more Salt, if desired, and the pepper. Just 
before serving, top with fresh minced 
parsley, if desired. —Juliana 

GOURMET CHICKEN ROLLS 

1 tube crescent rolls 
1 small can boned chicken 
1 8-oz. pkg. cream cheese 
2 ozs. water chestnuts, chopped 
1 Tbls. lemon juice 
Pinch sage or poultry seasoning 
Salt and pepper to taste 
1/4 tsp. chicken bouillon granules (op- 

tional) 
Roll out dough very thin. (Can make 

your own yeast dough if desired.) Com- 
bine remaining ingredients. Spoon a por- 
tion of this chicken mixture onto each 
section of thin dough. Pull dough up 

- around filling. Place on baking sheet and 
bake at 375 degrees for 30 minutes. For 
an extra touch for company, roll each 
packet in melted butter and then in fine 
bread crumbs before baking. These can 
be made a day or two ahead of time, 
then, just before baking, roll in the 
melted butter and crumbs and bake as 
directed. For hors d’oeuvres, make them 
very small and dainty. —Evelyn
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PEANUT BUTTER CHIP 
BROWNIES 

1 1/3 cups sifted flour 
1/8 tsp. soda , 
1/2 cup shortening 
1 cup sugar 
2 eggs 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla flavoring 
1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter burnt sugar 

flavoring 
1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter butter 

flavoring 
3/4 cup chocolate-flavored syrup 
1 cup peanut butter chips 
Resift flour with soda and set aside. 

Cream the shortening and sugar until 

Cold weather 

perks up appetites — 

KITCHEN-KLATTER 
FLAVORINGS 
satisfy them. 

Looking for economical ways to 
put healthy, filling meals in front of 
your family this winter? Kitchen- 
Klatter has 17 helpers. Call them 
FLAVOR ENHANCERS or EXTEN- 
DERS and you get the idea. 

Add Kitchen-Klatter Flavor- 
ings to main dishes, salads, vege- 
tables, soups, frostings, desserts, 
hot or cold drinks. Add any of the 
fruit flavorings to mixed fruits, gela- 
tin salads and custards. Put maple 
or burnt sugar flavoring in hot oat- 
meal. Drop a little vanilla into each 
cup of cocoa. Remember the nut fla- 
vorings—almond, coconut and black 
walnut—when you bake cakes, mix 
up cookies, prepare frostings or 
serve whipped toppings. 

Seventeen yummy ways to perk 
up winter appetites: 

Pineapple 
Blueberry 
Raspberry 
Strawberry 
Burnt Sugar 
Black Walnut 
Vanilla (dark) 
Vanilla (clear) 

If you can’t yet buy them at your store, send us 
$3.25 for any three 3-oz. bottles. Vanilla comes 
in both dark and clear in the 3-oz. bottles. Dark 
vanilla is also available in a jumbo 8-oz. bottle at 
$2.00. 

SPECIAL GIFT BOX—Six 3-0z. bottles of 
your choice postpaid for $6.00. Kitchen-Klat-. 
ter, Shenandoah, lowa 51601. 
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light and fluffy. Add the eggs and flavor- 
ings and beat well. Add the dry ingredi- 
ents alternately with the syrup, beating 
well after each addition. Stir in chips. 
Spread in greased 9- by 13-inch pan and 
bake at 350 degrees for 30 to 35 minutes. 
While brownies are baking, prepare the 
following glaze: 

1/3 cup sugar 
1/4 cup half-and-half or evaporated 

milk 
2 This. butter 
1 cup peanut butter chips 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla flavoring 
1/2 of 1-oz. square unsweetened choc- 

olate (optional) 
Combine the sugar, half-and-half or 

milk and butter. Place over medium heat 
and stir constantly until it comes to boil- 
ing. Remove from heat and add chips and 
flavoring. Stir until blended. Spread over 
the brownies as soon as they come out of 
the oven. Melt the chocolate and drizzle 
over top. Cool, cut and serve. 

—Dorothy 

DOROTHY’S PORK ROAST 

Pork shoulder roast 
1/2 tsp. curry powder 
Rub roast with the curry powder. 

Place in covered pan and bake in slow 
oven (325 degrees) for 24% to 3 hours. 
Drain off excess fat and prepare the fol- 
lowing: 

1 can cream of mushroom soup 
1 cup uncooked rice 
1/2 tsp. curry powder 
1 can Chinese mixed vegetables, 

drained 
1/2 to 3/4 cup water 
Salt and pepper 
Combine the above ingredients and 

spoon around the roast. Cover and re- 
turn to oven for about 1 more hour or 

until rice and meat are done. 

PEACHY BANANA BREAD 

2 cups unsifted flour 
1 tsp. baking powder 
1/2 tsp. soda 
1/2 tsp. salt 
1 cup sugar 
1/2 cup chopped dried peaches 
1/2 cup chopped raisins 
1 cup mashed ripe banana 
1/2 cup milk 

1 egg 
1/4 cup melted butter or margarine 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla flavoring 
1/2 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter banana 

flavoring 
In a bowl, stir together dry ingredients, 

peaches and raisins until thoroughly 
mixed. In separate bowl, combine re- 
maining ingredients. Add to dry 
ingredients. Stir to blend well. Pour into a 
4,- by 84-inch greased loaf pan. Bake for 
1 hour and 15 minutes at 350 degrees or 
until loaf pulls away from sides of pan. 
Recipe can be doubled. Freezes well. 

—Juliana 

DRESSED-UP MACARONI & 
CHEESE 

1 8-0z. pkg. macaroni 
6 strips bacon, cut into 1/2-inch pieces 
1/2 cup chopped onion 
1 10-oz. can condensed cream of 

mushroom soup 
1 4-0z. can mushroom stems and 

pieces 
2/3 cup milk 
1 1/2 cups shredded Colby or Long- 

horn cheese . 
1 1/2 cups shredded sharp Chedda 

cheese 
1 10-0z. pkg. frozen peas, thawed 

enough to separate 
1 small jar pimiento, drained and diced 
Cook macaroni according to 

package directions. (Do not add salt.) 
Cook bacon a few minutes and then add 
onion and continue cooking until bacon 
is crisp and onion is transparent. Stir in 
soup, mushrooms and milk. Combine 
the remaining ingredients with the soup 
mixture and macaroni. Spoon into large 
casserole and bake at 375 degrees for 40 
to 45 minutes. —Dorothy 

COFFEE CAKE 

3 cups flour 
3 tsp. baking powder 
1/2 cup margarine 
1/2 cup homogenized shortening 
1 cup sugar 
4 eggs, separated 
1/2 cup milk 
1/2 cup strong brewed coffee, room 

temperature 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter vanilla flavoring 
1 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter burnt sugar 

flavoring | 
1/4 tsp. Kitchen-Klatter butter 

flavoring 
1/4 tsp. salt 
1 Tbls. cinnamon 
1 1/4 Thbls. cocoa 
1/2 cup sugar 
Sift the flour and baking powder to- 

gether six times. Set aside. 
Cream the margarine, shortening and 

1 cup sugar. Add the egg yolks one at a 
time, beating well after each addition. 
Combine the milk, coffee and flavorings. 
Add the flour mixture to the creamed 
mixture alternately with the combined 
liquids. Beat the egg whites with the salt 
until very stiff. Fold into the batter. 
Grease and flour a bundt pan. Using 

about one-third of the batter, make a 
layer in bottom of bundt pan. Combine 
the cinnamon, cocoa and the 1/2 cup 
sugar. Sprinkle half of this cinnamon 
mixture over first layer of batter. 
Continue with another layer of a third of 
the batter, remaining cinnamon mixture 
and ending with the last layer of batter on 
top. Bake for one hour in oven preheated 
to 375 degrees. Cool in pan for 15 
minutes, then remove from pan. Serve 
warm with butter. —Juliana
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LATEST NEWS FROM 
ADRIENNE 

Dear Friends: 
The last time I wrote to you I was a 

freshman, excited to start college at 
Northwestern University. Now, four 
years and many experiences later, | am 
almost finished with my senior year. It is 
hard to believe that in a few months I will 
be leaving Evanston and starting some- 
thing entirely new. 

