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$75,000 for Bu1ldmgs, Already Pledged in Lounslana
$125,000 Now Being Raised in a State-Wide Campaign
$375 000 Wlll be Ralsed by Other Southern States
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'l‘he old Sophie Newcomb College property, 1220 Wash-

lniton Avenue, valued at $300,000, and now owned by
the Instmue, is.to be used for the development of one of
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Dr. B. H. DeMent, New Orlea_ns ........ .
Dr. C. P. Roney, New Orleans ..... .... ks
Dr. B. P. Robertson, New Orleans
Rev. C. C. Carroll, Natchitoches.........
Rev. Dana Terra, Natchitoches
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tunity for investment in the greatest mlssmnary and educa-
tional institution in the South.
buildings and into the endowment of this institution will live -
for centuries to train Christian workers for Chrisﬁan con-
a g est throughont the world
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-Money put imo these. ".

: Local Manager

m m, tlom their plans for the government of
the town, for every main wasa
.. . Jcitizen then with a true citizens
! sense of responsibility. The' get-
tle art of oconversation flourished.
In these balycon days, yon did
phone forulieak and’ soup.
M ih pork an went' by. selected your
“Natchitoches ui  with all the respect and care-
Aunt, r. | fal ‘consideration due such a mo-
od its Aunt ,‘i; mentous undemlunn. and while
es M its Frink you might not m'ap it hP and take
;Lfdn ,:o'nld it hom, you left it picked out,
ns | t, | ready to be tucked into her basket
- by Mammy when she came, and
carried home with proper daoorum
or- | on her arm.
p Markets opened enrlv—aboht
1 | four oclock—and &t that chill hodr,
.cafe noir tastes best. -So the old
2 woman who knew  best how to
|drip it—and it’s an lecomplnsh
" ment, too—had their little coffee
o | stals ot the market, and there he
own 'vives, | men- gathered and draok their
ome shadowy [small caps of aromasic Creole cof-
p olearlyod [fee, and ate the feathery pound
cake such as ‘only Aunt Elleo or
g | her . oontemponnes could make.
5 ﬁo lkmoy “slices of some-flour
n so flavored thatit might
: un‘mo. either, but a stout,
batan man’s size mound of
'ponnguke. et ptd

‘ n the grass along St. De %
iﬂ- M m was shiging wi;h.muew.

m Mtcly elms in

7 ‘winter - ‘mornings one
,‘-Lve 1bm ssea:ﬁma: meat-

teu;pzihg— e had to hurry by
her stall on Bndny morning, I can
tell you!.

"The men stood around, and dis-
cussed .things, and-the butchers
were their jovial hosts, and often
their leaders, quoting Greek and
Latin, and often he longed to set-
tle & heatéd discussion. The citi-
zens .would serowd around in ani-
mated groups, often 45 or 50 at a
time, ;and discuss the turbulent
political situation, and also—prob-
ably—tte latest gossip.

The old ex-slaves, in taeir stiff
caficoes, ang spotless aprons, their
snowy tignons, or spotted head-
handkerchiefs, would preside over
cheir hittle stalls and keep the cof-
fee bot, or hand out tamales—Aunt
Elien’s tamales, slim young things
in their steaming shacks—sending
up a tantalizing smell when you
turned back their modest jackets.

Lots of the members of this morn
ing club gathering were young
bachelors, and there baing a dearth
of hotels in those palmy .days,

they *‘boarded” with Aunt Ellen.
She kepta pleee just wlere the bar
ber shop'is. mxt to Dr, Joe's. It.
wasn’t so 51&, 4 it was sparsely
furnighed — a. Iong table, with
chairs tilted around it. and snowy

napkms in their tall shiny goblets.

But,” ‘oh, the eats! The joung
men used m..mther around her
amplé baard,” and do full justice
to it all; and as there were no
screens,: thel'e wad a small ebony
fuctoum who stood bshind the
chm'stml jmg,uuﬂv waved a green
ohuu-berry “branch to discourage
winged intraders.

ERr hidar about that boy?  Did

not yoar llnndm. or youruncle or |

You W ever board with Ann
Elleod

“ ell that boy was an inveterate

Those were the days of the iron

talker. Stuttered, too. The young |hanging ring with its circle ot

men at Aunt Ellen’s earnestly en-
deavored to break him of both—
threw biscuits and knives and
things like that at his bullet head
when he began. They cured hig
—nearly. Ever hear about the
time he started out to say some-
thing and after a few minutes, he
got out sulkily, **Ah jist wanta
say they wuz a fly on Mistah
“Tawm’s soup-spoon —=but he’s done
swallowed him now,”

Aunt Ellen was a generous sea-
soner. Her fricaseed chicken with
snowy dumplings, her snow deifts
of rice, her s—veet potato pone, her
flaky bisucits and her molasses
pies and crackling-bread; all these
were noted throughout the parish.
No little bird-bgths with their lone-
s'me dabs of vegetables circling
about your lonely slice of roast
beef, edium. No ma’m, not for
Aunt Ellen and her boarders.
Aunt Ellen was strong for pork,
you koow, back-bone with ground
artichokes and fricaseed duck—
wild duck, if you please—and
gumbo—oh, such gumbo! Okra
gumb>, with its islands of rice and
file Fumho with plump oysters se-
dately anchored in its rich depthss|
Aunt Ellen knew where chicory
grew, crisp and green, and to-
quette, “and creole cabbage; agd
Aunt Eileu could make French
dressing. . «*but Aunt Ellen is
no more. Peace to her ashes.
Her boarders will never forget her.

