
Fireplace in new kitchen sheds its warmth on author Rose Wilder Lane and the puppies, in breakfast room two steps above. 
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CoME INTO MY 

by ROSE WILDER LANE 

My little farmhouse, when I bought it, was close to a lazy country road. 
There was room for only one rosebush beside the path that came up to 

the porch steps. The porch, no more than a stoop in an angle of the walls, 
thriftily sheltered two doors, but the living-room door was never opened; every
one came straight past it into the kitchen. 

The house measured 23' x 24'. The genius of those unnoticed New England 
farmers, who invented modem functional architecture, had put into that small 
space a living room, dining room, kitchen, three upstairs bedrooms and a 
storeroom that had become a bathroom, and h'ad made them all seem spacious. 
A bay window brought outdoors into the dining room, and the narrow porch 
roof continued over a lean-to, widening the kitchen. 

A coal shed was behind the kitchen, a longer tool shed beyond that. A pass
through and one kitchen door opened into a walled-off comer of the coal shed 
which served as a pantry, and another kitchen door opened directly into the 
coalshed. . 

That winter the snowbanks buried my house to the upstairs window, and 
stayed seven weeks. The house was its coziest, the pantry and cellar supplied 
food bountifully and the coal lasted, but getting rid of the ashes nearly drove 
me crazy. Finally I followed a neighbor's advice and threw them out of an 
upstairs window, and before the frozen pile was hacked and hauled away next 
spring I was buying an oil space-heater and a bottled-gas range. Then with my 
own startled muscles I mixed and poured a concrete floor in the emptied coal 
shed (got it level, too, well, almost level) and named that room "the back 
kitchen." I put a refrigerator and cupboards into it. 

Because the house backs into a hillside, the back-kitchen floor was dug in 
lower than the ground outside. Two stones formed steps up to the back door, 
opening into a roofed space flatteringly called the back porch. It had no floor 
and somehow was always muddy. From it, another stone step went up to the 
tool shed; its earthen floor was usually muddy, too. 

Well, I had read Thoreau and I was living a simple life, but you know how 
it is. ~very woman in every bouse is alw~ys dreaming [continued on page 98] 

In the work area, also brick-floored, woodwork is knotty pine; range is built into the tile counter top, the oven into a wall. 
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the 
"STEAK" 

of 
Dog Food 

100% 
MEAT 
DOG FOOD 

Dogs love it because there's nothing 
in it but MEAT. NO CEREAL FILLER. 
Dogs don't fall for· advertising bunk 
about "meaty flavor". They know Orleans 
Dog Food tastes like meat because it is 
meat-all meat-and dogs need meat! 

ORLEANS Canning Co., Chicago 5, Ill. 

N~·;R~~~~E STEEM-KLEEN 
NEW LIFE FOR YOUR 

STEAM IRON! VAPORIZER! KETTLEI 
Guaranteed to Remove Scale, Rust, Mineral Deposits 

, . 9 oz. Enough for 8 applications $1. 
At A&P Markets, Western Auto and Fine Stores! 
Master Specialty Product Mfg. Co., Newark, N.J. 

Cover all 
BLEMISHES 

WITH ... MEDICALLY APPROVED 

fHde-i! 
Blemish Cream, 

A Quick, Simple Way to Cover all skin imper
fections-Birth-Marks, scars, dark circles, or 
brown & white spots, bruises, veins, blotches. 
Stays on all day. Waterproof and gre.aseless. 
SHADES: Light, medium, rachel, brunette, 
suntan and dark. Jar $1.25. Or send 25c for 
a liberal sample, sent postpaid. Order today. 
HIDE-IT RESEARCH CO. 
5251 West Harrison St., Dept, WD-lO,Chicago 44,111. 

Feet Burn 
Perspire, Sore, Tire? 

dM.j_ HE;:~~Er:.ST 
You'll love the refreshing 
"lift" Dr. Scholl's Foot 
Powder gives you ... and 
the way it keeps your feet 

cool, dry, bath-fresh and com
fortable all day. Essential to 
daily grooming; helps pre
vent Athlete's Foot. Try it! 

Dr. Scholls 
FOOT POWDER 
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Come into My 
Kitchen 
Continued from page 61 

of making it over. So, looking from my 
little kitchen at the back kitchen's almost 
level floor, and the refrigerator, and the 
honeysuckle vine that had got in somehow 
and was wandering palely over the cup
boards, I often thought: If the pantry were 
gone, I wonder how big? I do like a BIG 
kitchen. That west wall all windows; after
noon sunshine flooding in. A sunny big 
kitchen, with a fireplace. Knotty pine, red
checked gingham. Oh, well. But just to 
take down a wall and put in some win
dows; that wouldn't be much, would it? 

