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F or The Baptist B ible Institute
INcw O rleans, L ouisiana

$ 7 5 ,0 0 0  fo r Buildings, A lread y  Pledged in Louisiana

$125 ,000  N ow  Being Raised in a  S ta te -W id e  C am paign

$ 3 7 5 ,0 0 0  W ill be Raised by Other Sou th e m  .States

The old Sophie Newcomb College property, 1220 Wash
ington Avenue, valued at $300,000, and now owned by 
thé Institute, is to be used for the development of one of 
thç greatest schools of its kind in the world.

varions tpngués, are here trained in Bible 
and related subjects, without tuition and at a 

veftrnpniinal cost for board.

The campaign now on in Louisiana presents an oppor-

1 » *

tunity for investment in the greatest missionaryand educa
tional institution in the South. Money put into these 
buildings and into the endowment of this institution will live 
for centuries to train Christian workers for Christian con

test throughout the world.

-

Dr. B. H. DeMent, New Orleans.............. M ...............  ........ "Campaign Manager

Dr. C  P. Roney, New Orleans ................ .T tj....................................... ............. . ..Office Manager

Dr. B. P. Robertson, New Orleans .......................... .................................. : . . .  Éjield Manager

Rev. C. C. Carroll, Natchitoches....................................  ................................ .Local Manager

Rev. Dana Terra, Natchitoches..................................................................... i . . Local Manager

Little Journeys Into tbePest
' j the town, for every man was a

A OÜSTATÖUT memory I citizen then with a true citizens 
M orris fe f th n d  had its roast sense of responsibility The geft-

their plans for the government of 
'th e  town, for every

beef, fü r  fkMoe its truffled birds, 
frozeu Bassilbas its eaviar, Mex
ico ifc "HrjoJea. Hungary has its 
famed geulgsli, Boston its pork 
aud beam. btH Natchitoches — 
Natchitoches bod its Aunt Ascher. 
Naichitoehep had its Aunt Ellen 
Price, Natchitoobes had its Fiitik 
Nuttall, AAd . whan I fain would 
ttwvef into this raaimoof the past, 
I find myself M  into alluring lit
tle pathf S& g y latory memories, 
winidog litti* paths, almost for
gotten, with more appeal, often.« 
than tha Hoad o’ Romanoe thro 
some ls> f Inairnd heart, or tiie 
Highway of stirring epochs of the 
historical days thru some trained 
memory and higtr' thinking mind.

T often find myself, I say. ex-, 
ploriux^ tbaaa moss-grown vines, 
nod pushing back s6me shadowy 
brpnohaa, that I may see clearly on 
to  Veritable highway of Eats. Not 
accompanied, aither. rd  have yow 
know.« Boma (Carat writer 
told of , the interesting fact that 
children-eseoeiete holidays with 
their characteristic smells, but 
th in ^ J a tfU n m  interesting" that

tie a r t of conversation flourished.
l a  these halycon days, you did 

not phone for a steak and soap- 
You went by, an^ selected your 
roa^t with alt the respect and care- 
fol consideration dne such a mo
mentous undertaking, and while 
you might not wrap it ftp and take 
it horn, you left-it picked out, 
ready to be tucked into her basket 
bv Mammy when she came, and 
carried home with proper decorum 
on her arm. 1

M arkets opened early—about 
four oclocb—and I t  that chill botfr, 
cafe noir tastes best. So tbe old 
woman who knew best how to 
drip  i t—and it’s an accomplish
ment, too—had their little coffee 
stalls a t the market, and there he 
m en-gathered and drank their 
small caps of aromatic Creole cof- 
Tee, and ate the feathery pound 
eake such as only Aunt Ellen or 
her contemporaries could make. 
No skimpy slices of some-flouY 

icoction s o flavöred that it might 
Ac anything, either, but a stout, 

X Substantia! man’s size mound of 
golden pound cake.

the paths I have Mt out to explore £  That was on spring mornings,
in searching I *  o|d memories and 
customs ®f Nmdatocbes, all lead 
Into that broad road which, for 
want e f a  better name, I call the. 
Gustatory Highway. v,
.Papers ware fewer then, 

nectioos with tbs outside w 
tjbru tslagraph and telephones 
lines of travel, ate. were fa^ slow
er and iaooaveaieQt, and, perforce, 

together some- 
♦ffleçüi*

la

when the grass along St. Penis 
street was shining with, theipew, 
and the'birds twittered about their 
building in the stately elms in 