Natchitoches always set a layish
board. No little noon-time lunch
then, nor six o’clock dinner. Nat-
chitocties dined well and wisely?
at two o’clock, and Natchitoches
paid particular attention to the
ianer man.
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stout hooks, on the back gallery.

Birds. and wild fowl hung there
—feconde Tor the epicure. or just
so, for the average man. Sucking
pigs roasted whole then, and O
shades of Hoover, layer cakes were
real cakes—no war flour, but glit-
tering mounds of about—let me
see, six stories, with a basement,

and s attic. ' They might be white
cake, on Mrs. Henry’s recipe, or
ribbon cake on Mrs.Esther Levy’s,
tho anyway, they were snowed
under a real icing, and they had a
strange habit of freckling ont with
whole pecan-halves, which speckl-
ed the smooth tops and clung dog-

gedly to the sioping sides.

Those were the days of stack
wedding cakes, baked in the grad-
uated pans used since befora the
waP by old Emile Rivers and many
a bride of those days recalls with
pride the height and eculair rich-
ness of her cake. . . . . Mrs. Eli-
zabeth Phillips was famous for her
fill-cakes, and for her jelly roll.

Truffles' could be found on the
old lake bank after a spring show-
er, and they lent a delicate gar-
nishment to ckicken. Artichokes
raised their prickly heads, and all
the old gardens had their long row
of .feathery "aspargus, when you
could pick the tender stalks in the
early morning. X

No kitchenettes with a few
shelves, then, but real pantries
with room for strings of home
made sausagze, and spare ribs, aud
moulds of gquivering hog head |
.heese. Boudin blane, and boudin
rouge were on winter menus, and
champerou in all its spicy delieious-
ness. “Tissale held sway, and all

the cat-pepper. pickles which

awaited its appearance, or that of
the vork reast, shope groen and
red in their jars among the rows
on the upper shelves. Mangoes
almost bursting their bounds with
their ‘chow-chow filiings, pickled
paaches stuck full of cloves, quince
jelly, and mayhaw, and pear com-
pote, and little creale figs in their
rich syrup, sun-cooked, were in-
mates of -those shelves, A tall
stone crock, with its mingled smell
of grape-leaves and fennel guard-
ing the cucumber pickels wasa
part of regular ‘pantry funiture,
and sausages embedded in cans of
home rendered.lard. Oxne look at
the average pantry of those days
was enough to throw Mr.
into a fit of trembling—and if
some one had offered him a crocig-|
nolle from the tall crock—well,
there is no telling how it would
affect nim. You remember, those
rich twisted cakes kin to Yankee
doughnuts, with their tails ingen-
uously thrast thru their neck-
bands, and sprinkled with pow-
dered L‘ugar ..... No cookies,
either, but plumy blond anise-seed
cakes, and big—well,chatain—tea-
cakes of peculmr sugary richness.
Candied orange pe ol and steips cf
erystallized water-melon rind had
their special cut-glass dishes on
the table, and chinquapins, and
scaley-barks and pecans waited in-
vitingly in nut bowls. Meals were
accompanied by different vintages
and topped off by demi tasse ot
real C)IfP noir, often with the
ir.";n.;'_; i) of sugar to zive it
pungency. . . . Those were the
times of—but I must desist. Just
hearing about all those things,
many of which, on any kind of a
scale, anyway, are but memories

the magic of cuisine artistry lingers
around Natchitoches. Just the
other day Dorotby Dix, writing
to a friend here, spoke of the
charm of the town, and her mem-
ory of its ‘‘Creole eats.”
Natchitoches: could summon

Hoover|"

Frank Nuttall, and-on the banks
of lake or bayou, Frank woull

construct & court boullion which
would tempt, the zodde. of lnort
heraelf o *

I fain muqt..luve the gustatory
highroad and , regain - the more
romantic fields.» .But the tastes df-
the 'dqs long gone will linger with-
thése who regall with memories
now zay. now sad, the rosvate past.

Sllffrm Club

Durmz the* week of March 3.9,
a specisl committee from the Suf-,

est, Jesire of ‘ME Club toenroll.
every: ofriend ‘of”‘equal - lulnge
whether man‘or wotnan. The eom- .
mittee 5 ‘eonfosed of Mrs. Sam ..
Henry, wchstrdtth, Mrs. Mpreus,
Desngokes, " ‘Mrs.’ C. V. Portm
Miss Merie : BréiZesle, Miss Loli..
Ducoprgise;. MissSara Heard an:|
Miss, Rabarts Ne#Wol: .
Thesregular March meeting wi!l
be hold at- Comas, March 10, n:
6 p. m¢, when the program will b

Carver;; Mr. Carver will speak

math of the War. The public is
mosy cordially invited.

1t you want a job of printing a
little better than usual, booklet,
circular, dodger, note head, enve-
lope, official note or blank of any
kind, just come direct to this

these days of conservation. But

e

dffibe and you can get it done, _ _
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frage\Club will make s campnig 5
for- membershiff as it is the carn-,,
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undesshe/directiordf Mri, M. H.

on some special phase of the Atter-®