1 et me say emphatically: never under-
take any building without first engag

ing a good architect. He will save you 
money. He will get you a reliable con
tractor. They will prepare blueprints, spe
cifications, estimates, contracts to be ap
proved by your attorney. Then arrange 
financing with your banker. Then build. 
All sensible persons do this because it is 
the only sensible thing to do. 

What I did was to say to a good friend, 
an expert carpenter, "Al, I've got an idea. 
Come look at the back kitchen. Couldn't 
we ... ?" 

Of course we could. So we moved the 
refrigerator to an idle wall plug in the liv
ing room, where it remained for months 
and months, with boxes and baskets of 
dishes and glasses and pots and pans and 
stacks of bowls, the electric mixer and 
porcelain door knobs and window frames 
and new doors and planks and finally cans 
of paint and brushes and George Wet
more's plasterer's tools and bags of plaster 
and I don't know what all. Some Pyrex 
casseroles haven't found their lids yet. 

Elsie Jackson, my friend the Er.glish 
journalist, then my hapless house guest, 
was surprised when Al came with his tools. 
In England, she said, you send for the 
masons first. Carpenters come last to do 
any interior woodwork. All of us were 
more than surprised when the pantry wall 
proved to be brick. It supported a log 
beam that kept the upstairs from crashing 
on our heads. A pillar to hold that weight 
would be six feet from any wall of my 
dream kitchen. 

"Okay," I said. "Put a pillar there, and 
we'll think of something to explain it. 
Crossbeams, maybe?" Thus Al's suffering 
q_.egan, and I must say it became more than 
any sane man, justly proud of good work
manship, should be asked to bear. He 
stood it nobly. 

While he fought the problem of putting 
sliding windows into that west wall, no 
inch of which was square or plumb, Frank 
Lattin and his helper came. Frank had 
put the fireplaces into the living and din
ing room. The house walls slant so that 
the chimneys are nearly a foot wider at 
top than at bottom. Frank tackles any
thing, and does it well: detective work and 
driving transcontinental trucks, stonework 
and brickwork, and special police work 
at the Danbury Fair. He said, sure, he'd 
put a fireplace into that rear wall. 

"I'll enjoy the change," he said. "I've 
been laying brick floors, acres of 'em, if 
you can believe it; the man wanted them 
laid right through his house and on out
doors." 

''Brick floors; tliat's what I want!" I 
cried. "Bricks, level, all over this concrete. 
Can you do it?" . 

"Didn't you tell me you wanted a wide 
plank floor?" Al asked. Frank said, yes, 
level~ but· not level with the other house 
floors, not unless they took up the con-

crete. Bricks on the concrete would make 
this floor inches higher. But break up that 
six inches of strong concrete, my own 
proud achievement? Firmly, I said, "This 
will be a split-level house. Lay the bricks 
on the concrete." 

A faint misgiving came to me when the 
first thousands of bricks arrived. "Should 
they be common bricks?" I asked. 
"Shouldn't they be glazed or something?" 

"Look," Frank said, "You want this 
room to be Colonial, right?" 

"I don't care whether it's Colonial," I 
said. "I just want a brick floor." 

"Brick floors are Colonial," he told me, 
"and Colonial is common brick, so com
mon bricks are what you want." At the 
time this seemed to me logical, perhaps 
because Frank, big, brawny, sun-browned, 
towers over me. 

Accepting common bricks, I asked, 
"What do we do to them, wax them?" 

Frank didn't know but the man for 
whom he had laid those acres of bricks 
knew, of course, how to finish them. 
Frank would ask him when he returned 
from Maine, where he had gone hunting. 

So the bricks went down, and as their 
rosy-brown-mauve colors spread over the 
gray concrete, we all went mad about 
bricks. They inspired me. I thought of 
opening the tool-shed wall and making 
that shed a pantry and a little hall, brick
floored, with brick steps beside the fire
place going up to the pantry. And why 
not take out the whole east wall; hold up 
the ceiling there with a brick pillar; floor 
that muddy back porch with bricks and 
make it a breakfast room, with dish cup
boards and a door into the little new hall? 
And from that hall, yes and from the liv
ing room, too, brick walks should go to 
the driveway, rosy bricks on either side of 
(let's hope) a green lawn under the old 
apple tree. 

