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to my loving parents, sisters and brothers 

and, also, 

to my kind and loving husband, 

good children, grandchildren, and great-grandchildren. 
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Foreword 
 

 The relating of one’s life story, in writing, can be very valuable for posterity.  As an 

amateur genealogist, having researched many records in Court Houses, Libraries, and Church 

records I finally was able to trace both Philip’s and my ancestors to the sixteenth century.  How 

nice it would have been to find “A Life Story” of some of them. 

 At age eighty-four, as of this September 26, 1995, with a clear and alert mind, and a vivid 

memory, I feel compelled to write my story, which is very personal, informal, and, yet, 

historical.  It covers a span of four score and four years, and, deals with lifestyles and 

circumstances of individuals, as well as the strong faith in God, inherited from our Ancestors. 

 

         by 

        Marie Henry Caillouet 
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CHAPTER ONE 
 

 It was a beautiful, late September day, along Bayou du Large - the dog days of summer 

had gone; the autumn season had made its appearance as of September the twenty third. The first 

cool spell is always welcomed after the summer's heat and humidity. Harvest time - sugar cane 

cutting and readying for the mill - pecans ripening and falling from the trees, with the least little 

wind that might arise - will always be very vivid in everyone who enjoyed a good country life. 

One such person, who welcomed the first North wind, was my mother.  She was expecting me, 

her fifth child - and was relieved from the stress of the heat. 

 My parents, Willis Parker Henry and Isia Marie Lajaunie, were loving and hardworking 

people. Their strong faith in God was their mainstay in all their hardships; they had to face in 

having and raising nine children. It had been handed down to them by their devout ancestors. 

Both Papa and Mamma were born in Terrebonne Parish. Mamma was very hard of hearing from 

age seventeen. She once said that she never heard her babies cry. Papa was her right hand in 

everything. 

 The picturesque Bayou du Large had its beginning at Crosier - a little settlement about 

two miles from Houma, the only town in Terrebonne Parish. The bayou is about twenty-two 

miles long and is inhabited all along with good and friendly people.  

 Papa and Mamma were married February 8, 1904, at St. Eloi's Church, Father L.H. 

Langlais presiding. They were both twenty-four years of age. Mamma was born March 12, 1880 

on Bayou, du Large. Papa, being eight months younger, was born November4, 1880, on Mr. 

Ruffin Barrow's plantation, on Bayou Terrebonne. Papa's mother, (Grandma Julie Boudreaux 

Henry) died - age (approximately) 35 years old. He was only eleven years old - and he was the 

second eldest of six children. His only sister (Aunt Alice Henri Duplantis) was the eldest. 

Grandpa Tras (Trasimond Henri) and his family worked on the plantation until they were old 

enough to leave on their own. Grandpa moved to Bayou du Large. 
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 Papa and Mamma's first-born was a son - Lucas Lawrence, born on Thursday, August 10, 

1905 at 3:10 p.m. They were very happy. He was baptized by Reverend J. Barbé, Pastor at St. 

Eloi's Church, Bayou du Large. Unfortunately, while Papa was out on a hunting trip, little Lucas 

died of pneumonia at the age of seven weeks, on Friday, September 29, 1905 at 2:00 a.m. That 

must have been the saddest time for them, but the knowledge of him being a little angel in 

Heaven, serving God, as their strong faith told them - must have alleviated some of the sorrow.  

 Papa was always known as a "Jack-of-all-trades", as he was able to do so many different 

things. His first undertaking was building his own first house - on the right descending side of 

the bayou. It was in this house that their second child, a daughter, was born. It was on September 

10, 1906, when Florence Marie made her appearance. I am sure that having a baby helped to fill 

the void left by little Lucas' death. 

 I don't know how long they lived in that house, but when Florence was about one year 

and ten months old, she had a little sister - Gertrude Ann was born June 8, 1908 in their home 

next door to Grandpa Tras. 

 Mamma was always a good seamstress, having always made her own clothes. With two 

little girls and a third on the way, Mamma was kept very busy. Julie Lenore, named after 

Grandma Julie, was born February 20, 1910. I am sure she was welcomed with open arms, but 

Papa must have been feeling that another boy would have been nice after two girls. Perhaps the 

thought that someday these girls would be a help to Mamma may have helped. 

 Meanwhile, Papa had been managing Uncle Caliste's (Pardner, as we called him) store, 

which was located up the bayou. Mamma was kept very busy with house chores and caring for 

the children. The family now had outgrown the small house, so Papa put a down payment on a 

much larger one - high off the ground. It was a lovely place, with pecan trees in a large area. This 

place was located about one mile below Theriot, La. - a little settlement where the post office and 

St. Eloi's church were. It was ten and one-half miles from Houma. 
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Papa and Mamma 

Willis Parker Henry and Isia Marie Henry 
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 The summer was a hot and humid one, especially for Mamma who was expecting her 

fifth child - Me. Papa and Mamma were very busy, I'm sure - what with the moving and caring 

for three small children. Mamma did the sewing for all - including shirts and sleeping wear for 

Papa. Papa was a very good cook, and I'm sure he did a lot for the family. He had cows for the 

milk consumption - chickens for meat and eggs, and always had a nice garden. He was a farmer, 

also - helping his neighbors to save their crops - corn and sugar cane, particularly.  

 Summer waned and cooler air of fall was beginning to be felt - so it was that on this 

beautiful, late September day, Tuesday, September 26, 1911, to be exact, that I made my 

appearance - another girl. Again, quite a disappointment.       

 Mamma was fortunate to have come from a large family herself, as each time she was in 

need of help one of her sisters came to take care of her. This time Aunt Marie Folse (she was not 

married then) stayed several weeks with Mamma. I was baptized October 14, 1911, by Father J. 

Barbé, in St. Eloi's Church. I was named Marie Philomene after Grandma Lajaunie, Mamma's 

Mother. 

 Cane harvesting or "grinding time" was in full swing, lasting from October to December. 

Farmers helped one another to save the cane before the weather became a problem, and to be 

finished before the Christmas holidays. Meanwhile, the fur animal trapping season had started. 

Families actually left their homes for about three months during the winter. They packed all the 

necessary items in their boats and moved into camps in the marshes, across the surrounding 

lakes. They took their children out of school, but they had to make up the time later. 

 Pardner was in the business of buying fur pelts. Mr. Mahler had the dealership and a store 

to sell some of the finished products such as beautiful fur jackets, stoles and coats. Pardner sold 

his store (up the bayou) to Mr. Abel Aycock. He opened another large mercantile store down on 

lower Bayou du Large, at Falgout Canal. He had recently lost his wife - not long after his little 

daughter, age three, had died of pneumonia. He moved his little family, consisting of one little 

daughter, Thelma, age two years, and her aunt, who had come to live with them, to Theriot, 
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Louisiana. He was busy managing his new store, so he employed Papa to go out to all the 

trappers to buy their pelts. This income came in handy every year, as it enabled Papa to buy all 

his groceries for the house at the store, and it took care of the bill.  

 Time passed and before long I was running around. Like most toddlers, getting in the 

wrong places, once too often. There were no banisters around the front porch of our high house, 

and, I wandered too near the edge. Mamma told me that I had fallen on a flower bed, cutting my 

head on a metal rim around it. I still have the scar to prove it. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

 

 The Christmas Holidays were with us again. Mamma was expecting her sixth child in the 

spring. It was a much better time for her comfort. Can you imagine how happy they were when, 

on April 11, 1913, Mamma gave birth to a fine son? Papa was very happy and proud. The baby 

was christened at St. Eloi's church, and was named Willis Leon Henry. Naturally we, little girls, 

grew up calling him Brother. 

 Papa worked very hard at whatever there was to do. Mamma, also, did all she could, like 

using eggs to barter with merchants to buy staple things. That was usual then. She also rented 

rooms to two of the schoolteachers, Miss Lottie Lockett (Mrs. Ben Marmande, in later life) and 

Miss Leonie Theriot, from Houma, lived with us during the school year. The two room school 

was in our yard. Florence started school there. As the year rolled by, money was hard to come 

by, and soon Papa was not able to meet the notes on the loan for the house. The bank lost no time 

foreclosing on the loan and took our home. 

 Papa and Mamma then rented a house in Porche settlement. All the good people around 

were well known and friendly, as well as helpful. At this area, there was a little one room 

schoolhouse. Miss Hazel Zeringer, from Houma was the teacher, later becoming Sr. Ignatius of 

the Marianites of the Holy Cross. Florence, Gert, and Julie went to school there. She was a very 

good teacher, and good at giving little plays. One such play in the month of May was "What is in 

the Basket?" I was just the right size to be in the play. It was a little musical - singing and 

dancing, while swinging the basket by older girls.  They were singing: 

  "What is in the basket?  I would like to know. 

  What is in the basket,  Something white as snow. 

  Let us give a little peek.  Peek, peek, oh! 

  Marie is in the basket.  Now, now we know." 

Then, they tilted the basket and I came out. We were all dressed in frilly white dresses.  The play 
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was followed by a Maypole dance, including all the students. I can remember this well. Florence 

and Gert, and Julie remember their school years very well. 

 Time passed and soon Mamma was expecting again. This time it was not for her seventh 

child, but for her seventh and eighth children. Yes, she was carrying twins, although she did not 

know it. Everybody, in those days, had large families, and it was not unusual for Mamma. 

Everybody helped. Mamma always had old Mrs. Henry Bergeron, a very good midwife, to bring 

her babies into the world. 

 This time, on October 30, 1914, Mamma gave birth to two little girls. I do not know if 

they were identical. They were named Jeanne Ann and Ann Jeanne, and both were healthy 

babies. Mamma must have been concerned as to how she would be able to cope with it all. 

Brother was just a toddler of one year and a half, and, of course, required a lot of attention yet. 