I wish that I could spend the little time I 
have left living so close to Chicago by 
taking the train into the city to visit the 
museums and the art institute, or just to 
window-shop on Michigan Avenue, but 
time for fun is scarcer now than ever 
before. I have joined the ranks of anxious 
seniors around the country who are 
trying to find themselves a job to begin 
after they graduate. 
Northwestern has a famous career- 

placement center which hosts almost 
three hundred business recruiters from 
around the country. They come and 
spend a day meeting students who will 
graduate in June. Unfortunately, in the 
limited time available, each one can only 
talk to fifteen students. The competition 
to be placed on their schedules is fierce. 
Once a month, seniors and graduate stu- 
dents start to line up at five in the 
morning to be sure that their names will 
be included on the small list who will be 
granted interviews. If you can imagine 
sixty shivering bodies, up before dawn 
just to sign up with a recruiter, then you 
can share in this job-hunt mania. 
Although I am majoring in Industrial 

Engineering, I have started interviewing 
with companies looking for either sales 
representatives, management trainees, 
or industrial engineers. Each type of re- 
cruiter has his own special technique to 
find out if you are the particular candi- 
date for which he is looking to fill a posi- 
tion. Some are very straightforward and 
simply review your resume, asking about 
your previous job experiences and an- 
swering any questions about their oper- 
ation. Others are much more difficult. 
This type of interviewer hopes to dis- 
cover how you think and act under 
pressure. He asks such questions as: 
“How do you motivate yourself?” “Tell 
me about a problem and how you 
handled it.” “What are some of your 
greatest disappointments?” This last 
question in particular gave me trouble 
because we were brought up to see 
something positive in every experience 
and not feel disappointment. 
To get ready for interviews, I read two 

wonderful books which prepare appli- 
cants for the type of questions most fre- 
quently asked. One is called How to Get 
a Better Job Faster by Richard Payne, 
and the other is The Neglected Art of 
Being Interviewed by H. Anthony Med- 
ley. But no book, no matter how 

snow, even if it means having to scoop 
the sidewalk. 

complete, can second-guess the 
surprising and creative approaches an 
interviewer may take. 

In theory, an interview should be 
simple. What could possibly be easier 
than talking about the subject you know 
best—yourself? But when an _intimi- 
dating man in a dark suit sits hanging on 
your every word, it suddenly becomes 
very difficult. I am luckier than many 
because women engineers who are 
willing to stand on the plant floor next to 
a roaring blast furnace are hard to find! 

After the first set of screening inter- 
views are held here, the company may 
invite applicants to a second interview, 
and the lucky candidates are flown to the 
sight of the potential job to see the firm 
and meet the people with whom they 
may be working. This winter and spring 
promise to be very busy, juggling classes 
and traveling. 
Most of my friends are singling out the 

companies they will consider by climate. 
After four years of living in the Chicago 
area, they want to escape to the sunny, 
warm South. I am taking just the 
opposite approach. I will always want to 
live in a region with four, beautiful 
seasons and snowy, blustery winters. 

I am an avid cross-country skier, and 
my greatest complaint this year is that we 
have not had enough snow. Not since the 
blizzard that hit the Midwest in 1979, 
have we had enough ground cover to 
keep our skis from sticking to the grass 
and scratching on the gravel. During my 
junior and senior years of high school, | 
trained for a 36-mile cross-country mara- 
thon held just south of Superior, Wiscon- 
sin. Every morning, | would faithfully 

strap on my skis and put in several miles 
before school in hopes of building up the 
endurance to handle the 36 miles. But 
training for that kind of distance takes 
more than a few snowy months, it takes 
an entire year of lifting weights, running 
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and skiing. Perhaps next year, with the 
textbooks closed and more free time on 
my hands, I will be able to get in shape 
and compete. 

Last January was the first time I can 
remember being thankful that the 
weather was more mild than usual. I 
broke my foot in an aggressive game of 
floor hockey and was sentenced to six 
weeks of cold toes and crutches. Hobbl- 
ing as quickly as possible from one class 
to the next on the crowded sidewalks 
around the campus, I was happy every 
day that the snow and ice bypassed 

_ Chicago. 
Over Thanksgiving, Clark Driftmier 

told us about his father’s experience with 
broken feet. Cross-country — skiing 
around the circular course set up for his 
first lesson, Uncle Wayne lost his bal- 
ance, fell forward across the binding, and 
suffered the only injury I have ever heard 
about acquired on a flat track. Despite 
his broken foot, with true Driftmier 
determination, he limped through the 
rest of the lesson. 

I definitely need that kind of spirit as I 
continue searching for a job. I hope that 
the next time I write to you I will have an 
exciting, challenging future to tell you 
about. 

Until then, 
Adrienne Driftmier 

YOU CANT 

You can’t make the weak become 
strong by starving the strong. 
You can’t make the small become 

great by criticizing the great. 
You can’t make the poor become rich 

by destroying the wealthy. 
You can’t make the evil become good 

by eliminating the saintly. 
You can’t make the stupid become 

smart by ignoring the wise. 
You can’t disregard the brains and 

muscle and fortitude and character that 
make people what they are. Every per- 
son has the choice and the chance to be- 
come better. 

COVER PICTURE 

We welcome 1982 with a new year and 
a new baby. Here is the most recent addi- 
tion to our family—little Cassandra 
Carol Palo. Her mother, Mary Lea 
Driftmier Palo, told you in the Novem- 
ber issue about her arrival, and we were 
eager to share her first picture with you 
friends. 

Christopher, aged four, and Isabel, 
now seven, are very interested in every- 
thing that their new sister does. They 
have taken the necessary disruptions in 
their usual routine right in stride. 
The Palo family has lived in Bellevue, 

Nebraska, since 1980 when Vincent was 
transferred to the Offutt Air Force Base. 

—Lucile 
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Come Read 
With Me 

by 
Armada Swanson 

A precious little book that caught my 
eye is The Long Way to a New Land 
(Harper & Row Jr. Books, 10 E. 53rd St., 
N.Y., N.Y. 10022, $7.25) by Joan Sandin. 
This is another J Can Read history book 
for ages 4-8, but the story is appropriate 
for all ages. 

It was in 1868—the hunger years— 
that 50,000 Swedes emigrated to 
America. Rich farmland, job opportun- 
ities, and social mobility brought them 
here. Amerikafeber (America fever) 
spread fast through earlier emigrants. 

_ Like thousands of others, Swedes were 
willing to leave everything for the land of 
opportunity. Joan Sandin has taken this 
idea and woven a tender story about Carl 
Erik and his family in Sweden. Carl Erik’s 
pappa knew they needed rain for the 
crops; none came. Mamma mixed moss 

KITCHEN-KLATTER 
COOKBOOK — 

Start the New Year right with 
your own copy of this great cook- 
book. Filled with over 1900 tested 
recipes guaranteed to warm up 
your winter meals. Simple sugges- 
tions and company fare blend to 
make this as great for the experi- 
enced cook as the beginner. Each 
copy is $6.00 plus sales tax for 
lowa residents. 

STORY OF AN 
AMERICAN FAMILY 

The exciting account of events 
that happened in the lives of two 
Midwestern American families. 
Many questions regarding these 
remarkable people are answered 
by author, Lucile Driftmier Ver- 
ness.$3.00 per copy. 

Order from: 

KITCHEN-KLATTER 
Shenandoah, lowa 

51601 
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and bark with flour to bake their bread; it 
made their stomachs ache. 
A letter arrived from Uncle Axel in 

America telling of their new life and 
asking Carl Erik and family to come. 
Cousin Anna Stina wrote, “We eat wheat 
bread with butter every day. I can speak 
English better than Mamma and Pappa!” 
Pappa decided they would go. After 
selling their small farm, he made a trunk 
with a lock and filled it with supplies. 