I tbe old ivy covered church- 
_  . >y . winter mornings one 

canid have h big steaming :u.*at- 
j S t p f  Aunt Aschies, rich brown 
Itricolor, with a becoming crimp
ing of flakey edges and highly 
seasoned innards' which tasted 

_  they look#, j i t  
tha vary smeii was
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tem pting—one had to hurry by 
her stall on r rid a y  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 a heated discussion. The citi
zens would «crowd around in ani
mated groups, often 45 or 50 at a 
time, .an d  discuss the turbulent 
poiitical.situation, and also—prob
ably—tbe latest gossip.

The old ex-slaves, in their stiff 
calicoes, anjj spotless aprons, their 
snowy tignons, or spotted head- 
hftndkerchiefs, would preside over 
their little stalls and keep the cof
fee hot, or Hand out tamales—Aunt 
Ellen’s tamales, jdim young things 
in their steaming shucks—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 being a dearth 
of hotels in those palmy days, 

they “ boarded” with Aunt Ellen. 
She kept a  place just where the bar 
ber shop'is. next to Dr. Joe’s. I t  
wasn’t so big, ap J  it was sparsely 
furnished*— a long table, with 
chairs tilted around it. and snowy 
napkins in their tall shiny goblets. 
But, oh, the eats! The young 
men used to ..gather around her 
ample board, and do full justice 
to it all;, and as there were no 
screens, th e fc s was a small ebony 
factotum who stood behind the 
chairs and languidly waved a green

Well, that boy was an inveterate 
talker. Stuttered, too. The young 
men at Aunt Ellen’s earnestly en
deavored to break him of both— 
threw biscuits and knives and 
things like that at his bullet bead 
when he began. They cured hiijt 
—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 
sav they wuz a fly on Mistah 
■Tawm’s soup-spoon —but he’s done 
swallowed him now,”

Aunt Ellen was a generous sea
soned Her fricaseed chicken with 
snowy dumplings, her snow drifts 
of r.ce, her s-reet potato pone, her 
flaky bisucits and her molasses 
pies and crackling:bread; all these 
were noted throughout the parish. 
No little bird-b^ths with 'their lone
some dabs of vegetables circling 
about your lonely slice of roast 
beef, rgedium. No ma’m, not for 
Aunt Ellen and her boarders. 
Aunt Ellen was strong for pork, 
you know, back-bone with ground 
artichokes and fricaseed duck— 
wild duck, if you please—aud 
gumbo—oh, such gumbo! Okra 
gumb >, with its islands of rice and 
file gumbo with plump oysters se
dately anchored in its rich dep ths/ 
Aunt Ellen knew where chicory 
grew, crisp and green, and ro
quette, • and creole cabbage; aqd 
Aunt Ellen could make French 
dressing. ~ . . . but Aunt Ellen is 
no more. Peace to her ashes. 
Her boarders will never forget her. 

Natchitoches ahva> s set a lavish
ohina-berry branch to discourage board. No little noon-time lunch
winged intruders.

Egtsr héaf about that boy? Did 
not your grandpa, or your uncle or

Eiienf

then, nor six o’ciocx dinner. Nat
chitoches dined well and wisely! 
a t two o ’clock, and NatchitochesW ----- - ----- ~ ” —--— J

You daddy ever b>ard with Aunt ' paid particular attention to the
loner man.

( Those were the days of the iron 
hanging ring with its circle of 
stout hooks, on the back gallery. 
Birds, and wild fowl hung there 

féconde Tor the epicure, or just 
so, for the average mau. Sucking 
pigs roasted whole then, and O 
shades of Hoover, layer cakes were 
real cakes—no war flour, but glit 
tering mounds of abou t—let me 
see, six stories, with a basement, 
and an attic. They might bé white 
cake, on Mrs. H enry’s recipe, or 
ribbon cake on M rs.Esther Levy’s, 
tho anyway, they were snowed 
under a real icing, and they had a 
strange habit .of freckling out with 
whole pecan-halves, which speckl
ed tbe smooth tops and clung dog* 
gedly to the sloping sides.