When I think of the conditions of the time - no electricity, washers and dryers, no appliances to 

simplify the work - and all the diapers to be washed, it makes me admire all of them the more. I 

am sure that their families gave them a lot of support. 

 Aunt Ella and Uncle Peter (Mamma's brother and sister-in-law, and my godparents) 

offered to Mamma to take one of the twins to give her all the attention she needed at their home. 

It must have been hard for Mamma but I am sure that she thought it best for the baby. Ann 

Jeanne went to live with them. I don't know how old she was at the time, but when she was a 

little over two weeks, she took sick with pneumonia. Grandma Lajaunie took her over to her 

home to help take care of her. Since she had not been baptized, Grandma gave her conditional 

Baptism. Unfortunately, at age three weeks, Ann Jeanne died - another little Angel in Heaven.  I 

know that Mamma felt that if she had kept her with her, that maybe she would not have gotten 

sick, but their faith told them that it was God's Will. I'm sure it took a long time for them to get 

over their loss. 
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Mamma and her children 

From left, front row:  Willis (Brother), Leonce (cousin), Manning, and Jeanne 

From left, second row:  Gertrude and Marie 

From left, third row:  Florence, Mamma, and Julie 
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 I was nearing four years of age when I started to suffer with tonsillitis and earache. I can 

distinctly remember Florence, age nine, holding me and rocking me when I had earache. Mamma 

was very worried that I would become deaf like she was, so she took me to see Dr. Hugh St. 

Martin to check me. He gave Mamma a syringe with a large black bulb to blow air in my nostrils 

while I swallowed a mouthful of water. This was to open my Eustachian tubes. That was an 

ordeal, but I remember doing it, whether it did any good or not. Of course, Mamma also had to 

put drops in my ears. 

 I don't know why we moved, perhaps for more space, but in time, we did move a few 

houses up on the same side of the bayou. This house became known as Aunt Alice's (Lajaunie 

Guidry) house as she bought it later. 

 I was nearing five years of age and my earaches never let up. There were more trips to the 

doctor. Finally, he told Mamma and Papa that my tonsils and adenoids had to come out. 

 Looking back today, it scares me the way I was operated on. The road to Houma was a 

dirt road. When it rained it became almost impassable. The ruts were very deep, and the car 

would slip and slide every way. On the day appointed, I was taken to the office of Doctors Hugh 

and Thaddeus St. Martin. It was horrible - I remember it well. The operation evidently went well 

as I didn't hemorrhage, and to this day my hearing seems perfect. What a chance they took with 

me. I was taken off the operating table (I'm sure I stayed there until I came to from the ether) into 

the car, traveled seven miles from Houma to home on the same day. God surely took care of me. 

I never did hemorrhage, but it was very sore. I can remember Papa feeding me ice cream on the 

next day. 

 Papa was still buying fur during the winter and now Pardner needed him in the store.  Of 

course, where we were living was pretty far from the store. Pardner offered his house near the 

store, as he was not living there. I was five years old then, and not quite ready for school. We 

moved to the Falgoust Canal area into another large, high house without banisters on the front 

and back porches. I must have been a very active child (and gave Mamma a lot of trouble) or I 
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was very accident prone, but it was not long before I fell off the back porch onto a low tree trunk. 

I hurt my right arm, so I had to see Dr. St. Martin again, who said I had a dislocated elbow.  He 

pulled my arm until he got it back into place. I can remember the pain and the swelling that 

ensued.  I had my arm in a sling for a long time. Of course, without thinking at all I had to try 

falling from the front porch, too. This time, Cousin Maria Lajaunie, a school teacher and cousin 

of Mamma's who roomed and boarded with us, was sitting on the porch correcting papers.  I 

came out on the porch dancing and turning around, and losing my sense of direction, I fell off the 

porch.  She quickly came to me as I had gone into shock.  She carried me in to Mamma, who was 

water-mopping the kitchen. With no hesitancy, she immediately threw the bucket of threw a 

bucket of dirty water into my face.  I came to right away.  I didn't seem to have suffered any ill-

effects from my back.  Thank God, again. Florence, Gert, and Julie were in school where Cousin 

Maria taught. 

 Pardner lived at Theriot and drove some six miles to the store every day. I can remember 

going to spend the day with Thelma.  I cannot remember what we had for dinner, but I was 

impressed with the salad - plain lettuce with a sweet cream dressing.  I had never had it before 

and I enjoyed it.  Tante, (as everybody called her) Miss Emma St. Martin, was very strict with 

Thelma. I can always remember the little hairbrush she kept handy for spanking.  Pardner spoiled 

Thelma, as she was all the family he had. 

 Another thing that stands out in my memory during that year was the hurricane of 1915. 

They did not have names in those days. I remember that we spent it in a nice-sized boat, well 

anchored, in Falgoust Canal. Aunt Olive, Mamma's youngest sister was with us. The wind blew 

very hard and the boat rocked quite a bit. All this was too much for Mamma. She was very upset. 

I suppose it was because she was in the early stage of pregnancy. She was carrying her ninth 

child.  Both Pardner and Papa were kept very busy at the store.  Pardner decided that it would be 

best if he lived near the store - especially with Papa leaving during the winter to buy fur. We 

moved in a smaller house next door, and gave Pardner his house.  I can remember the large 



 

11 
 

freight boats - the Good Hope, for one. They would dock at the store wharf to deliver 

merchandise, which was sold in the store, from the wholesale houses in Houma. Photographers, 

in boats, made their annual rounds. Once, Mamma wanted to have Brother's and Jeanne's 

pictures made. They were neatly dressed and very cute. I wanted mine taken, too. The lady 

persuaded Mamma to let me stand behind Jeanne, who was sitting on a stool, even though my 

dress was torn and I was bare-foot. Mamma combed my hair and the picture was taken. It came 

out very nice. 

 It was a pretty cool, late fall day when Mamma gave birth to a third son - to be exact, it 

was November 27, 1916, that George Manning was born. He was named after Father George 

Andre', who baptized him. Because Mamma did not have a second name for him, Fr. Andre' 

suggested that he be named after Cardinal Manning. He was a fine big baby, and soon became a 

good playmate for Brother. 

 Thelma, (a year younger) and I always played together - to say nothing of getting into 

trouble. On one occasion, we were playing on the unloading wharf for the store at Falgoust 

Canal. We were trying to catch water lilies, in bloom, with a long crab net. I reached over too far 

out and fell into the water. I couldn't swim or reach anything. Thelma tried to catch me with the 

net. Imagine four and five year-olds doing that. I could feel myself going down, and my whole 

life passed before me. The next thing I knew, Mr. Olivier Champagne had pulled me out of the 

water. I was all right but very embarrassed because I looked like a wet chicken, and I had to walk 

all the way to our house from the store. There were "drummers" or salesmen at the store which 

really embarrassed me. I am sure that Mamma must have reprimanded me and warned me about 

doing it again. Of course, children of that age forget very quickly. It was not very long before 

Thelma fell into the water. This time, it was in Bayou du Large where the Good Hope was 

unloading freight for the store. The closest the boat could get to the dock was about six to eight 

feet away. Boards had to be used as a walkway to the boat. We watched from the levee until 

Thelma made her way to the boards and attempted to walk them. She didn't get very far before 
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she fell into the water. She was going down, her dress ballooning all around her, and being 

pulled under the large boat. One of the men jumped in and finally pulled her out. She was 

brought home and was severely reprimanded by Tante, who gave her a warm bath, a few drops 

of paregoric for shock, and put her to bed to relax. I think we both learned our lessons as it never 

happened again. Thelma and I have always remembered the incidents and speak of it to this day. 
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CHAPTER THREE 

 

 With the advent of 1917, everything was going along fine. Papa was very busy at the 

store while Mamma was very occupied with cooking, washing and sewing. Florence, Gert, and 

Julie were old enough to be a lot of help for Mamma. Manning was in his second year, and 

required a lot of running after. 

 Unfortunately, the news did not remain good for long.  Grandpa Tras was not feeling well 

and went to see a doctor, who diagnosed his case as a malignancy of the throat. at that time he 

was only 64 years old. He was informed that he had to take a series of treatments and, of course, 

that meant going to Charity Hospital in New Orleans. Grandpa was a sugar cane farmer, and 

Papa felt that he had to help him. We moved up the bayou to a small house next door to him. 

Grandpa really enjoyed playing with little Manning, getting him to make the "big man" by 

sticking his tummy out and then "playing the drum" on it. They both laughed heartily. After his 

family had grown, Grandpa remarried. Her name was America Babin, and she only spoke 

French. I know that she understood and spoke a few English words, but she insisted on our trying 

to speak French. Our visits were not often and we never really got to know her well. The only 

occasion we had to "speak French" was to say "Joyeux Noël et Bonne Année", which we 

practiced, all the way, walking to her house. Although Grandpa was very jovial and friendly, I do 

not recall too many activities with him. 

 It seems that we children were going to be deprived of all our grandparents early in life. 

Grandma Lajaunie had a heart condition, I was told. We always lived a distance apart and 

transportation wasn’t easy to come by, so we were not together as much as we would have liked. 

I can always remember Grandma feeding her chickens, and also the large orange or grapefruit 

tree. I remember Grandpa Medée (Amedée), as we called him, waiting at the front gate to greet 

us on one of our Sunday visits. He, too, had a heart condition. It was a sad day when we got the 

news that Grandma, at age 60 years, had died in her sleep on April  25, 1918. 



 

14 
 

 

Papa’s father and mother 
Grand Tras and Grandma Julie 

 

 
Mamma’s Parents 

Lucien Amedée Lajaunie and Marie Philomene Brien Lajaunie 
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After some embalming done at the house, her body was laid out in the large center hall. The 

shock of grandma's death was too much for Grandpa, and he really never got over it. His heart 

was bad and this affected his kidneys. So it was that four months later, he died at the age of 62 

years, on September 1, 1918. I do not remember either funeral, held at St. Eloi's Church, with 

burial in the church cemetery. I probably did not go because transportation was the problem. The 

church was three miles away and, I'm sure, the carriage had made a number of trips just for the 

immediate family. 