_ By cart and horse, they journeyed to 
Gothenburg, Sweden, then to England 
by boat. The City of Baltimore was the 
ship that brought them to America. 
After storms and fevers, they arrived at 
New York, where they were examined 
by doctors. A letter from Uncle Axel said 
they would be met at the railway station, 
and there was work for the winter. As 
Carl Erik tasted the fresh wheat bread 
and sweet butter of his new land, he whis- 
pered, “Now we are arrived.” ) 
Joan Sandin, a resident of Stockholm, 

Sweden, for the last eight and a half 
years, has recreated with skill the hard- 
ships and experiences many Europeans 
faced when they left their homelands. 
My father, Carl W. Carlson, often told 

us of leaving Karlshamn, Sweden, and 
traveling by the ship, Oskar II. His arrival 
at Ellis Island with crowds of others must 
have made him feel forlorn. Can you 
imagine the emotions our son must have 
felt when he toured Ellis Island recently? 
Ellis Island—where so many of our 
ancestors first stepped foot on Ameri- 
can land. Dad was put on the train to 
Dakota City, lowa, where he was met by 
his brothers and the Axel Anderson 
family and then began a new life. Many of 
you readers have your own heartwarm- 
ing family memories such as this. 
What Really Matters (The Stephen 

Greene Press, Brattleboro, Vermont 

The book, The Long Way to a New Land, brought this picture to mind. It is treasured 

05301, $12.95) by E. Jane Over and Her- 
bert J. Oyer is a compilation of twelve 
perspectives on living. In a series of 
personal interviews with the Overs, 
people who have achieved, who are old, 
who are still active, share their experi- 
ences and wisdom in the light of certain 
common human concerns. What better 
way to comment on this book than to let 
these interesting people speak: 
What do you have to say about love 

and hate? Norman Vincent Peale: “Well, 
of course, the other word for Christian- 
ity is love. It’s a philosophy of love. If you 
could define Christianity in one word it 
would be love, because that’s the basic 
element.” 
On the family . .. Colonel Harland San- 

ders: “I think that’s the most important 
thing! That’s what America is built on. It 
was founded on families that were close 
together, and lived for a purpose.” 
On religious and moral principles . . . 

Sam Levenson: “You get your training 
fundamentally in the family. I think that is 
the greatest school there is. I think going 
to school is a form and a formula that is 
required of civilized people. But my 
mother and father taught us affection 
and taught us love and taught us ritual 

Of those mentioned, Colonel Sanders 
and Sam Levenson both died in 1980, but 
it can be said they lived life to the fullest. 

It was in March of 1980 that Gladys 
Taber, author of the Stillmeadow jour- 
nals, died. Her informal essays on life 
which made up many of her books have 
charmed readers for years. I’m reading 
again my collection of her books, and 
working on an article. When my reviews 
of her books appeared in Kitchen- 
Klatter, | would send a copy of the maga- 
zine to her. By her warm notes to me, I 
knew she enjoyed Kitchen-Klatter, too! 

SSS 

in the Swanson family because it shows Armada’s father, his brothers and a friend. 
Taken in 1912 especially to send to their parents in Sweden the young men wore 
their just-purchased overcoats, with fur collars, celebrating their new lives in 
America. From left, back row: John Nelson, Julius Carlson; front row: August Carl- 
son, Ernest Carlson, and Carl W. Carlson, Armada’s father. 
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WINTER COMES TO 
GREYSTONE 

by 
Harold R. Smith 

Winter is always marked clearly in red 
on our calendar and it is a constant 
source of amusement to me when 
Frances says, “How can they determine 
the exact day, hour and minute when 
winter arrives?” I don’t fully understand it 
either but I do know that all of nature’s 
rhythms and seasons are dictated by 
Mother Nature herself and the calendar 
is mankind’s invention. 
Throughout the years, we have seen 

winter come very early and remain when 
the air should have been balmy and fall- 
like. In other years, the temperature 
remained warm far longer than 
expected. I have come to the conclusion 
that we no longer measure seasons as 
accurately as we once did. The heaviest 
snows of yesteryear came early and 
remained on the ground for many 
months. Scooping snow became a full- 
time job to keep paths open to the 
various dependencies such as the coal 
shed, the wood pile, and the 
smokehouse where cured hams, 
shoulders and slabs of bacon hung sus- 
pended from rafters. 
The coal shed has been relegated for 

other uses, now, and the old smoke- 
house has become a storage shed to hold 
the surplus of today’s lives; we peer 
through plastic casings at the super- 
market to determine the quality of 
today’s hams and bacon. 

Recently, a heavy snow came that 
drifted the lawn. Neighbor children were 
playing outdoors costumed in red and 
blue snowsuits. They appeared as a blue- 
bird and a redbird who chose to stay with 
us during the long winter months. As 
other children joined them they had a 
lively time scooping up mittenfuls of 
snow, throwing it and watching it shim- 
mer to the ground like diamond dust. 
Plastic sleds appeared and the children 
soon knifed their way down the snowy 
hill. (Whatever happened to the wooden 
and steel sleds?) 
One winter path that is always 

scooped by us is the one to the outside 
basement door. Greystone once had an 
inside door to the basement but it was in- 
conveniently located in the center of the 
kitchen floor so was closed many years 
ago. Since Checquers, the black-and- 
white cat, sleeps in the basement, the 
path to reach him must be scooped. 
Also, we keep the path which leads to the 
old storage shed clear for this is where 
we squirrel away birdseed to replenish 
the feeders. And, when time permits, the 
driveway is shoveled which lends exer- 
cise and icy draughts of air to my lungs. 
We are blessed with thirty evergreen 

trees that are most beautiful when 
dressed with a fresh coat of snow. The 
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Winter has come to Shenandoah, Iowa, also. This snapshot shows a portion of 
Lucile Verness’s home after a heavy snowfall. 

branches often droop under the burden 
of snow and the effect is much like icing 
on an elaborate cake. We have never had 
evergreen branches crash down in 
storms and] like to think we all share the ~ 
flexibility of their branches in the storms 
of life; bend with adversities and snap 
back with the business of living and 
shake off our problems just as easily as 
the evergreens shed clouds of snow. 
A friend came last winter and said, “I 

counted 24 redbirds in your back lawn.” 
She was the fortunate one to see them all 
at one time for we have never done so. 
They wing in and out of the cedars that 
hold their daily buffet. The food must be 
to their liking for they live with us the year 
around. The flight of a redbird against the 
backdrop of a snow-encrusted 
evergreen would lift the spirit of any 
winter-weary soul. 
When the hill in front of Greystone 

becomes slick with ice and snow packs 
the streets, I walk about our village doing 
necessary errands. I can get the car out 
of the driveway but getting back up the 
steep hill, slowing down and turning into 
the drive is almost impossible. When I 
walk, I can observe much more, such as 
the resident rabbit who lives in a vacant 
lot. 

Night lowers its curtain early on winter 
evenings as lights appear in homes. I like 
to think of them as “supper lights”. The 
kitchen is a busy place as supper is pre- 
pared where rosy-cheeked children 
devour their portions with appetites 
whetted by the cold air and exercise. 
Frances often bakes bread during the 
colder months and the odor lingers more 
satisfying than expensive perfumes. 
Long winter evenings are great for re- 

laxing. Even the house settles down with 
an occasional squeak. Old houses tend 
to “talk” much of the winter and it some- 
times seems there are multiple conver- 

sations going at the same time. Whether 
the house protests the cold or the multi- 
tude of people who have walked on its 
floors and staircase, I’ve never been able 
to determine. It tends to speak softly in 
the early-morning hours and often I hear 
the attic speaking to the rafters or floor 
joists as I turn over and drift back to 
sleep. 
Many people tell me that they detest 

winter and feel it is best viewed from 
inside a warm house. Most, however, do 
agree there is beauty unlike other 
seasons. 
When a winter thaw comes, I note the 

snowmelt coming from the steep roof. It 
slides down under packed snow and ice 
and drips consistently from the roof 
edge. The air grows warmer and the sun 
brings heat to the earth. The thaw may 
last but a few hours or for several days 
before winter returns again, but the 
promise of spring is beyond the horizon 
and someday it will walk softly upon the 
earth. In the meantime, we enjoy the 
beauty of this rugged, invigorating 
season in the Midwest. . 