Those were the days of stack 
wedding cakes, baked in the grad 
uated pans used since before the 
waT by old Emile Bi vers and many 
a bride o f those days recalls with 
pride the height and eculair rich
ness of her cake.............. Mrs. Eli
zabeth Phillips was famous for her 
tiil-cakea, and for her jelly roll.

Trufflea 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 ail 
tbe old gardens had their long row 
of «feathery aspargus, when you 
could pick the teader stalks in the 
early morning.

No kitchenettes with a few 
shelves, then, but real pantries 
with room for strings of hom-* 
made sausage, and spare rd -, and 
moulds of quivering hog head 
cheese. Boudin blanc, and boudin 
rouge were on winter menus, and 
champerou in all its spicy delieious- 
nesa. ’Ti'sale held sway, and all 
tbe cut-peçper. pickles which

awaited its appearance, or that of 
the pork roast, shope green and 
rçd in their jars among the rows 
on the upper shelves. Mangoes 
almost bursting their bounds with 
their chow-chow iiliings, pickled 
peaches stuck full of cloves, quince 
jelly, and mayhaw, and pear com
pote, and little creale (igs 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 pickets was a 
part of regular pantry funiture, 
and sausages embedded in cans of 
home rendered lard. One look at 
the average pantry of those days 
was enough to throw .Mr. Hoover 
into a lit of trem bling—and if 
some one had offered him a crocig- 
noll# from the tall crock—well, 
there i3 no telling how it would 
•affect nim. You renum ber, those 
rich twisted cakes kin to YaDKee 
doughnuts, with their tails ingen
uously thrust thru their neck
bands, and sprinkled with pow
dered sugar..............No cookies,
either, but plu:u,> blond anise-seed 
cakes, and big—well,chatain—tea
cakes of peculiar sugary richness. 
Candied orange peel and strips cf 
crystallized water-melon rind had 
their special cu t-g lassdishes on 
the cable, 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 of 
real cafe noir, often with the 
burning lump of sugar to give it 
pungency. . . . I’Uose were the 
times of—but I  must desist. Ju s t 
hearing about all those tilings, 
many of which, on any kind of a 
scale, anyway, are but memories 
these days of conservation. But

the magic of cuisine artistry lingers 
aroupd Natchitoches. Just the 
other day Dorothy Dix, writing 
to a friend here, spoke of the 
ch.arm of the town, and her mem
ory of, its “Creole eats.” 

Natchitoches - could summon 
Frank Nuttall, and on the banks 
of lake or bayon, Frank would 
cqnstruct a court boullioo which 
woujd tempt> the goddess of snort 
herself. , . ■ *

I faip rau&t. lesve the gustatory 
highroad and ; regain the more 
romantic fields.* But the taste* df 
the da. ŝ long gone will linger with 
those who reqpll with memories 
now gay, no*fMuj, the roseate pa t̂.

Suffrage Club

During the ;week of March 3-11, 
a special committee from the Sul-, 
frageKCiub will make a campa;g i . 
for ■ .membership as it is the earn-., 
est. desire of Club to enroll 
every?,«friend 'of"' equal suffrage ., 
whetbèc man or vfotrian. The com
mittee fis 'eonfjfc&èd' of Mrs. Sam . 
Herpj^icbaltatlAt, Mrs. Mprcus, % 
Destonkse, ‘ Mrs. ' C. V. Porter, 
Miss,Maria Brêâ&ale, Miss Leli.i ' - 
Ductyjffjsu^ MUw^ara Heard and 
Miss.Roberta Netfél.

The^regolar March meeting will 
be hejd at Corners, March 10, at'
6 P* when this program will be 
under4heidirection-bf Mrs. M. H. 
Carver,. 'Mr. Carver will speak 
on some special phase of the Alter-* 
math of the War. The piblic is 
most cordially invited.

II you waul a job of printing a 
little better than usual, booklet, 
circular, dodger, note bead, enve
lope, official note or blank of any 
kind, just come direct to this 
dffiöe'and you can get it done. _ „
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