 Aunt Marie and (Uncle) George Folse were planning to be married. (Uncle) John Prejean 

and Aunt Bernice, as well as, (Uncle) René Chauvin and Aunt Lydie, were courting. Aunt Olive, 

nineteen years old, was at home also. 

 Grandpa was a big sugar cane farmer and he had a large harvesting coming up. Mamma 

was the eldest girl in the family, so, after a family meeting it was decided that Papa would come 

to help save the crop. we moved in and the next few months will always be remembered. The 

many pecan trees were loaded with delicious nuts and the sugar cane (Cuban, a white, juicy one) 

was a treat for all of us. Every evening we would peel the sugar cane and eat pecans with our 

cousins, on the levee. Aunt B. (Bernice) was Gert's and Julie's catechism teacher at home, and 

she was very strict. If they didn't know their lesson for her, she would not let them come out with 

us on the levee. Both Aunt B. and Aunt Olive played a big part in our growing years. Aunt Marie 

and aunt Lydie had married and moved away. 

 Aunt B. gave Manning the nickname of Pumpkin, as he was so roly-poly, a name that he 

kept for many years. Brother, on the other hand, was of a thinner  nature. Jeanne was almost four, 

and just followed us around trying to do the same things we did. 

 I can remember November 11, 1918. Someone (I can't remember who it was) came up to 

me when I was picking up pecans, to tell me the Armistice was signed. My question to them was 

"What's the Armistice"? Of course I was told that the war was over (World War I). We had heard 

very little about a war, as that was adult talk. That calls to mind the fact that we as children were 
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always fed ahead of the adults, in the kitchen, at a nice round table, while the adults ate at a long 

table in the dining room. 

 Christmas was always a day for family gathering. After seeing what Santa Claus brought 

us, we had to get ready for early Mass. Those who were able to receive Holy Communion were 

fasting and not able to have water. Wilton, Aunt Alice's son, lived next door. He hitched the 

horses to the carriage to take us to church. When we came back, everybody had coffee and 

Christmas cake. Immediately after, the children went for their toys. 

 The Christmas dinner was always so good, as usual, and was served with wine. Of 

course, the day was saddened by the absence of Grandma and Grandpa Lajaunie. Then, too, 

Grandpa Tras condition had worsened, and he was in pain. 

 The cancer had taken its toll of his body, and his life was nearing an end. He died at 66 

years of age on January 31, 1919. The funeral and burial of his young wife, Grandma Julie, were 

at St. Joseph's Church and cemetery, on Bayou Little Caillou. Naturally, Grandpa would be 

buried with her. That meant having to go by boat. 

 I remember that trip very well, as I was old enough to attend. The boat was a long, 

closed-in or school-boat type. The coffin was on a long bench in the center, and we all sat 

around. I think the trip took us down Bayou du Large, left turn into Dulac Bayou, to Bayou Little 

Caillou. St. Joseph Church is at Chauvin, La. along the bayou. A well-kept cemetery is next to 

the church. It was a full day trip at a slow pace. 

 A very successful cane harvesting season was completed, and Grandpa's succession was 

opened. After several family meetings, Uncle Leonce (Mamma's brother) and his brother-in-law, 

Mr. Albert Porche, said that they were interested in buying the farm. Of course, it had to be sold 

to settle the estate. At that time, Uncle Leonce, a barber, was working for the U.S. government in 

Panama. His only child, a son, Leonce, Jr., was born there. After the Act of Sale of the farm was 

passed, the estate was settled and each of the ten children received a share. Aunt Bernice and 

Uncle John Prejean married and moved to Houma. Aunt olive went to New Orleans to attend 
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Spencer Business College. 

 It was then that Papa decided he wanted to go into a business of his own. He and Uncle 

Vital, Papa's youngest brother, opened a new and second-hand furniture store on the corner of 

Point and Lafayette Streets, in Houma.  That meant we had to move to Houma.  Papa and 

Mamma rented a house on West Main St. for a few months, and then, bought a house on Gabasse 

Street, two houses from Pardner’s home. The business showed signs of progress. They were kept 

busy refinishing old furniture. 

 The year was 1919, and summer was coming to an end. I was eight years old, that 

September, and it would be my first year of school. Gert, Julie, and I went to Sacred Heart 

Academy, owned and run by the Sisters Marianites of the Holy Cross. Florence who was thirteen 

years old, and in the seventh grade, went to public school but took piano lessons with Sr. 

Bartholomew at the convent. 

 My first grade teacher was Sr. Gabrielle, a short, stockily built sister from France. 

Everybody loved her as she was jolly and good with children. Of course, after learning the Star 

Spangled Banner, we had to learn the Marseillaise, the French National Anthem, and other cute 

little French songs. She may have been my second grade teacher, also; my memory fails me. My 

third grade teacher was Sr. Monica, who was known to use her ruler on the knuckles. Thelma, a 

year younger than I, walked with us five blocks on Gabasse St. to Point Street, where the convent 

was. Thelma brought a razor blade to school so that she could sharpen her pencil. Sr. Monica 

came by her desk, and Thelma had a taste of her ruler, making her shed a few tears. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 
 

 1920 was a year that I am sure Papa and Mamma never forgot.  As a matter of fact, all, 

but probably Manning, still remember the disaster that visited our family.  On January 26, 

Florence began to feel very bad and had fever.  Because another family on a nearby street had 

typhoid fever, it was suspected and proven that that was what Florence had.  Gabasse St., where 

we lived, had a very large drainage canal the whole length of the street. The Public Health 

Service immediately quarantined our house, and all seven children and most probably Papa and 

Mamma, had to take the three shots of typhoid vaccination.  The Public Health  Nurse, Miss 

Alice Achée, came every day to check on us, and to help Mamma and Papa to know how to 

handle everything.  Taking care of a typhoid case was very hard as it is so infectious.  The patient 

becomes so debilitated and requires a long recuperation period.  It was believed, in those days, 

that only surgical liquids could be given as long as the patient had fever, making them very weak 

and vulnerable to complications.  Florence came through safely, only to have Julie, Me, and 

Jeanne to come down with the fever, even if we had had two of the three shots of prevention.  

Jeanne, age six,  was very sick with the complication of pneumonia.  The two Drs. St. Martin 

came twice daily to the house and did all they could for Jeanne.  After giving her what I presume, 

a large shot of Camphor in Oil they told Papa and Mamma that that was all they could do.  They 

said the rest was up to prayers,  and God’s will.  Mamma was certainly not giving up.  She gave 

her rub-downs and massaged her distended abdomen with Vaseline all night long.  Other than 

prayers, I don’t know what did the work but when Dr. St. Martin came back the next morning, 

she showed signs of improvement.  Possibly she was going through the crisis of pneumonia at 

the time. 

 Papa and Mamma worked tirelessly, day and night with all of us.  Treatment today is so 

very different - antibiotics immediately to take care of the infection and to ward off 

complications.  A rich diet for nourishment in order that strength be maintained.  I can remember 

how anxious we were to know when our fever was gone.  We were so tired of strained chicken 
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broth and such surgical liquids.  Getting out of bed and standing was quite an ordeal.  We had to 

learn how to walk all over - holding on to the walls.  We fell several times as the muscles just 

couldn’t do their work. 

 By the end of June, things seem to be coming to an end.  The Public Health came to 

fumigate the house and clean it up so that the quarantine would be lifted.  Aunt Bernice and 

Uncle John came over to the house to stay with us, so that Mamma and Papa could get away to 

relax.  They went to New Orleans to visit with Aunt Marie Folse.  This was all too good to last.  

On July 4, Gert began feeling very bad.  She, too, became the victim of Typhoid fever.  Gert was 

very sick with complications of pneumonia. Pneumonia, in those days, had to run its course, not 

having any antibiotics, as today.  At the end of the fifth, seventh, or ninth day, would be the 

crisis, which could be very hard to go through, if a person is not strong.  It lasts twenty-four 

hours and Gert was having a hard time.  Fr. August Vandebilt, Pastor of St. Francis de Sales 

church, or Fr. Charles Greco, who was an Assistant, came over to give her the last sacrament of 

the Church.  As it often happens, the Sacrament seemed to have helped her.  She successfully 

went through the crisis and began her recovery.  At last, things began to return to normal in every 

way.  Meanwhile Papa was very busy building us a handcar swing, (something he had seen in the 

paper) so we could build up and exercise our muscles.  We really enjoyed it; as one or three 

could use it at one time.  Our recuperation was not easy, as, we really had to learn how to walk 

again.  We lost all our hair and it was worth it because it came out curly and pretty. 

 Brother started school in September, 1920, at the convent.  Even though there was a 

separate boys’ school, the little first and second graders attended the convent. It was during that 

year at recess time, that he was being chased by one of his little friends, that he fell and cut his 

leg on a piece of window pane.  it was a long and deep cut below the knee, and had to be brought 

to the doctor who sutured it.  Sr. Catherine was very concerned - She went with him to the doctor 

and went to the house to tell Mamma about what happened.  We had no telephone. 

 Even though the furniture business was prospering, Papa felt that the offer Pardner made 
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to him was just what our family needed at this time. He sold his share of the business to Uncle 

Vital, and, we moved back to the country where Papa said, We could breathe all the fresh air we 

needed.”  So in February 1921, we moved back to Bayou du Large, the area known as High 

Ridge.  The large house and acreage belonged to Pardner.  It was located across the bayou from 

Mr. Abel Aycock’s store (formerly Pardner’s first store).  We had a nice little foot bridge that 

had to be manually opened, whenever a boat wanted to pass through, as the bayou was navigable.  