Koes a 
CHIMNEY TALK 

I often wonder as I watch 
The smoke from winter chimney tops, 
Curling softly through the air 
To whisper to a neighbor there, 
Or puffing strong and dark and high 
To shout against the winter sky. 
Some chimneys are silent—not a sign of 

warmth or sound— 
No smoke around. 
Could this day of ready insulation 
Bring an end to chimney conversation?? 

—Leona Cormack
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COVERED DISH CARRIER 

Material needed: Circle of terry cloth 
about 22 inches in diameter, approxi- 
mately 4 yards of 1-inch bias tape, 8 plas- 
tic curtain rings, about 5/8-inch size. 
Bind edge of terry cloth circle with bias 

tape. At four equidistant points on cir- 
cle’s edge, sew on 2 curtain rings. Fold 
bias tape and machine stitch to make 2 
strips about 30 inches long. Run both 
strips of tape through all 4 pairs of rings 
and machine stitch the ends of both 
strips. Do NOT sew the 2 strips together. 
These strips of tape are the handles 

and are to be used like drawstrings, 
bringing the cloth up around the dish or 

_ table setting to be carried inside. 
—Inez Baker 
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LET THE SHUTTLES FLY 

by 
Helen Mitchel 

The art of tatting has been known for 
centuries, but it is impossible to trace 
its origins. One can only wonder what 
longing for beauty led the first tatter to 
come up with this lovely and fascinating 
method of making lace. Who used the 
first shuttle? Who, indeed, invented it? 
And who created the basic stitch from 
which all the simple and complicated 
patterns evolved? 

It appears that this delicate art became 
popular in the 1700s before the advent of 
textile machinery. The centers of its 
production were in Appenzell and St. 
Gallen, Switzerland, and in Plauen, 
Germany. 
When | think of these centers, I am apt 

to imagine hoards of women sitting 
around in some large room with shuttles 
flying while yards of tatted lace flow 
through their fingers. I also wonder how 
much pay they received for their hours of 
shuttling and to what merchants and in 
what locations this handmade delicacy 
eventually arrived. 
While many types of fancywork seem 

to be continuing in _ popularity— 
crocheting, knitting, quilting, embroi- 
dery, needlepoint—tatting seems to be a 
neglected orphan. I find few pattern 
books that feature it, and the last shuttle I 
managed to unearth was found in a 
Salvation Army Thrift Store. Thread, 
too, has become increasingly hard to 
find. The small spools of tatting thread 
which are necessary for fine work have 
disappeared from our local stores, and 
the only crochet cotton available comes 
in one size—30. The selection of colors 

Didn’t know Santa could make a mistake? Wrong! Sometimes he 
does not send you the Kitchen-Klatter Magazine subscription you 
expected. | 

GOOD NEWS-— just send in an order for your own subscription for 
12 great issues of this useful, interesting and caring publication. 

And if you were the Santa who goofed, go ahead and send that gift 
subscription. The Kitchen-Klatter Magazine will be warmly wel- 
comed whenever it arrives. 

$5.00 , 12 months $6.00 , foreign countries 
(lowa residents, please add sales tax.) 

KITCHEN-KLATTER, Shenandoah, la. 51601 
We will send gift cards if you ask us to. (Please allow three weeks for delivery.) 

varies every time I go on my frequent 
thread hunts. 
A family friend :taught me to tat when 

I was sixteen. I still have the first doily I 
made, which demonstrates the durability 
of something that looks almost as fragile 
as a cobweb. A pregnant mouse once 
found her way into the drawer where 
I kept it. She gnawed up the tissue 
paper of its wrapping and cut through a 
thread or two to make the nest in which 
she deposited six tiny pink babies. We 
disposed of the mouse, babies and all, 
and I mended the cut areas. As of now, 
this doily lies in'state on the buffet where 
it makes a nice base for a bow! of flowers. 
No doubt there are many unsung 

tatters around the country. If tatting 
boasted a more elegant name, would 
these talented ladies lift their hands and 
be counted? In our many travels around 
the country, I have met only one other 
tatter, a lady on the El Capitan train 
bound for Chicago, with whom I ex- 
changed the fascinating aspects of the 
art. She even created her own patterns. I 
did hear of another lacemaker who plied 
her shuttle on a Los Angeles bus. The 
lady had been seeing a psychiatrist and 
he suggested that she learn to do some- 
thing she regarded as impossible. She did 
so regard tatting and she did so learn! 

I can tat but I’m not a good teacher. A 
few weeks ago I made an attempt. The 
would-be tatter, the daughter-in-law of 
our son, has always been amazed by my 
skill. We had a lot of fun but she, alas, 
failed to conquer the essential first step. 
This little stumbling block arose when I 
attempted to explain the absolute neces- 
sity of holding the shuttle thread, which is 
grasped in the right hand, taut, while you 
slide the half-stitch you have managed to 
make along this rigid length to its des- 
tination. 

If you can whip this and have a pattern 
book with diagrams, instructions, and 
also have a grim determination which 
spurs you on to hours of practice, you 
can learn to tat. 

It is a little soon to tell, but a spark of 
life appears to be stirring in the tatting 
field. Just this month a notice in our 
church bulletin advised: “We have 
several women who want to learn to 
TAT. If you can tat and would come to 
assist in this, we would appreciate it.” 

So, if you have a shuttle stored away, 
hunt. it up, If you haven't, start search- 
ing. Shuttles used to be made of ivory, 
tortoise shell, or celluloid. Any recently 
manufactured would probably be plastic. 
Let the secret tatters make themselves 
known and the would-be tatters take up 
the challenge. Let the shuttles fly and do 
not allow this lovely art to perish from the 
earth. 

Help another climb to the top of the 
mountain and you, too, will reach the 
peak.
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This skit may be as simple or as elabor- 
ate as you wish. It can be done by just 
one person narrating throughout, or dif- 
ferent characters may be given by differ- 
ent speakers. For more laughs, the 
speakers might wear outlandish cos- 
tumes geared to one of the characters 
they represerit; or in some instances, 
appropriate items might be carried such 
as a bird cage by the canary, skates worn 
by the skater, etc. Each character should 
exaggerate his traits and idiosyncrasies 
to drive the point home. 
Narrator: Five and twenty members 

(more or less) 
Sitting there in rows; 
Time to call the roll now, 
Please listen how it goes. 
You'll note the roll is called, 
Not by the member’s name, 
But by her little traits and tricks, 
And how she plays the game. 
So listen closely, members dear, 
Think on characters mentioned, do; 
Then try to answer truthfully, 
Could one of them be you? 
Canary: Trills, flutters and shrills at 

every opportunity; gushes and flatters 
over every suggestion, and like old sol- 
diers “just fades away” when there’s 
work to be done. Her “oohs” and “ahs” 
soon turn into “bye, bye birdie”. 
Barber: Has no respect for other 

- people’s ideas, time or work, but is con- 
stantly cutting short, interrupting and 
trimming everything down to size. 
Shears off enthusiasm faster than the 
icing disappears off a child’s cupcake. 
Whirligig: Always in a hurry and tries 

to rush everyone else, wants everyone to 
drop everything to listen to HER story, 
HER ideas, HER WAY of doing things. 
Her rule is “Rush everything else out of 
the way and pay attention to ME.” 
Evangelist: Carried away by emo- 

tions. Never stops to analyze, listen to 
reason, or to plan. She just grabs onto an 
idea or a project and then guns her motor 
like crazy—everyone else better stand 
aside and let her go. 
Stork: Only one leg to stand on and 