The brick floors spread. Al got those 
west windows in, walls came crashing 
down; the fireplace and the brick pillar 
and a brick divider rose. Stanley and 
Henry Parzuchowski, whose families are 
my old friends, brought a friend of theirs 
to help put lath on the ceiling. The refrig
erator stayed in the living room; the gas 
range stood aghast in the chaos; every
thing you wanted was somewhere else; but 
morning and afternoon Elsie and I pro
duced cups and cookies for coffee breaks 
and they were jolly. The knotty pine came 
and was going onto the walls; the stain
less-steel sink came (I always wanted a 
stainless-steel sink) and lay in its crate in 
the living room; the electrician didn't 
come but the wall oven did; more and 
more thousands of bricks came; Fridays 
came, and the bills. 

J began this enterprise sternly, keeping 
precise record of every penny spent, 

but don't ask me what it all cost. Some
where near the middle the figures scared 
me so that I couldn't bear thinking of 
them, and stopped. Blindly and breathless
ly I wrote checks as long as I could, and 
then I said to Joe Cimbora, the magical 
plumber who made every hot-water faucet 
in the house gush hot water almost in
stantly, "Joe," I said, "could you wait till 
I can get more money?" 

"Sure," he said, "I know you're good 
pay," and he sold me a dishwasher and a 
water softener. Then suddenly my faithful 
old artesian well went dry. I had to have 
another well drilled, 250 feet deep. Joe 
put a submersible pump in it and the well
driller said, "Pay me any time." 
. :rhe rest was .a.sort of-well, yes, on the 

whole-happy delirium. Bits of it I re
member: 

Once, coming into the turmoil, staring 
up at a maze of BX cables and Emil 
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Halas's hands busy among them, and say
ing, "Gracious, Emil, do you put those 
in by the mile?" 

Glancing down from the stepladder he 
said, "No, by the foot." 

"How many feet?" 
"I can tell you exactly." He took a slip 

of paper from a po~ket. "To now, 3,286." 
My helpless rage growing hotter while, 

day after day, I was taught that all manu
facturers make all kitchen counters and 
appliances one "standard" 36" high, 
though any idiot knows that all women 
are not the same height. 

The rapture of finding one, only one, 
count it, one good dishwasher that will go 
under a 3 3" high counter. 

My moment of horrid smugness at the 
telephone. "If you're still insisting on a 
33" dishwasher," said the salesman, "you 
can't have it. There isn't one made." "Oh, 
thank you for telephoning," I said so 
sweetly. "But please don't bother any 
more. I have one." 

The long-awaited day when that man 
came home from Maine and Frank asked 
him what he had done to those acres of 
bricks. "I didn't do anything to them," he 
said. "I sold the house." 

Then the weeks of writing letters, tele
phoning, driving around New England, 
asking, "What should I put on common 
brick floors?" I saw brick floors 200 years 
old, waxed, and black as coal. On sample 
bricks Stanley and I tried everything we 
heard of, liquids and waxes and polishes 
and waterproofers, and every brick turned 
a hideous color. Elsie sent flocks of letters 
to friends in England, where brick floors 
are commonplace, and the eagerly opened 
replies forgot to mention them, until at 
last one said, "You don't do anything to 
brick floors but scrub them when they 
need it." Surprisingly, they seldom need it, 
but when they do, my rosy-mauve floors 
are scrubbed with the electric scrubber, 
rinsed with the soft water, dried with the 
Rex-Air. And they do come out beautiful. 

Oh, the off-the-floor toilet! I saw its pic
ture in a little magazine. Patiently Joe 

hunted down its obscure maker and or
dered one from Chicago for the tiny pow
der room that, impossibly, we got into the 
transformed tool shed. It left Chicago by 
truck and vanished. Weeks of effort found 
it in Ohio, and it arrived later than Joe's 
supplier's new catalogue which offered a 
better one, cheaper. Anyway, it's a pleas
ure to sweep a dust mop under it. 

And my happiness with the wall oven's 
French doors. Opened, they let me wash 
the whole inside of the oven easily. Why 
do manufacturers make tall, down-open
ing oven doors that keep short arms like 
mine from reaching the oven's back wall? 
On the glorious day when Emil installed 
my oven, I opened a magazine and saw 
advertisements of the new ovens: their 
linings come out to be washed at the sink. 

Elsie was awed. "What a country," she 
said. "Before you can get the very latest 
thing put in, it's obsolete." She has since 
returned to England and bought a 15th
century house. 