It was a lovely bayou as it was dredged occasionally and kept clean.  That is where we children 

learned to swim - where we fished and crabbed. We had a number of large pecan trees - pear 

trees - and fig trees in our large yard.  Of course we had cattle - very good milking cows.  I use to 

help Mamma to milk the cows (Shateen, our favorite and oldest cow).  Mamma had many 

chickens and eggs, which all contributed to our good health.  Eggs were, also, used in bartering 

with the traveling merchant.  These merchants had a large truck with all the staples -  as canned 

goods - flour, oil, sugar, etc. were on shelves inside the truck.  On the outer sides, shelves were 

stacked with bolts of all kinds of dress materials, sewing equipment and threads, etc. and a large 

awning covered the sides.  It was a pretty complete store on wheel.  I think Mr. Carmelo Fesi 

from Houma was the owner.  Whatever the price of fresh eggs per dozen was exchanged.  He 

had a store in Houma and furnished eggs for his store.  Today we know the Fesis real well. 

 Transferring to the Bayou du Large school in February, was not difficult for any of us. 

Florence, fifteen, an eighth grader; Gert, thirteen, a seventh grader, had no trouble adjusting.  I 

was ten years old and was finishing third grade - (I didn’t start school until I was eight years old).  

I had a very good teacher, Miss Lucille St. Martin (McNeely in later life).  Brother was eight 

years old and second grader.  We went to school in a nice very large school boat.  It started up 

the bayou and picked up children all along.  We lived ten miles from Houma and three miles 

from the school and church.  We had to take our lunch, so Mamma must have been busy giving 

breakfasts and fixing lunches. 

 I was always very active in sports at school.  I loved to play basketball, and, we could not 
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wait for recess time to get a game going.  Later in the year, we played baseball - softball had not 

come out yet.  My elementary school and friends, on Bayou du Large, will always be 

remembered.  We had a nice adequate school building, which is still in use today.  They have 

added to it but the main building has never been changed. 

 Jeanne, now seven years old, started school September 1921.  Florence was beginning 

ninth and last grade taught there. 

 Papa and Mamma were firm believers in education, even though they themselves, had 

very little.  Papa, I think, went through third grade, and Mamma finished the sixth grade.  Both 

had a lot of innate ability and many talents.  Anything Papa tried doing, he was good at it.  

Mamma was a wonderful seamstress, and, don’t forget that there were no patterns in those days.  

She had a lot of experience, keeping her five daughters nicely dressed, and besides making her 

own pretty clothes, she kept her ‘men’ well clothed.  She loved flowers and spent  a lot of time in 

her garden and keeping the yard raked.  She loved to do extra work, as painting (touch ups) in the 

house. 

 Mamma was an excellent cook, loving to fix big family dinners - (like Christmas, Easter, 

Thanksgiving, etc).  I  always remember Mamma’s delicious white, coconut cake.  She made us 

beat the butter and sugar, until it was like a cream-; remember, there were no appliances then.  

No one had ever heard of cholesterol in those days, so fresh churned butter and eggs were used 

abundantly.  Another accomplishment of Mamma was, her delicious blackberry wine, that she 

prided herself in its clarity.  I remember many Christmas dinners served with her delicious wine 

and coconut cake, and, the entire family around the table.  I dare not dwell too much on such 

nostalgia. 

 We, children, always think of our parents as being so old.  Now at my age, today, I 

realize how really young they were and had accomplished so much.  This year of 1921, Mamma 

was only forty-one, in March; Papa, forty-one, also, in November.  How young, to have had nine 

children, seven living and all in school. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
 

 Living on the bayou was a lot of fun for us youngsters, as well as teenagers.  We were 

very active.  I can remember running and making cartwheels the length of the levee, playing hide 

and seek in the cool of the evening, and, at twilight, trying to catch lightning bugs.  During the 

shrimp and crab season, Papa would get a large amount of seafood at Falgoust Canal and he 

would boil them, in a large iron cauldron out in the back yard.  We would spread a lot of papers, 

under the trees, and enjoy them.  There were always a few friends other than our family.  

Another memory, that is very vivid in my mind, was, of Papa sitting in his “spring rocker” 

playing his harmonica or guitar and singing al kind of songs for us.  Some of his songs such as 

“Put your Little Foot Right there” and playing “Over The Waves”.  We were all seated around 

him on the floor.  He, also, used to tell us stories - such as their pranks, when they were young 

and all about the “roo-ga-roos" (loup-ga-rou - werewolf). It was not to scare us but to make us 

laugh.   

 Age thirteen made a difference in my activities.  Across the road from our house, was the 

home of Mr. and Mrs. Aycock.  They had one daughter, Jeanne, our age.  They had a new Edison 

phonograph, with a lot of nice dance records.  The matting, in their large and long hall, was 

rolled up, every Sunday afternoon, and we had a nice time dancing all evening.  We were several 

boys and girls who had a good time. 

 Just as Mamma had many good sisters, who came to her aid when help was needed, so 

did Papa with his brothers.  I have mentioned Pardner, many times, helping Papa in many ways.  

A better man there never was.  He was the sweetest person to everyone, and, he loved children.  

He came to our house, every morning on his way to the store.  Sox (Uncle Vital) also helped in 

many ways - as when Florence finished her ninth and last year of schooling on the bayou. She 

had to go to high school (tenth grade) in Houma.  Sox and Tim (Aunt Winnie, his wife) offered 

Florence to come and stay with them to go to school.  She did.  When Gert finished school, on 

the bayou, she, too went to live with them.  Pardner and Aunt Mildred (Smith - his second wife) 
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wanted Florence to stay with them in her last year.  We only had to attend eleven grades then.  

Florence graduated at Terrebonne High School in 1925.  Of course she wanted to go to college to 

get her two year certificate to teach.  She decided to go to S.L.I. in Lafayette, La.  Of course, 

Papa was not able to send her, but they knew that, would-be teachers, could borrow necessary 

funds for college, from the school board.  Her loan did go through.  Not only was that a relief for 

Papa and Mamma, but, also the fact that Florence  would be able to room and board at Aunt 

Mildred’s sister’s home (Dr. and Mrs. J. O. Duhon). 

 Meanwhile Papa taught Gert and Julie how to drive a car, and, by the time Gert was to 

start her last year of schooling. he bought a Ford Model A Sedan.  His plan was that Gert would 

drive, taking Julie and me to school in Houma - I was then in ninth grade.  We, also, were able to 

take Anna Mae (Pierce) and Estelle (Connolly) Marmande to Houma. The road was still a dirt 

road but it was not long before they were shelled.  What a difference shells made!  A lot of dust, 

too. 

 Gert graduated in 1926, as valedictorian of her class.  We were very proud of her, 

especially when she delivered her speech to her class.  She, too, planned on attending S.L.I., and, 

was successful in obtaining a loan from the school board.  She, too, lived at the Duhons. 

 Brother, age 13, and Manning, 10 years, were really growing up.  Papa had helpers, in 

many chores, like chopping and bringing in wood for our heaters; cutting grass, and many other 

things.  Papa showed them to do many pleasurable things as well, such as swimming in the 

bayou, fishing, and how to handle a gun and hunt.  I can always picture them, with their twenty-

twos, and their dog, Bingo, a rat terrier - headed out to the pastures and woods to hunt rabbits 

and squirrels. 
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Residents of Bayou du Large (circa 1940) 
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 I will always remember Spring of 1927 when the great flood took place.  The Spring thaw 

from the North, really overloaded the Mississippi River, breaking its levees in many places, 

flooding the surrounding areas.  Papa and the neighbors had to build a levee on the front edge of 

the woods, protecting the pasture land behind our house.  The water, from the Mississippi River 

into the Atchafalaya, spilled over its levees, into the back part of our area, to a depth of about six 

feet.  It brought with it beautiful, large, red, river crayfish - the best to eat.  We watched as they 

crawled over the levee into our nets.  We had many good crayfish boils.  The flood caused much 

damage to places like Morgan City but thank God we were not affected. 

 The end of May, 1927 brought graduation for Julie.  She, too chose to become a teacher 

and went to S.L.I., living with Gert, at the Duhons, on Cherry St. in Lafayette, La..  Florence had 

completed her course, and, had received her two years certificate in teaching.  Her first teaching 

assignment was on Bayou du Large, making it possible for her to live at home.  Papa and 

Mamma were both pleased and happy.  Things were beginning to look up for them. 

 The sugar cane crop was thriving and the harvesting season was approaching.  Even 

though the neighbors got together to help save the crop, more help was needed.  Papa was able to 

get several good black men from Mississippi.  Old Matt Mill, a very good person, came every 

year, bringing with him a few good men.  That meant room and board for them.  Papa built living 

quarters for them in the barn - and Mamma had the job cooking for them. Everyone helped her. 
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CHAPTER SIX 

 

 I was a junior in high school in September, 1927.  We no longer had the trouble of 

transportation, as, school busses began running - both to Houma and down the bayou.  I was on 

the basketball team for my first two years but had to give it up when I rode the bus.  School was 

enjoyable, liking all my classes and teachers - especially French.  The school year was nearing 

the end, and, we were looking forward to our Junior Prom.  That meant staying overnight  in 

town - thanks to Aunt Alice, Papa’s only sister.  We really had a nice time.  Terrebonne High 

School was then located in the center of town, on Church Street, near St. Francis de Sales Church 

(later 1977 Cathedral).  Mr. E. L. Talbot was Principal of the school. 

 Both Gert and Julie were in summer school - Gert - her last, and, Julie her first.  At the 

end of the session, Gert received her two years teaching certificate, and, she, too, got a position 

teaching on Bayou du Large.  Florence went to teach in Houma. 