Which Member 

(Club Skit) 

by 
Virginia Thomas 

that one is wobbly. Never quite knows all 
the facts or the whole story, but jumps in 
on one leg anyway. Lotsa talk but no 
knowledge. : 
Ms. Rabbit: Hops from one thing to 

another; never stays on one job to see it 
finished. Believes the far garden always 
has the most carrots. Obviously, she 
does not know the meaning of respon- 
sibility. 
Bingo Bat: Sure her ideas are going to 

win the prize while everyone else is won- 
dering where she keeps the mill that 
turns out all of her zany schemes. Every 
time she springs a crazy suggestion, 
someone remarks, “There ought to be a 
lacs 
Corkscrew: Twists every word, 
every phrase, every suggestion around 
and around to make them sound the way 
she wants. 
Lady Valet: Arrives late and settles 

down to do the accessory routine: re- 
moves coat, reties scarf, puts eyeglasses 
on, takes eyeglasses off, fingers beads, 
checks out her purse, drops book on 
floor, picks up book and, finally, gives her 
attention to the meeting. 
Yo-Yo: Operates only with cliques, 

spending her time going from one group 
to another; forever on the bounce but 
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never getting anywhere. 
Statue: She sits—just sits. Her atti- 

tude shows her disapproval and her 
boredom. No enthusiasm, no ideas, no 
offer to work. She just sits. 
Censor: “Pick a little, pick a little” is 

her theme song. She picks at the way the 
meeting is handled, at the ideas, the way 
a project is carried out, at who is a mem- 
ber and who isn’t, etc. 
Prima Donna: Considers the top 

spot on every totem pole should be hers. 
In any undertaking, she automatically as- 
sumes all solo parts will be hers. 
Prompter: Is always Johnny-on-the- 

spot to tell the president of the club and 
all chairpersons exactly how the job 
should be done as longas she can do it by 
word of mouth and not be her own effort. 
Pekingese: Is an artist at showing her 

disapproval by a twist of the shoulder, a 
sneer on the lip, or a turn of the head. 
Excels in putting people down. 
Skater: Arrives at the last minute, 

sliding in out of breath. Keeps those de- 
pending on her always in a stew. 
Perret: Thus ends our special roll 

call, 
A bit exaggerated it is true. 
We sincerely hope of the roster named, 
Not a single one is YOU! 

_ ONE REQUEST 

Dear Master, for this coming year 
Just one request I bring; 
I do not pray for happiness, 
Or any earthly thing. 

I do not ask to understand 
The way Thou leadest me, 
But this I ask, “Teach me to do 
The thing that pleaseth Thee.” 

I want to know Thy guiding voice, 
To walk with Thee each day, 
Dear Master, make me swift to hear 
And ready to obey. 

And thus, the year I now begin, 
A happy year will be 
If I am seeking just to do 
The thing that pleaseth Thee. 

Klatter, of course. 

special touches to your meals. 

lowa 51601. 

SNUG—SAFE—SECURE 
Where in the world can you get products in this day and age which 

give you a feeling of being snug, safe and secure? Why, from Kitchen- 

For over fifty years, the name Kitchen-Klatter has been synon- 
ymous with good quality. Now that name is on three super Salad Dress- 
ings—FRENCH, ITALIAN and COUNTRY STYLE. 

Purchase all three with confidence. They are made in our spot- 
less kitchens from recipes which include the finest combinations of 
herbs and spices and the best quality ingredients. Buy the three 
Kitchen-Klatter Salad Dressings, take them home and put 
them snugly on your cupboard shelf. Have them ready to add their 

If you can’t yet buy these at your store, send $2.00 for each 8-oz. bottle. 
Specify. French, Italian or Country Style. Kitchen-Klatter, Shenandoah, 
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HEARING AIDS 
COMPARABLE 

10 50% OF AIDS 6 
BUY DIRECT * NO DEALER MARKUPS 

30 DAYS FREE TRIAL 

Body Aids $99.50 up. Also, Behind-the-Ear Aids. 
One of the largest selections of fine quality aids. 
Terms arranged. Very low battery prices. Write for 
FREE literature. No salesman will ever call. Good 
hearing is a wonderful gift. 

* LLOYD CORP. x 
Dept. KT, 128 Kishwaukee St., Rockford, Ill. 61104 

BORDERLESS BILLFOLD PHOTOS 
FULL COLOR ie era 

20 For $2°° ‘service 
2'2" = 3¥2" prints on silk finish paper. Any photo copied 
(11 x 14 0f smaller). Send color photo, neg. or slide. One 
pose per order. Your original returned. Add 60¢ for first 
class service. MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 

DEAN STUDIOS Dept. F-49 
543 Sixth Ave.,Des Moines, lowa 50302 J 

LARGER PICTURE 
SILK FINISH 
ROUNDED CORNERS 

1000.:%.LABELS 75% 
FREE LOVELY GIFT BOX 

1000 Gold Stripe. 2 Color. 
gummed, padded Labels. 
printed with ANY name. 
address & Zip Code, 75¢ 
+ wee & hdlg. or 85¢ 
in all Or. 3 sets, all the same 
or each set different. 
$2.40 ppd. Fund raisers write 
for quantity prices 
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only Lucas, lowa) and Dad. 

Family Mbwm 
On a Sunday afternoon back in 1941, tes were the members of 

the Driftmier family who happened to be in town ona wintry day. Stand- 
ing are Donald (now of Delafield, Wisconsin) and Wayne (now of Denver, 
Colorado). In the foreground from left to right are Lucile (Mrs. Russell 
Verness, Shenandoah, lowa), Mother, Dorothy (Mrs. Frank Johnson, 

Money Back Guarantee. FREE GIFT BOX! Pls allow up 
to 6 wks. for delivery. 

LABEL CENTER 

i1602 Locust St 
Dept. GS-241 

St. Louis, MO 63103 

ALOE VERA HERB JUICE 

NATURE’S OWN 
MIRACLE MEDICINE PLANT 

Used by man since the dawn of time. 

99.8% PURE GUARANTEED 

Thousands now taking for arthritis, 
high blood pressure, inflamed joints, 
intestinal and stomach disorders, ul- 
cers, low energy, overweight, flu. Just 
to name'a few. BUY WHOLESALE— 
SAVE UP TO 70% UNDER RETAIL. 
Write us today for free information. 

RAINCO e MAYSVILLE, MO. 64469 

MAGNIFYING GLASSES 
Ei 

A Blessing For Folks Sver 40 

Easily read your phone book, Bible, 
ads or labels! 30 day home trial. Not 
for astigmatism or eye disease. U.S. 
made impact resistant lenses. State 
age/sex. Only $7.98 + 75¢ handling. 
Precision Optical, Dept. 143-K, Rochelle, ILL. 61068 

AFTER-CHRISTMAS POEM 

Put away the Christ Child, 
Lay His mother by. 

Wrap in tissue paper 
The Star that shone on high. 

Take down the wooden stable, 
The manger, too, but leave 

Something of His love to last 
Until next Christmas Eve! 

THINGS TO THINK ABOUT 
Today I’ll guard the threshold of my mind, 
Brook no intrusion there; 

Allow no rancor or ill will 
Unworthy of my time. 

I'll think of only purest things, 
Of valor and acclaim; 

Temper trial with mercy, 
And gather pleasures gain. 

I’ll dwell upon all noble traits 
Of justice and of truth; 

I’ll call to mind the gracious ways 
Of those who’ve lent me mirth. 

I’ll fill the hours with pleasantries, 
Declare all deeds of love; 

I'll pray for others than myself; 
Sincerity of purpose prove. 

And when at last I’ve found that peace 
That passeth understanding, 

I’ll then have come to realize, 
I’m only what I think about down deep 
within my heart. —Thelma M. Griffith 

ALISON’S LETTER — Concluded 

feast on paper plates. Needless to say, it 
was a unique and memorable occasion, 
made extra special by the sharing of 
family and friends. 

I’m dying to tell you about our new 
home, but that story will have to wait 
until next time. 

Sincerely, 
Alison Walstad 

CALENDAR TALES — Concluded 

the moon, length of days, times of sun- 
rises, times of sunsets and times of 
eclipses. 