My cabinets had to be handmade. Rich
ard Marinaro made them, singing while he 
did so. He made them on incredibly clever 
power machines. He mixed, and put on the 
walls and the ceiling crossbeams, exactly 
the right stain for the pine. He made the 
picket fence around the lawn and painted 
it white. And when I asked, "Dick, can 
you make an antique?" he simply asked, 
"What antique do you want?" And he 
made the Lazy Susan pine table that stands 
by the fireplace. It will be an antique; give 
it time. 

The (almost) discord about the counter 
top. I wanted hard wood; Dick and Emil 
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COLDS MISERIES,SINUS CONGESTION · 
tV«/$ PAINFU·l PRESSURE 

HELPS DRAIN ALL SINUS CAVITIES EVEN DEEP IN HEAD 
(critical areas of colds infection) 

DRISTA N Decongestant Tablets, working 
through the bloodstream, bring dramatic relief 
from colds miseries, pollen allergies and from 
sinus congestion with its tenderness, pressure 
and pain. 

Q o~rco.,ouT,.,}his Exclusive DRISTAN 
~ ANTI·ALLI!IOOI!NT.· : :: :~ Tablet Formula 
~ & PAIN IIII:ELIEVEftS • • ~ 

Q,, ...................... Cannot Be Duplicated! DRISTAN, amazing medical achievement, con
tains: ( 1) The scientific decongestant most 
prescribed by doctors. In minutes-it reaches 
all congested areas-even deep in the head 
... quickly shrinks swollen nasal-sinus mem
branes ... promotes drainage .. restores free 
breathing. (2) An exclusive anti-allergent to 
block allergic reactions often associated with 
colds plus a highly effective combination of 
pain relievers. DRISTAN reduces fever better 
than aspirin and promptly relieves body aches 
due to colds. (3) Vitamin C to help build up 
body resistance to colds infection. For quick 
relief, get DRISTAN DecongestantTablets. Note: 

DRISTAN is the exclusive 3-layer tab
let discovery which for the first time 
makes it possible to unite certain 
medically-proven ingredients into 
one fast-acting uncoated tablet. 
Accept no substitutes. 

DRISTAN is being widely imitated. But the fact 
is ... the exclusive DRISTAN Tablet formula 
cannot be duplicated. Accept no substitutes! 

There's Nothing Like DRISTAN~Decongestant Tablets 

stood firm for a plastic; Joe preferred 
stainless steel. We compro~ised on ce
ramic tiles and that brought Mr. Scalzo 
into the controversy about colors. But 
when that counter top was glowing as 
softly white as leather under the white 
plaster ceiling, we all beamed. "That's it!" 
we said to each other. "That's exactly it!" 

And the cheap, cheap chest, actually 
with beautifully made mahogany drawers, 
that I found in a secondhand shop. The 
breakfast room needed a sideboard; there 
was no space for one; it must be set into 
the wall. Thfs chest of drawers was ex
actly the thing. It was painted gray; imag
ine painting mahogany! With paint re
mover and scraper and hours of careful 
work, Stanley removed layers under layers 
of paint and revealed-cheapest pine, with 
wallboard back. Never mind, in white 
paint the chest serves well enough. 

Sometimes my kitchen does look as if 
it were sitting for its portrait, but oftener 
it looks like any happy kitchen. You 
know: clean, except that already the win
dows need washing again; and neat, ex
cept of course for our teacups and napkins 
and the cake plate, and the ironing still 

amng, and the puppies' basket and play
things on the floor; yes, that old shoe is 
theirs, they like to gnaw it, and the little 
imps will sneak paper handkerchiefs from 
my pocket and tear them to bits all over 
everything. But they're puppies only once, 
bless 'em. 

Every day the big picture window in the 
breakfast room (looking out at the white
fenced green lawn and the rosy brick 
walks) reminds me of my coming home 
from a sad journey and finding that Stan
ley and Dick had put that window in while 
I was gone to give me a glad surprise. 

And everyone still ignores the way to 
the living-room door and comes directly 
into my kitchen, though everything is so 
changed now. For, while we were trans
forming the kitchen, we moved the whole 
house without moving it; truly we did. We 
moved it back from the road and turned 
it halfway around without budging the 
old house from its firm foundation: the 
stone-walled cellar lined with sparkling 
cans of foods from garden and orchard. I 
wanted to move it because, but, as Mr. 
Kipling said, that is another story. 

THE END 
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