 The fall of 1928 was the beginning of my senior year, and Brother’s junior year.  It was a 

big day for us, when our senior rings (class) came in.  They had been ordered during our junior 

year.  It is interesting to note that our gold ring, specially designed by us, only cost us twelve 

dollars.  Of course, we did not have a large stone, but today’s cost is tremendous.  My senior year 

was a busy one;  classes were harder, especially with Chemistry added to our schedule.  I always 

loved History, medieval and modern, and, also American History - taught by Mrs. Gladys 

Breazeale.  My favorite was French, taught by a sweet and well qualified teacher - Marie Therese 

LeBlanc. No English was spoken in the class.  Other very good teachers were Elise Alleman 

Hughes, English - who, today is 93 years old - Ortel Becktel - my geometry teacher. 

 Serious thoughts have been given to choosing my profession in life.  It was not a hard 

decision to make because I really wanted to be a nurse.  I sent in my application for entrance to 

Hotel Dieu School of Nursing, on Tulane Avenue in New Orleans, La.  I was very happy when 

Anna Mae Marmande (Pierce) a classmate of mine, since third grade on Bayou du  Large, 
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through high school, told me, she, too, wanted to be a nurse.  She, too, put in her application to 

enter at Hotel Dieu. 

 The Senior Class play was always a large part of the last year. We put on the play “The 

Whole Town is Talking” in which I was a maid in the cast.  I also participated in a choral group.  

It was a lot of work and practicing. 

 We were all looking forward to graduation.  Many decisions were made - as class motto, 

class flowers and colors.  We had to choose the type of invitations, design, and number to be 

ordered.  We did not wear caps and gowns, so our graduation dress was, also our prom dress.  

The prom followed graduation.  Pardner and Aunt Mildred gave each one of us the beautiful 

material of which the dress would be made - a very good gift that we really appreciated.  Mamma 

made all our dresses, and, I must add that she did a beautiful job.  Mine was a flesh pink chiffon 

material - very pretty.  I had a three-quarter length dress.  It had three rows of flounces, picot 

edged, in the skirt.  The flounces dipped on the sides and back.   

The waist was fitted, and, of course sleeveless.  I remember Tim (Uncle Vital’s wife) insisted 

that I wear her long, beautiful crystal necklace, the night of graduation.  Our graduation was held 

at the American Legion Stadium on May, 1929. 

 After an hour or so of speeches, awarding of diplomas, and singing our class song and 

then the recessional march, the celebration began. Congratulations - with hugs and kisses, with a 

few tears mixed in, prevailed.  After finding our families and making necessary plans, we all 

went over to the American Legion Hall for our Prom.  We all had a wonderful time dancing, 

which I always liked to do.  We all had dates, and, as I remember, the Prom was over at one 

o’clock A.M.  Can you imagine having to be dressed in our graduation dress again, and be at 

school at nine-thirty A.M. for class pictures?  Well, we were young then and could take it. 

 Graduation is the culmination of the many years spent in grade and high school, but it is 

also an end to a carefree life.  It meant the end of many years of singing in the choir at St. Eloi’s 

as well as at Holy Family Church on Grand Caillou.  Fr. Felix Miller, our pastor, was very nice 
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and appreciative of our efforts.  The Achées, a singing family, with beautiful voices and “Ms” 

Jeanne Achée Bourg, organist came from Houma on many Sundays to sing with us.  Florence 

also was organist, although it was mostly after I left. 

 It was not long before I received my acceptance to Nursing School at Hotel Dieu. I was to 

report on August 9. 1929. After a physical from Dr. St. Martin - as well as getting a smallpox 

vaccination, I had a questionnaire to fill out and return.  I was happy that Anna Mae Marmande 

had also been accepted, and we both had to report on the same day.  There was much to be done, 

including sewing by Mamma, in the remaining time. 

 The economy of the time was not the best.  Imagine Gert was only getting fifty dollars a 

month as a teacher.  Of course, things were relative.  Cost of things was very low.  She told me 

that she gave Papa and Mamma twenty five dollars a month for living at home and to help them 

out.  When Julie was at S.L.I. she contributed to her expenses - when Julie got out her teaching 

certificate at the end of the summer of 1929, she was not able to get a teaching position.  Jobs 

were hard to find then.  It wasn’t until September of 1932, that she got a position to teach in the 

Schriever school.  That meant that she had to stay in Houma, at Aunt Alice’s house during the 

week days.  She rode to Schriever every day with a fellow teacher of Houma. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

 

 Leaving home, when August 9
th

 approached, was not hard, I thought at the time, because 

I was really anxious to start my training.  It was not until we were all assembled in this large 

room, where we met our Nurse Administrator - Sr. Celestine, Daughter of Charity. She 

welcomed us, told us about the Nursing Profession; what is expected of each one of us; the rules 

and regulations.  She was a beautiful woman, about twenty-five, blonde, with beautiful blue eyes, 

and dimples in both cheeks.  She was tall and very pretty in her blue habit, with the large white 

Coronette head piece.  It looked like two wings - on both sides.  Since Vatican II, the habit has 

been changed, and the large headpiece is no longer. Sr. Celestine also told us that we would be 

probationers for six months - wear a different uniform and cap, couldn’t go home during that 

time, and the only day she would tolerate crying would be Christmas day.  She added that we 

could even cry on her shoulders.  It was then that we really realized that we had left home and 

missed it very much.  I never cried but Anna Mae did often and called her mother many times. 

We soon adjusted to everything.  We were very fortunate that we were one of the first classes to 

work the eight hour shift, previously it was for twelve hours.  My first assignment, as a 

probationer, was working the seven-to-three shift in the Dressing room.  We prepared bandages, 

dressings, and solutions to be used in the dressing basket.  When a doctor had to change the 

dressing on a surgical patient, he would call the dressing room.  One of the nurses would take a 

basket and meet the doctor.  I must confess that the first time I assisted a doctor, I barely made it 

through, as, I could feel my legs weakening.  That reaction soon disappeared after several times.  

We were assigned to our dorm room.  My roommate was Marian Moore (Becnel) whose mother 

was a native of Bayou du Large.  Marian was from Baton Rouge.  We lived together the whole 

three years.  Today, she and I still exchange Christmas cards.  She lives in Lafayette, La - near 

one of her two sons. 

 Our big day arrived.  Our six months of probationary was over and we were looking 
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forward to our capping ceremony. The uniform we wore was a blue with white pin-stripes dress 

and with a very full skirt.  It had a white collar and cuff.  Over that we had a white full skirted 

apron with a white bib.  We also wore a small nurse’s cap, which was put aside at the capping.  

There was a ritual ceremony, at which time we carried a lighted candle.  As we approached Sr. 

Celestine, one at a time, the regular nurse’s cap was placed on our head and our Navy blue lined 

red, wool cape was put on our shoulders.  At the completion of the capping, we read the Florence 

Nightingale pledge, in unison, which was very enlightening.  We had a nice reception afterwards 

and permission was given to all to be able to go out, if we wished.  I was so surprised and happy 

when I received a telegram from Florence and family, congratulating me.  The following 

Saturday, Gert, Julie, Florence and Mamma drove to New Orleans to see me.  Tears flowed then 

for a few minutes.  It was good to see them.  Of course, I got letters from them always and 

sometimes packages of goodies. 

 Our working assignments were on different halls and floors on whatever shift (seven to 

three - three to eleven - eleven to seven) after which we had to attend classes.  We were not able 

to go out during the week as studying had to be done.  There was a daily six A.M. Mass in the 

chapel, so I got up early - went to daily Mass depending on the shift I worked.  We had to have 

breakfast at six-thirty, and report for roll-call at six forty-five.  Duty was at seven. You soon got 

accustomed to it all.  We were awakened by the clanging of a cow bell. 

 As I mentioned earlier the economy was very bad and things were not getting any better. 

Brother was a Junior in high school, taking a commercial course.  Jeanne was a sophomore then.  

Most of Brother’s friends on the bayou had gone to work with a new company, Geophysical 

Service Inc. (G.S.I.) for oil companies.  It wasn’t too long, after Brother had to miss a good bit of 

schooling due to illness, and, an unfortunate accident with a six-inch firecracker, that he wanted 

to quit school and go to work.  Both Papa and Mamma were very disappointed at his thinking but 

they knew that his mind was more on working.  He did go to work with G.S.I. and was with the 

company several years, even going to work in Texas with them. 
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 It will always be a memorable time when the great crash of the stock market took place, 

signaling the beginning of the Great Depression.  Many people lost a great deal of money, as the 

market never recovered.  Being in Nursing school, we were not aware of any hardships for three 

years.  the teachers kept their jobs even though the salaries were not very large and there was no 

pay for two months in the summer time.  Papa was self-employed and not too affected. 

 Meanwhile nursing was becoming more and more interesting and a responsible work.  

Our classes and exams were always challenging and I was doing well in them.  Letters from 

home kept me in touch with their activities.  Florence was going out with Charles Le Blanc, a 

high school friend.  I did get to go home occasionally, on a short pass.  Being away from home, I 

made many new friends that will always be remembered. 