It is very difficult to revise a calendar 
system. Even a worthwhile suggestion 
meets strong opposition. Lots of old- 
timers really believe and live by the moon 
signs, especially the planting schedules, 
weather forecasts, fishing dates, incu- 
bation and weaning tables. 
What is the first information you look 

for on a new calendar? When is Easter 
this year? What day is Christmas? Your 
birthday? 
What did people ever do before 

printed, easy-to-acquire calendars came 
into existence? —Norma Tisher 

The most difficult assignment is doing 
what you don’t understand. _ 
But the doing helps make you under- 

stand.



KITCHEN-KLATTER MAGAZINE, JANUARY, 1982 

HONEST BREAD 

by 
Martha D. Forward 

More pretentious mystery has been 
draped around the simple and honor- 
able task of breadmaking than around 
nearly any other form of cookery. In 
truth, with self-confidence and patience, 
there can never be a bad batch of home- 
made bread. 

All of the ingredients in bread, except 
yeast, can be substituted for, and even 
yeast can be grown if there’s time. I’ve 
several times forgotten to add the salt 
and it worked all right to sprinkle a little 
on each slice of bread just before we ate 
it, though I wouldn’t recommend it. Eggs 
are optional, depending on how many, if 
any, you have or want. Sweetening can 
be white sugar, brown sugar, any 
combination of syrups, or honey. Flour 
can be of any or all colors. Shortening is 
strictly up to you. The breads will be dif- 
ferent in each experiment but still good, 
and quite possible, great. 
My friend Mary, who is both saint and 

angel, came into church recently 
quivering gently, her mouth in a straight 
line, her eyes dark with fury. Someone 
spoke to her, and she turned away 
without answering. It was a shocking 
sight! Gradually through the service, 
Mary’s anger subsided and she became 
herself again. After church I asked 
quietly, “What was wrong with Mary? 
Did anybody find out?” 

“Yes!” came the answer. “Her 
husband came wandering out of the 
kitchen this morning and complained to 
her, “There’s nothing to eat for break- 
fast but dumb, old, homemade bread!” 

_ Reason enough for wrath. Homemade 
bread is a glorious creation, a blessing 
throughout its existence. It brings joy 
and smug feelings of virtue to the cook 
who creates it, as he or she adds ingredi- 
ents for the better nutrition of the family, 
subtracts some for greater economy, 
and changes others for greater interest. 
While in the process of rising and 

baking, bread stirs the senses of every- 
one who comes near. And once baked, it 
contributes its unique goodness to 
everything of which it is a part until the 
last crumb is gone. 

Milk toast for breakfast, made with 
homemade bread, is not a vapid puddle, 
but turns into firm, juicy nuggets of 
golden brown, lightly crusted with just a 
sparkle of sugar, golden specks of butter, 
and the hot milk like wonderful broth at 
the bottom of the bowl. It is food which is 
gloriously sustaining for the morning’s 
work or play. 
Lunch time sandwiches are really 

sturdy food when the bread is sound and 
wholesome, firm to the bite and as 
important.as the filling. 

After school, the children can make 
their own version of The Very Best Tod- 

dler Cooky, inventea by me when I had 
toddlers. While the little one sorts 
through all the cooky cutters to select 
‘Sust one”, you slice a rather thick piece 
of bread, butter it smoothly, and sprinkle 
it lightly with some kind of sugar and a 
few of those colorful cake toppings that 
used to be called Hundreds and Thou- 
sands, but in many places now are just 
Sprinkles. The child’s selection of the 
perfect cooky cutter for today will prob- 
ably give you ample time to put away the 
rest of the bread, the sugar, and the 
sprinkles. When it is finally chosen, the 
child carefully places the cutter in the 
center of the bread and, with alittle pres- 
sure, a magnificent cooky results. The 
trimmings, which some children will eat 
first and others will save till later, are 
equally good to eat. The whole operation 
is self-expression with remarkably little 
trouble—and nothing to wash but the 
butter knife and one cooky cutter. 

I’ve found my bread keeps best in a 
plastic bag in the refrigerator, sliced as 
desired with a slender slicing knife. If you 
cool the loaves on their sides on a cake 
rack, you have neat indented lines to 
follow for straight slices, if that matters to 
you or your toaster. Of course—it 
freezes, beautifully. 
When the phone rings, you can put 

your sticky hand in a plastic bag to 
answer it; the dough can wait quite nicely 
for twenty minutes, which is long enough 
for nearly any phone call. 
The cooler the place you have the 

bread dough, the longer it will take to 
rise, and the better the flavor will be. The 
one factor that really slows it down badly 
is a draft, so enclose it in a box or cup- 
board, or unheated oven, or closet, or 

- shut the windows. . 
When the bread comes from the oven, 

turn the loaves on their sides on cake 
racks and cover them all with a clean, dry 
dishcloth for about twenty minutes. It 
really is best not to cut the loaves until 
they’re cool as the texture is not stable 
until then, but who can resist sampling 
fresh, hot homemade bread. Cool, wrap 
and store. The next time you make 
bread, try something a bit different. 

CS 
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Radio Programs
 

Heard each weekday (unless 

specified differently) over | iW 
these radio stations: 

KFAL Fulton, Mo., 900 on your 
dial—10:30 a.m. 

KMA Shenandoah, lowa, 960 
on your dial—10:00 a.m. 

KCOB Newton, lowa, 1280 on 
your dial—9:35 a.m. 

KSMN Mason City, lowa, 1010 
on your dial—10:05 a.m. 

KWPC }# Muscatine, lowa, 860 on 
your dial—9:00 a.m. 

KWBG_ Boone, lowa, 1590 on 
your dial—9:00 a.m. 

WJAG Norfolk, Nebr., 780 on 
your dial—10:05 a.m. 

KHAS Hastings, Nebr., 1230 
on your dial—1:30 p.m. 
(Mion. thru Fri. only) 

KVSH Valentine, Nebr., 940 on 
4 your dial—10:15 a.m. 

KWOA ~— Worthington, Minn., 730 
on your dial—1:30 p.m. 

KARE Atchison, Kans., 1470 
on your dial—2:00 p.m. 

40 BRAND NEW 

TOWELS $125! 
UNWOVEN COTTON OR RAYON — Assorted beautiful Pastel Colors. 
BRAND NEW — NOT Seconds — 40 Towels for $1.75 or 80 for only 
$3.35. 120 just $4.95. Super Quality. Pls. include 50¢ extra for pstg. 
and hding. with EACH set of 40 Towels you buy. We know Towels — 
we've sold 70,000,000 already. Fund Raisers write for quantity 

prices. Money-Back Guarantee. No C.0.D.'s. Pls. allow up to 6 wks. 
for delivery. 

40 TOWEL CO. 
1602 Locust St. 

Dept. B-564 
St. Louis, MO 63103 

ADDRESS 
CITY/STATE/ZIP 

SUGARLESS COOKBOOK 
All specially created — No sugar, honey or artificial sweeteners have been added to these 
recipes for cakes, cookies, pies, jams, salads, tea breads, milkshakes, desserts... You'llbe 
delighted with this perfect bound cookbook by Addie Gonshorowski. Now only $5.95. 
Unique gifts—e2 books $10.95—3 books $14.95—6 books $28.95. (Postage paid to one 
address) (Quantity discounts are available upon request) Send check or money order to: 

AD-DEE PUBLISHERS, INC., 
2736 LINCOLN — P.O. BOX 5426 — DEPT. KK-1, 

EUGENE, OREGON 97405 
NAME gs views ee «OG : 
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(Money Back if not satisfied) 
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AN END AND BEGINNING — Concl. 
almost panicked—it seemed that diffi- 
cult—but our director, Carol Golden 
(who is also our church organist), has a 
way of making us do things we didn’t 
realize we could accomplish. So we prac- 
ticed and practiced and got better and 
better and are ready now to share it with 
our congregation and quests. 