 At the end of our first year, we had a two weeks’ vacation.  It was nice going home to 

stay for a while.  I’ll never forget the morning that Mamma cooked the best French fries (she 

knew I loved them) and brought them to my bed to eat.  Of course Papa still brought us café-au-

lait to awaken us in the morning.  One thing planned for my vacation was the annual trip, in a 

large boat, across Lake Decade for a day’s outing.  We always went to the sand-bar around the 

lake.  It was a lovely place to anchor boat, have a good swim before eating the delicious food, as 

baked chicken, ham, potato salad, snacks, cake and sweets, and drinks.  We could do all the 

fishing we wanted to.  After another good swim, we were ready to head home having had an 

enjoyable day.  This day brought to mind the outing of 1926.  It was a day of steady light rain 

which did not interfere with the usual enjoyment.  The rain never let up during the night, only to 

much harder the next morning.  It wasn’t until mid-day that Western Union called Mr. Aycock’s 

store saying that a very bad hurricane would hit us about nine o’clock that night.  There wasn’t 

any kind of warning in those days.  It was a big and destructive hurricane, but, thank God, no one 

was hurt.  How wonderful it is today that they are traced from their origin to their destination, 

and, also at the precise time.  People living in low areas can move to higher grounds.  The sugar 

cane crop is usually knocked down and destroyed after a storm. 
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 It was nice being at home for a while - visiting relatives and friends.  Papa and Mamma 

were both in good health and were kept busy always.  Mamma was never away from the sewing 

machine very long.  Her hearing became less and less, but Mamma loved to read.  She kept up 

with all the news and fashions that way.  At one time she tried wearing a hearing aid (with a 

large battery) which was far from being perfected.  She could not tolerate the loud noise of 

everything.  Manning, now fourteen, was in eighth grade.  Jeanne, who was a Junior in high 

school, had entered the Academy of the Sacred Heart to graduate there.  She took piano lessons 

there.  Meanwhile Florence and Charles were speaking of setting a date for their wedding. 

 1930-31, my second year in Nurse’s training was increasingly interesting and more 

responsible.  Each day, we were assigned three or four patients to care for.  That care meant 

doing everything - from bath, to medications, to be with the doctor when he visits his patient, to 

answer the light when he needs anything, and lastly charting everything about each patient.  

Every three months our working shift changed, as well as being sent to a different hall, usually 

specialized halls.  That may mean orthopedics, pediatrics, medical, surgical, geriatrics, 

contagious or infectious and obstetrical.  They are all so interesting.  Our classes, before or after, 

kept us on our toes.  Some of the classes we had to take were Anatomy and Physiology, Materia 

Medica, Drugs and Solutions, Chemistry, Obstetrics and Gynecology, and Surgical Procedures.  

It was during this year, also, that Sr. Celestine decided to start a choir, starting with our class.  I 

was happy to be singing again in a choir. We had a Mr. Markey, director and singer at St. Joseph 

Church, on Tulane Ave., to organize and direct our choir.  It proved to be successful, and in no 

time not only were we singing in church for all occasions, but we were being asked to sing for 

special activities.  My favorite rendition was “Whispering Hope” in which Corinne Le Blanc and 

I sang the tenor part. 

 Nursing training during the thirties was very confining as compared to today’s training.  

Now, it is more like going to college, with less practice in a hospital, and with weekends off.  We 

had three years of bedside nursing with no weekends off, along with our studies, with the 
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exception of the three months we had to work in surgery.  I really enjoyed the time I spent in 

surgery. 

 A big disappointment to me was the fact that I would not be able to attend the first 

wedding in our family.  Florence and Charles had chosen February 14, 1931 to be married.  I had 

classes to attend so it was impossible.  Gert and V. J. Chauvin were their attendants, and I was 

told later, that both the bride and the wedding, a Nuptial Mass, were beautiful.  They made their 

home in Houma, as both were teachers there. 

 We always enjoyed the summer time during our training, as we had no classes then.  We 

were free to go out any day of the week, before or after our eight-hour work shift.  Often if we 

worked the evening shift (3-11), we’d go shopping in the morning on Canal Street.  It was just a 

nice walk downtown.  Contrary to today, the wearing of a hat on Canal Street was a must. We 

had lunch and walked back or rode the Tulane Avenue street car, just in time to get into our 

uniforms to report for duty at three o’clock. On many occasions, after working the morning shift, 

I hurriedly dressed, caught the Tulane car to Canal Street, and got a transfer to the St. Claude 

Avenue car. I rode all the way to the Industrial Canal - to the Kentucky Street home of Aunt 

Olive (Mamma’s youngest sister and mother of Dixie Arms (Bittenbring) and Bill Arms.  I 

would have supper with them, after which they would drive me back for ten PM when the doors 

were locked.  Many times our short trips home were when we were changing shifts, and, 

sometimes we could get someone to change shifts with us, giving us a little more time.  I’d get 

off at three o’clock, dress quickly - having everything packed beforehand, take a cab to the 

Teche bus station on Rampart St. and boarded the five o’clock bus to Houma. I used to enjoy 

seeing the light of Houma as we approached.  Someone would be there to meet me at the station.  

The stay was only two nights and one and one-half days but it was good to be home.  Sometimes 

when we got off duty, all we wanted to do was sleep.  We’d shower, put on our night clothes, be 

in bed at four PM and didn’t awaken until the alarm went off at five AM, to get ready for six 

A.M. Mass.  It was good to get a good night’s rest.  Many other times we would order delicious 
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grilled ham and cheese sandwiches from Dalier’s drug store, as they delivered.  Sometimes we 

had to be industrious and did some washing of personal things or clean up our room, anticipating 

the surprise inspection.  We were also looking forward to our two-weeks summer vacation.  

 Meanwhile, news from home was that Julie was dating Aloysius Toups, who was living 

on the bayou, at the home of his sister, Mrs. Victor “D” Marmande. 

 In 1930, I was nineteen years old, and had always felt secure while in training, but the 

thought of graduation and then I’d be on my own in a world that was very depressed in every 

way, was a bit scary.  Then, too, a girl of my age wonders about her future in life.  Would I be 

fortunate to find a good husband that would meet my qualifications for one: namely, that we 

must have many things in common, such as being of the same faith, a good Catholic; like the 

same activities; have a good education; and one that felt the same way about marriage as I did.  

My daily prayer was that God would will it so. 

 Our third and last year of nurses’ training was more specialized.  The first three months 

were spent on St. Ann Hall, the obstetrical department.  During that time, we attended classes 

taught by specialized teachers. Assisting the doctors in bringing a new life into the world, as well 

as taking care of the happy mother and baby, was a nice experience for me after taking care of so 

many sick patients. 

 Surgery was our next department and one that I really enjoyed.  After our course in 

surgical Procedures, we were working in the operating rooms.  I was put in charge of 

instruments, which enabled me to learn each one and its use.  We worked as a scrub nurse or 

circulating nurse during an operation.  The former is a nurse who actually scrubs up her hands 

and arms, wear sterile gowns, mask and gloves, and with head covering, in order to be able to 

handle sterile things for the surgical tray from which the surgeon works during an operation.  A 

circulating nurse is one who supplies everything that is needed during surgery.  We prepared 

everything in advance, in order to have smooth working once the surgery is started.  I was glad 

that I was able to stay in the operating room service longer than the usual time. 
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 The news on the radio was very distressing. The Great Depression was taking its toll.  

Banks and businesses were failing and closing, and, many people were losing large amounts of 

money resulting in many suicides. 

 As a senior, we were able to get a week’s vacation at Christmas or New Year.  Since our 

family had been told that it would have its first grandchild in March, I just had to be there then.  I 

mustered all my strength and courage and went to ask Sr. Celestine, our Nurse’s Director, if I 

could forego my Christmas vacation and to take it in March, to care for Florence and the baby.  

Much to my surprise, Sister thought it was wonderful of me to do that for my sister, but maybe, 

she didn’t realize how much I wanted to be there then.  Charles called when labor started, and, I 

took the next bus out.  March 14 was a very cold day - in fact a hard freeze.  Florence and 

Charles became the parents of a beautiful baby girl, Jan-an.  The delivery, by Dr. Saul Landry, 

Sr., was at home, which made it more convenient on such a cold day.  Both mother and baby did 

well and I was glad to be of assistance for a week. 

 We were anxiously awaiting and planning our graduation which was to take place at the 

end of May, 1932.  This was not the end of our training.  We had to work until the date of our 

entrance or, as in my case, until my twenty-first birthday, September 26, 1932.  In preparation for 

graduation, we had to be fitted for our white long-sleeved uniform and new cap.  We also had to 

buy white nurse’s shoes and stockings.  We designed and ordered a beautiful class pin, with four 

rubies and a chain and pin guard. (I loved the pin and was very upset when someone stole it after 

I moved back to Houma). We sent out a few invitations to relatives and friends.  Graduation 

ceremonies began with a beautiful mass in the lovely chapel at Hotel Dieu. After many words of 

wisdom, awards, and beautiful singing. the ceremony concluded with Solemn Benediction of the 

Blessed Sacrament and then a recessional.  It was all very beautiful.  A nice reception, in our 

honor, followed.  I was so happy that Papa, Mamma and family were all there and 

‘congratulations’ were heard all around. 

 Jeanne, too, was graduating - from high school where she was taught by the Marianites of 
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the Holy Cross Sisters, with whom I started school.  It was not a large class but one that enjoyed 

doing things together, such as a big picnic and swimming party at Dulac.  Incidentally, she told 

me that she had met a fine young man, Philip Caillouet, by name, who had come with Helen 

Achée (Reeves), her classmate.  I did not know him but I had heard of his family and knew that 

they were a good Catholic family.  The thought that went through my mind was that he would be 

a nice one to meet. 

 Summertime was here again and we, graduates, were told that Charity Hospital was 

offering a summer college session in which nurses could work on their BS degrees. I registered 

and took two classes - English and Psychology - for six weeks. I enjoyed it and made a B on 

both.  If the economy had not been so bad I would have liked to continue my schooling while 

working, but the money was not there.  After summer school was over, I was given a week’s 

vacation at home.  Needless to say, I enjoyed it.  After my vacation, I had about one month of 

Nurses’ training left. 

 I reported to work in the nursery, with some duties on St. Ann Hall, with the mothers.  It 

was a nice way to complete my training at Hotel Dieu School of Nursing. 

 Jeanne, undecided at first, made plans to attend S.L.I. to get her BA degree in Education.  

She was leaning towards becoming a nurse, but I’m afraid I didn’t encourage her, so she decided 

to become a teacher, too.  Gert was still teaching at Du Large school. She was dating Bob Boquet 

and Brother was taking Mildred Duplantis out.  They were both from Grand Caillou.  