If anyone is interested in considering 
this contata for a choir, it is called 
Christmas Festival compiled by John F. 
Wilson and published by Hope Publish- 
ing Co., Caro! Stream, Ill. 60187. 
My mind is not moving very far into the 

future—January lst, to be exact. On 
that day our family and assorted friends 
and relations will be gathering around the 
television for THE football game of the 
century. Not only does the University of 
Iowa football team play in the Rose Bowl 
but so does the University of Washing- 
ton team. Can you imagine what will 
happen at the Birkbys when those two 
teams meet? Craig is a Hawkeye and 
Bob is an adopted Husky. We could well 
have a great rivalry going before the 
afternoon is over. 
My primary concern will be putting 

together a turkey pie topped with bis- 
cuits (I’m going to use the Cloud Biscuit 
recipe given in this issue because it can 

be made early in the day). I hope a big 
brunch will hold the cheering section 
until the game is over and then we can 
settle down to our first dinner of the new 
year. 
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JULIANA’S LETTER — Concluded 
the only people there and the rising mists 
made the lighting effects very dramatic. 

Later in the day, we set off for the 
coastal town of Campeche. On the way, 
we stopped at the ruins of Kabah, Labna, 
Xlapax, Sayil and Edzna. These are 
known as minor ruins, but I found them 
to be impressive and well worth the time 
spent in viewing them. 
Campeche to Villahermosa—the day 

of the trip we all worried about. It isalong — 
drive along the coast punctuated with 
four ferryboat rides to get from island to 
island. The day started smoothly 
enough. Then we missed the second 
ferryboat due to lack of enough room for 
our vehicles. Then, a big truck backed 
into one of the microbuses—fortunately, 
it did not cause much damage. 
The next problem was the fact that a 

good-sized hunk of road had been 
washed out and we had to drive on the 
beach itself with the waves washing right 
up onto the tires. Pretty scary! After the 
last ferry ride, rain started and it poured 
all the way into Villahermosa. We were 
all relieved when that day was at an end. 
I'll mention in passing that Villahermosa 
is avery large city where hotel accommo- 
dations have not kept up with the 
demand of a large business community 
so it is essential for travelers to have 
hotel reservations. 
On our trips, we always try to save the 

best for last. This trip was no exception 
and we were eager to get to the huge 

Kleaner —you'll be glad you did. 

Ss 

"
U
N
S
,
 

t
e
 V
i
t
,
 (2
 

- SALE 
Stock up during the winter white sales and then keep those new 

sheets and towels sparkling white and colorfully bright with the three 
KITCHEN-KLATTER Laundry and Cleaning Products. 

These dependable products are also great to restore clothes and 
linens which have been in use for a spell. Everything comes out deep 
down clean and sweet smelling without weakening delicate fabrics or 
harming colors. Even works in cold water. 

Better lay in a supply of all three—KITCHEN-KLATTER Blue 
Drops Laundry Detergent, All-Fabric Bleach and All-Purpose 

Part of the oup at the Temple of the 
Masks at the Ruin of Kabah. Left to 
right: Richard DiCicco, Chris Crouse, 
elena and (kneeling) David Mc- 
rthur. 

Mayan ceremonial center of Palenque. I 
had expected to find some similarities to 
the Mayan ruins we had seen in Guate- 
mala. This was not the case—there were 
more differences than similarities. Books 
and books have been written about 
Palenque and now I'll have to read some 
of them. I like to draw my own conclu- 
sions first and then see what other 
people have to say about what I have 
seen. | 

Well, I have more than used my space. 
I enjoy sharing my experiences with you. 
I would be delighted if any of you would 
share your Yucatan experiences with 
me. — 

Sincerely, 

Yposomas 

SPICE IS NICE 

Try this “spicy” quiz and see if you can 
find a spice name hidden in each of the 
following sentences. 

1. We put the car away for the winter. 
2. “Can I see the ocean from the 

beach house?” the vacationer asked. 
3. Because of his age, the bookkeeper 

had to retire. 
4. When it began to rain, the pic- 

nickers had to scurry for cover. 
5. “Thy meat is tough,” the Quaker 

complained to the cook. 
6. Every auto mechanic loves to put- 

ter with vintage cars. 
7. There was scum in the fish ‘aquar- 

jum. 
8. London’s Piccadilly has fine shops 

and houses. 
9. The young man had received his 

schooling in Germany. 
10. The speaker was affronted by the 
rude audience. 
ANSWERS: 1. Caraway, 2. Anise, 3. 

Sage, 4. Curry, 5. Thyme, 6. Cloves, 7. 
Cumin, 8. D::; 9. Ginger, 10. Saffron. 

—Erma Reynolds



KIT CHEN-KLATTER MAGAZINE, JANUARY, 1982 

“Little Ads” 
If you have something to sell try 

this “Little Ad” department. Over 
150,000 people read this magazine 
every month. Rate 45¢ a word, pay- 
able in advance. When counting 
words, count each initial in name 
and address and count zip code as 
one word. Rejection rights re- 
served. Note deadlines very care- 
fully. 

March ads due January 10 
April ads due February 10 

ay ads due March 10 

THE DRIFTMIER COMPANY 
Shenandoah, lowa 51601 

MANUSCRIPTS: Unsolicited manu- 
scripts for the Kitchen-Klatter Magazine 
are welcome, with or without photos, but 
the publisher and editors will not be re- 
sponsible for loss or injury. Therefore, re- 
tain a copy in your files. 

PREVENT-RELIEVE Allergies, Colds, Fatigue, Headache, 
Pain!! Information—Discounts 30 Negative lonizers $1. Mat- 
tingly, 3045K No. No. te * ssa Ill. 60618. 

agazine”, plus Cat ustrati unar fe) uilt 
Patterns Quilting Stencils, Pre- tating Patterns, Quilting 
Books, Supplies, Kits, Fabrics—$1. 50. Quilts, Box 501- F40, 
Wheatridge, Colorado 80033. 

sve ae Out BLA Er sNOTd i your pec 
: Greet po is to BLAME? (It’ t rm.) For 

DETAILS AILS, RECIPE’S & HOW to PO P CORN, RN, write: 
BRINKMAN PO PALL POPPER, Inc., Det KK 
Wanamaker Rd., Topeka, KS. 66610. 

PECANS: Quart each halves, pieces, meal. Three-quart 
pres: §) $11.95 postpaid. Tenpeco, Box 638-K, Rutherford, 

TAKE NO CHANCES. Deal with oldest, most reliable firm 
in old gold business. Established 1934. We buy Gold, Silver, 
Platinum, Diamonds. Highest Cash. Free Information. Rose 
Industries, 29-KK East Madison, Chicago 60602. 

SAVE! NEW LOW FAT DRY MILK: used for drinking and 
cooking. Made from sweet cheese whey and natural ingredi- 
ents. Low in calories and cholesterols. Also comes in deli- 
cious chocolate mix. Below store prices! Introductory offer 
makes 4 ort of white and chocolate milk. Sold in 5 pound 
Lome Send $4.00 for milk product, complete details and 
andling charges; Write — Milk, P.O. Box 995, Wheatland, 

Wyo. 82201. 

‘LOSE 15 POUNDS mixing two cooking ingredients! $2.00. 
Recipe, 2060 East Second, Fremont, Nebraska 68025. 

FOR SALE old oak furniture. Antique dishes of all kinds and 
old toys—primitives, collectables. a hundred old dolls, 
doll dishes, furniture, old oury, we other old items. Mrs. 
Elmer Wasson, Leon, lowa 50144 

101 CHICKEN recipes, they’re delectablel $3.90. Debbie 
Dudley, Box 67, Waterloo, Ne. 68069. 

FOR SALE: Kitchen-Klatter Ma . Most issues 1937 
thru 1980. $50.00 plus postage. M. bben, Box 5, Adair, lowa 

SIMPLY DELICIOUS SPROUTS, booklet. 50 tested 
delicious, nutritious, economical = which can be made 
with or without sprouts. Appetizers, breads, cookies, cakes, 
sandwiches, main dishes, salads, soups, etc. Easy sprouting 
directions and healthful information about , mung 
beans, sunflowers, radishes, wheat, lentils, garbanzo beans, 

_ Add excellent top quality nutrition to ded p-4 at 
~ Jow cost. Great kitchen- counter-garden hobby! Send $2.50 to 
Myra Peters, Home Economist, 2984 Paradise Drive, West 
Bend, Wisconsin 53095. 