Meanwhile, Julie and Al were becoming more serious in their feelings for one another. 

 September 26, 1932 - day of separation from Hotel Dieu, my home for the last three 

years.  There was no fanfare, but many fond adieus and “good lucks” on my own. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

 

 My first case was taking care of Pat and June, Aunt Bernice Prejean’s daughters.  They 

both had tonsillectomies on the same day at Mercy Hospital.  I went home with them the next 

day and cared for them until they were able to go to our home in the country for their usual 

summer vacation.  I stayed at Aunt B’s about a month until I went to take care of Uncle Leonce, 

who had to have an appendectomy at Baptist Hospital.  Of course, the stay in the hospital then 

was much longer than it is today.  I stayed about a month at home with him, after which I 

decided to go home for a few days.  I wasn’t home very long when I got a call from Uncle Bob 

(Henry) asking me if I could go back to New Orleans to take care of little Billy, their three year 

old baby.  He was very sick at Baptist Hospital with pneumonia.  It was more than he could fight 

off and he died at the end of a week.  It was very sad, and, I stayed with Uncle Bob and Aunt 

Amy for about a month. 

 I went to live in a private home on Tulane Ave. where another older Hotel Dieu nurse 

lived also.  I had a few short cases at the hospital but living alone in a large room was a bit costly 

for me.  One day I met Ena Bourg, a friend from Bayou du Large, and a teacher at St. Joseph 

Parochial School near the hospital.  She asked me if I would like to share a room with her on 

Cleveland Ave. near the hospital.  I was very glad to do so, as we were able to save money.  

Many banks were closed and we were advised not to take checks, as, they were hard to cash.  

After several months together, Ena’s school closed for the summer and she moved.  Hilda Hotard 

(O’Rourke), a classmate and good friend, asked me to move in with her.  She had a nice room on 

Palmyra St. - again near the hospital.  Bert and Maggie Didier were good people to rent from - I 

had several cases, two of which were in hotels - one, I didn’t get paid for.  The patient died and 

we (the other nurse and I) were told we would get our money in a few days - but never did.  

Conditions were really bad and it was very discouraging.  I had a good case but it was on a night 

shift - seven to seven, in the wintertime.  I had to take a streetcar to St. Charles Avenue, get off 
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and walk two blocks in the darkness and I was not too brave.  Conditions did not improve, so 

after much deliberation and on the advice of my family, I decided to move back to Houma.  

Living out in the country, without a telephone, was not conducive to getting work.  I stayed with 

Florence and Charles a while but their place was small.  It was at that time that Clara LeBlanc 

Defelice, Charles’ young widowed aunt, asked me to come and stay with her.  She had a large 

house and was contemplating renting out rooms to oil field workers.  Houma was in the midst of 

a great oil boom and rooms were in demand then.  She was alone and wanted someone to live 

with her.  I gladly accepted as I was fond of her.  Clara was a very talented person and taught me 

many things, such as cooking, baking delicious cakes, embroidering and crocheting.  She showed 

me how to make her delicious date cake.  Incidentally, I still am making them at Christmas and 

soaking them with a little spirits.  I learned how to smock, which came in handy for my little 

girl’s dresses. 

 Clara also sewed beautifully and even though my incentive and knowledge of it came 

from Mamma, (I can remember sewing for my dolls while Mamma sewed) I learned more 

intricate work from Clara. 

 God answers prayers in so many ways.  He had not shelved my many petitions to Him 

while I was in training.  He helped me with my adjustments after graduating, which ultimately 

led to my coming home to work and to be so fortunate  as to get such a good place to live.  Then, 

too, Clara being such a good seamstress, used to sew for a Mrs. Caillouet.  She told Clara that her 

son was home from school and she hoped that he would meet a nice girl. Clara lost no time in 

telling me about him and said she would introduce him to me.  There again was God’s answer to 

my prayers, as she did not know that I knew of him before.  At a delicious supper, planned and 

cooked by Clara, and attended by Julie and Al, Gert and Francis Achée, I met Philip for the first 

time.  We had an enjoyable evening and I was impressed.  It was about the fall - late September, 

1933 - that Julie and Al said they were planning to get married January 20, 1934 and she wanted 

me as her only attendant to stand with Stan Toups, Al’s brother.  Philip called a few nights after 
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the supper and we went to the show, after which we went to Labbé’s drug store for a cup of hot 

chocolate.  We got to know one another and the dates became more frequent, but not having a 

car of his own, he had to borrow his father’s when he didn’t need it.  Philip was assistant to the 

manager of Terrebonne Ice and Cold Storage Co. and was barely making one hundred dollars a 

month.  Philip previously had been registered at Loyola University to become a lawyer like his 

father and grandfather.  The depression became so bad that his father had to, reluctantly, take 

him out of school as he could not afford to keep him in.  Hopefully he could continue his studies 

in his father’s office but it didn’t work out.  Philip would have been a very good lawyer, as he 

was very knowledgeable - with a very good background.  He was told by the Superintendent of 

schools that he had more than enough hours to be a principal of schools, but he lacked special 

courses in education to qualify. If we had had a Nicholls State University nearby (as we have 

now) it would have been possible to work and attend.  

 The more we saw of one another, we realized that we had quite a bit in common, as liking 

the same things.  He liked sports and I did, too.  We attended Loyola football games occasionally 

in New Orleans.  I played at tennis quite a bit when I was in nurses training and found out that he 

played a good bit of it with friends in Houma.  On many dates, we double dated with his cousin, 

Louis Caillouet and his date, and we went to play tennis on the Thibodaux’s Knights of 

Columbus courts. 

 Philip’s family consisted of his father and mother, Mr. and Mrs. Adrian J. Caillouet and 

brothers.  Philip - the oldest, Raymond (deceased at seven months) four years younger than 

Philip; Bernard, nine years younger and Adrian, Jr. - thirteen years younger than Philip.  Later in 

life Bernard became a lawyer and Adrian, a priest (Diocesan).  Philip and his parents were 

natives of Thibodaux, moving to Houma when in 1913 when he was three years old.  Four years 

later, 1917, his father built a home at 631 Verret Street. 

 The Christmas holidays (1933) were approaching, and were a very busy time for 

Mamma.  With Julie’s wedding (Jan. 20
th

) coming so soon after. 
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 The Nuptial Mass was at a very early hour in the morning.  The bride was stunning in her 

beautiful blue velvet dress and matching hat.  As her attendant I wore a lovely brown crepe dress 

trimmed with brown crepe back satin, and matching hat and accessories.  A reception followed at 

home.  After a short honeymoon, they lived in an apartment near Julie’s school where she taught. 

 Little Jan was really cute and growing so fast.  She had been walking since she was nine 

months old, and in two months, will be two years old.  She speaks very well since an early age. 

During the summertime, Julie announced that she was expecting in November. 

 October marked the end of one year since I met Philip, and we had grown closer and in 

love - so much so that in November, 1934, he asked me to marry him.  We both agreed that we 

thought alike and had so many things in common. He said he hoped I’d say “yes” and I did.  We 

agreed to wait until Christmas to announce it.  Meanwhile we went to New Orleans to Adler’s 

Jewelry where Mr. Barry helped us select my engagement ring as well as the wedding bands.  

Later on, we went to Bayou du Large, to get Papa and Mamma’s permission for me to marry. Or 

course, it came as no surprise to them. 

 Julie and Al had moved into a two-bedroom house on Crescent Boulevard.  On 

November 11, 1934, they became the parents of a fine baby boy, Carroll.  I was with Julie and 

helped Dr. Saul Landry, Sr. with the delivery.  I stayed with Julie about one month. 
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CHAPTER NINE 

 

 Christmas, 1934 was really a happy day for Papa and Mamma.  The whole family was 

together including the grandchildren.  Mamma, as usual, had a wonderful dinner, complete with 

her delicious cakes and wine.  For me, it had been a long time since we were together.  Philip had 

dinner with his family and since he had bought a used car, he came down in the afternoon.  He 

gave me my engagement ring, and we announced to all, that we were officially engaged.  Clara 

was so happy for us and for the part she played in it.  We have always felt grateful to her to have 

introduced us to one another. 

 My ring was very pretty; yellow gold band with a platinum setting for a one-third carat 

fine cut diamond. It may be of interest to note that its cost was eighty dollars and the wedding 

bands about two dollars each.  Considering the incomes of the times, the cost was relative.  I 

didn’t expect an engagement ring, so I was very happy to get one. 

 We decided to wait until right after Lent to be married - setting Saturday, May 4, 1935 as 

its date.  We went to see Father Felix Miller, my pastor at St. Eloi’s.  The date, but, of course, as 

was the custom then, it had to be held at the usual Mass hour - namely, seven o’clock in the 

morning.  We asked Jeanne and Louis Caillouet to be our attendants. 

 Meanwhile, Julie told us that they were planning on moving from Crescent Boulevard at 

the end of March.  We decided to rent the house on April the first, permitting us to furnish it 

gradually.  Uncle Vital (Sox) who still had the furniture store that he and Papa started, told us 

that he wanted to give us our furniture at cost to him.  That was very generous of him.  He took 

us to the Southern Furniture Company of New Orleans, and we chose everything we needed to 

furnish a two bedroom house.  The whole bill amounted to four hundred and eighty dollars. 

 I decided to make drapes for the living and dining rooms, so one day Philip and I went to 

Sears in New Orleans and bought beautiful silk pongee with matching fringes.  I enjoyed making 

them and they looked nice. I had a nice piece left over, so I made a cute little suit, with doggie 
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appliqué on the lapels, for little Carroll.  Julie had a picture made of him in it and sent me one ( I 

probably still have it).  Of course, I had picked up an old sewing machine with the foot treadle.  