COOKBOOK — 750 recipes. Homemade sai sections 
— $5.75 A ag. sana &. Matthew Lutheran Church Women. 
Mrs. Velda Quant, Stewart, Minn. 55385. 

MAKE YOUR own Granola. Tasty, nutritious, economical. 
Send $1.00 plus SASE to Box 53, Oak Island, MN. 56741. 
GERMAN RECIPES — includes beef rouladen. Money 
saving tips. Booklet $4.00. Maria, 2950 Rosalind Pl., Los 
Angeles, CA. 90023. 

POLISH PRIZES: Grandmother’s 18 favorite Polish recipes. 
Send $4.00 to B. B. Recipes, Box 338, Hastings, NE. 68901 

COOKBOOKS FOR FUND-RAISING church 
and other organizations. Your recipes. Write for = tai * 
General Publishing and Binding, Iowa Falls, lowa 50126. 

There is a world of difference between 
good sound reasons and reasons that 
sound good. 

HENRY FIELD’ S 

7 BIG FAMILY SIZE PACKET 

Let us send this free gift. . 
help you have the best garden 
ever! We'll send you this full 
family-size packet (approxi- 
mately 80 seeds) for just 10¢ 
to cover postage and handling. 

canning, fine for slicing . . 

TOMAT 
SPECIAL! sO SEEDS for only 

Our famous “Red Bird” is the very 
early tomato, ripe in only 70 days from 
planting ... medium size, excellent for 

. highly 
resistant to disease and cracking. 

You get a rich harvest of tomatoes 

all season, and we win you as a 
friend. Just one offer per customer, 

please. You can’t spend a dime better 
. send it today! 
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Yes, I'd like these 80 Red Bird Tomato Seeds! 
My dime is enclosed. And send your 
new Catalog, too. Free, of course. 
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BOX 779 
IOWA CITY, IOWA 52244 

Organizations: Make money by compiling 
your favorite recipes into a cookbook. 

Cookbooks Are Our Specialty 

BEST-WAY PUBLISHING, LTD. 

Ph: 319-354-4048, 319-338-7194, 319-351-7507. 

a book of everlasting loveliness 
3 for those persons who have encouraged $0 40 Y A R D S LAC ra § ] ~ 75 

lovingly described by Armada Swanson 
in May, 1981 KITCHEN-KLATTER es fe LACE — LACE ... 40 yards of Lace 

° in delightful patterns. Edgings, insertions, etc. Assorted beautiful 
an exchange of gifts design ns, . colors and widths. at least 10 yards in length-none 

: ; a S for dresses, pillow cases, etc. Terrific as her 
poems of —— ~_ ao: acng on new double, knit iis. Oaly $1.75 or double orders 

by Marilyn MacCanon Brown 3 orders just $4.95. Pis. include 50¢ pstg. and hding with 
112 pages, on glossy paper EACH set of 40 ae sae buy. Satisfaction guaranteed! 
photos, illustrations, color —e vaniin S ap be lace 50 BUTTONS! 

order from: -—Wilton Junction Press ew, High Quality Buttons Assorted colors, sizes and shapes. 
Box 928, Wilton, lowa 52778 eo oe with each lace order. Please allow up to 6 weeks for 

($6.00 covers postage and handling) LACE LADY Dept. LB-684 
1602 Leoust St. St. Louis, MO 63103. 

FREE... 
Buy 
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THE JOY 
OF 

GARDENING 

by 
Eva M. Schroeder 

There are five All-America Selection 
winners for 1982—three new flowers and 
two vegetables. The flowers are DWARF 
SMALL WORLD CHERRY hybrid 
zinnia, compact FANTASTIC LIGHT 
PINK hybrid zinnia and a tall, double 
hybrid carnation called SCARLET 
LUMINETTE. The vegetables are both 
bush-type squash, scallop PETER PAN 
hybrid and bush JERSEY GOLDEN 
ACORN. 

SMALL WORLD CHERRY is the first 
of anew class of dwarf hybrid zinnias that 
combines a quick show of bloom with 
loads of landscape color. Viewers are 
attracted by the magnetic color and 
pleasing variations in tints and shades 
that develop as the blooms mature. The 
dome-shaped blossoms are so numerous 
that they fill every opening in the foliage. 
They look trim and symmetrical all 
summer long even after diseases and 
weather have taken their toll on other 
varieties. The compact plants reach ee 
twelve-fourteen inches in height and 
spread to. sixteen-eighteen inches 
across. 
Compact FANTASTIC LIGHT PINK 

hybrid zinnia has astonishing large 
flowers for such dwarf plants which are 
slightly larger than the Peter Pan zinnias. 
The color does not fade and the plants 
are lovely when grown, one to a pot, in 
five- or six-inch containers. 
SCARLET LUMINETTE hybrid et 

carnation blooms ten days earlier than 
standard varieties. The base-branching 
plants grow twenty-two inches tall and 
the two-and-a-half-inch blooms have a 
faint spicy fragrance. , 
Bush scallop PETER PAN hybrid 

squash matures five days earlier than the 
standard and its compact plants have no 
runners. The _ green-tinted fruits of 
PETER PAN are meatier and more 
distinctly scalloped than the old-time 
patty pan types. For best flavor, harvest 
the fruits before they reach three inches 
in diameter. At this stage, the flavor is 
delicate and they can be served raw as 
appetizers, as finger food or in salads. 

is a new dual-purpose vegetable, rich in 
vitamin A and can be eaten fresh as a 

You can begin harvesting the immature 
fruits to eat as summer squash at about 
fifty days from planting seed. If summer 
runners form, nip them off. Harvest the 
mature fruits before severe frost and 
leave the stems on. Store in a cool dry 
place to preserve the sweet flavor of this 
1982 All-America Selection squash. 

Bush JERSEY QUEEN acorn squash Pd 

summer squash or stored for winter. Jj 

* THE POTENT BEAUTY AID = 
= FROM CLEOPATRA’S DAY 

:FREE!: ‘ 

ALOE 
VERA 

Aloe Vera is the rare, mys- 
terious plant mentioned in 
the Bible. Its thick, spiny 
leaves contain a gel so re- 
markable the Egyptians of 
Cleopatra’s era called it 
“magical.” Ancient Greeks 
used it in cosmetic balms. 

, Today its power is deeply re- 
spected, although modern science cannot fully 
explain the plant’s effectiveness. 

BEAUTY 
Now Aloe Vera’s 3,500 year old beauty se- 

cret has been re-discovered. And just in time. LOTION 
Today’s world is most difficult for your skin. 4 7 
Wisely we are reaching again for Nature’s 0 . 
gentle gifts like Aloe Vera to protect complex- 
ions against the extremes of heat and cold, sun, \. 
wind and water. Yes, the precious Aloe Vera 

= gel has been concentrated and combined with 
other super moisturizers and natural lubricants in “ALOE VERA 

x BEAUTY LOTION.” 

ALOE VERA BEAUTY LOTION aims to help revitalize dull, 
dry, aging skin . . . to help facial skin regain lost smoothness and 
moisture, and to regain its fresh look. 

Find out! Accept this full-sized 4 oz. bottle of ALOE VERA 
BEAUTY LOTION (include $1 to help cover postage and 
handling). : | 

Nutrition Headquarters, Dept. N419 
104 West Jackson St., Carbondale, Illinois 62901 

Enclosed is [ ] Check [ ] Money Order for $1 to help cover 
postage and handling. Send me my FREE full-size 4 oz. jar of 
ALOE VERA BEAUTY LOTION. 
Sorry, no Canadian orders accepted—only one offer per family, 
please. 

Print Name 

Address — 

City — © 1981, Nutrition Hdas. State Zip