We bought towels and Philip’s parents gave us a dozen sheets and pillow cases - which filled the 

bathroom locker.  We really enjoyed preparing our home, before marriage, putting up window 

shades and curtains. 

 Mamma was busy making several dresses for me, while Gert came shopping with me.  I 

was able to get my wedding dress, hat and shoes at Dupont’s store, but I had to go to New 

Orleans for my going away outfit. 

 We did not send out specially printed invitations to our wedding.  It was seldom during 

that time because of the economy.  We made sure everyone was invited - by writing notes, phone 

calls, visiting, and announcement in church by the pastor.  The choosing of patterns of China, 

silver, and crystal was not done as in the next generations. 

 Our little house looked nice with all the drapes, curtains, and shades up.  All the furniture 

was in place, as were all the pots and pans.  The Lenten season was over and many last minute 

things had to be done in the last week.  We had to order the flowers; make an appointment to get 

my hair set the day before, and get the marriage license.  We had an appointment with Fr. Miller 

on the night before our wedding, for a rehearsal, and the signing of the papers.  (That was quite 

unusual, as he permitted us to sign before we were married.)  Fr. Lucien Caillouet, (Uncle 

Lucien) Philip’s uncle from St. Agnes Church in Baton Rouge, was not able to come because he 

had a First Communion scheduled that day.  Philip’s other uncle, Fr. Abel Caillouet, from Our 

Lady of Perpetual Help Church in Kenner would come.  Many of the relatives from New Orleans 

were coming, in spite of the hour. 

 May 4
th

 1935 was a beautiful spring day, very cold at seven o’clock in the morning.  

Somehow, the high-forties degree did not bother me then, as it does now.  We were up very early 

and ready on time.  My dress was a long-sleeved, of white heavy crepe, and had a cowled collar 

closing the back.  There were small covered buttons down the back to the waistline. I was only 
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weighing one hundred and five pounds and that helped me to look nice in my dress.  My hair was 

long enough to come in a knot or bun on the back f my head.  My bridal hat was of white coarse 

straw with a brim, somewhat raised on the back.  It looked nice with my hair style.  My shoes 

were white pumps - size five and one-half A and I wore white gloves.  Instead of a bridal 

bouquet I had a beautiful corsage of roses and carried my missal and rosary.  Manning drove 

Jeanne and me to church, on time.  When the organ began playing, Jeanne started her trek up the 

aisle, before me.  At the sound of the beautiful bridal march, I found myself walking up the aisle 

on Papa’s Arm.  Meeting Philip at the railing, we entered the sanctuary together.  A beautiful 

solemn, high nuptial Mass, celebrated by Father Felix Miller, Father Abel Caillouet, Deacon, and 

Father Henry Neubig Sub-deacon, was begun.  Father Neubig was assistant to the pastor at St. 

Francis de Sales Church, Philip’s parish.  The Latin high mass was sung by the local choir, aided 

by the beautiful voices of the Achée family.  The beautiful Ave Maria, sung by Francis Achée 

will always be remembered as we put ourselves under the special protection of Our Blessed 

Mother for years to come.  Today, we thank God for giving us such a wonderful start in married 

life. 

 We did not have a big reception at our house, but many friends and relatives, from out of 

town, stopped at the house to congratulate us.  Mamma served us breakfast, as you must 

remember, we were fasting from midnight to receive Holy Communion.  She also had a serve of 

cakes coffee and wines. I changed into my going away outfit - a pretty medium-blue crepe dress, 

with three-quarter length, wide sleeves.  It was tailored and was trimmed in a navy edging.  

There was about three inches of smocking on each shoulder.  There were two triangular, 

smocked pockets in the skirt and a self belt at the waist.  I really enjoyed wearing that dress.  I 

wore a cute blue cloche, with a navy band on it.  My bags were all packed, and after all the 

“thank you’s” and good-byes, we were on our way.  We had to stop at Philip’s home to pick up 

his bags.  There were some of the Thibodaux relatives there, waiting to congratulate us.  We 

received many lovely gifts, many of which I still have today. In a few minutes we were off again. 
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 Needless to say, these were some of the happiest days of our lives.  If hitting a turkey 

buzzard just a few miles out of town - as we did when starting our honeymoon, would be a bad 

omen, it certainly didn’t bother us; not even the fact that the front grill on the car would have to 

be straightened out. 

 We got to New Orleans at noon, so we went to eat, which was at D. H. Holmes restaurant 

on Canal Street.  As cold as it was at seven o’clock in the morning, it was hot at noontime.  Right 

after eating, we went to the Discalced Carmelite Monastery on Rampart Street, for me to meet, 

for the first time, Philip’s aunt, a cloistered Carmelite sister.  She was his father’s youngest sister.  

At that time, pre-Vatican Council II, only the immediate family could see her face-to-face, 

without her veil over her face.  Since I was then in the family, I was able to have a nice visit with 

her for the first time and many more times afterwards. 

 We left New Orleans for the Gulf coast, headed for Biloxi, Mississippi, where we spent 

our first night at the New Biloxi Hotel.  It was very new and beautiful, but, of course, no air-

conditioning, fans, no coffee in the room, and all the other luxuries of today.  The next day, being 

Sunday, (no Saturday masses) we went to eleven o’clock mass and then went out to dinner.  We 

checked out of the hotel, headed for Pensacola, Florida, where we stayed two nights at the San 

Carlos Hotel.  Traveling then was certainly not on interstate highways but narrow state roads - 

always twice the distance.  We left Pensacola for Mobile, Alabama in the morning and expected 

to be there about two in the afternoon.  Then the rains came.  The water rose, so that when we 

came to the causeway, at Mobile Bay.  We, with all the traffic, were stranded on a high hill.  The 

water was over the causeway.  When we were able to cross on it, there were highway policemen, 

every ten feet, telling us to “take it easy.”  We arrived at the Courthouse hotel, in Mobile at nine 

that night.  The next night we stayed at the Bay Hotel, Bay St. Louis, Mississippi and in the 

morning drove to New Orleans, where we stayed two nights at the Monteleone Hotel.  We were 

anxious to get to our little home on Crescent Boulevard, as Philip still had two days off to be at 

home. It may be of interest to note that Philip had one-hundred and eighty dollars when we left 
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for our trip, and had thirty dollars left on our return.  The hotel rates were three dollars and a half  

night and meals were about two dollars and a half for two.  Gasoline was ten cents a gallon.  All 

these must seem very cheap, but you must remember that Philip was only making one hundred 

dollars a month.  Philip was assistant to the manager (who was making two hundred and fifty 

dollars a month) of Terrebonne Ice and Cold Storage Company.  He became manager upon the 

death of Mr. Richaud, and worked there twenty-three years.  A quick-freeze plant was added on 

to the plant in time. 

 Monday morning, at six in the morning, Philip was back at work - to be back for 

breakfast at nine o’clock - and dinner at one o’clock.  The day ended after six in the evening.  I 

didn’t drive the car, so Philip insisted that I learn.  I had had a few lessons so Julie helped me to 

get practice by going to visit Mamma often.  It wasn’t long before I was taking Philip to work so 

I could use the car.  I really needed it as of July 16, 1935.  I helped Florence and Charles to 

welcome a fine son, and second child, Lynn Lawrence.  I was asked to serve as his Godmother at 

his baptism. 

 Housekeeping was never a talent of mine.  Since I was the fourth daughter in the family, 

it was never my job.  Jeanne and I were the kitchen girls, taking turns as washing and drying the 

dishes.  Cooking was more interesting to me, as I watched Clara at it, and Philip was always easy 

to cook for, and still is.  Philip and I decided that because of his long and erratic hours of work, it 

would be better that I did not accept nursing cases, other than family. 

 Speaking of family, on October 28, 1935, Julie and Al gave Papa and Mamma their 

fourth grandchild, a daughter Jo-Anne.  Julie was at Mamma’s home because Al was working 

out of town for the Shell Oil Company.  I was with her  and Dr. Saul Landry, Sr. - for the 

delivery.  As soon as everything was over, and both Julie and the baby were all right, Philip 

drove Al to work about three o’clock in the morning.   

 Jeanne received her two-year teacher certificate at the end of the summer school, and 

planned to get a teaching position immediately.  It was impossible to get one in Terrebonne 
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Parish, so she accepted one in Hackberry, in Cameron Parish.  We were leery about her going so 

far from home, but everybody was so nice to her, that she liked the place and work.  Her plans 

were to go to college five summers, taking extension courses by mail, and earn her degree - 

which she did. 

 We were very happy when Philip and I were expecting our first child in July.  My health 

was good and I was anxious to start working on a cute little layette.  That would be the 

Caillouet’s first grandchild and Papa and Mamma’s fifth. 

 Living out in the suburb was delightful but had many disadvantages, especially when you 

have one car.  It is costly for one thing and time consuming.  When we heard of this large old 

house to be vacated, we immediately rented it at eighteen dollars a month.  The house was old, 

but spacious and comfortable, but more important, it was right in town.  We moved to seven 

eighteen High Street at the end of April, where everything was within walking distance.  I’ll 

always cherish the memory of Mamma coming to spend the day with me.  She was always ready 

to help everyone, in spite of her deafness. 
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CHAPTER TEN 

 

 Our one and only hospital was a private one founded by Drs. Willard and Ernest Ellender.  

It was a small one and was usually filled with their own patients.  Dr. Saul Landry, Sr. was my 

doctor and a home delivery was  planned.  Marie Fesi, a classmate of Hotel Dieu, would be with 

me for the delivery.  The baby was due to be born on the feast of St. Anne, but was five days 

late.  On Friday, July 31, 1936, at seven forty-five in the evening, our beautiful little girl, Mary 

Claire, was born.  She weighed seven and three quarters pound and had plenty of black hair.  On 

the next morning, Fr. August Vanderbilt, Pastor of St. Francis de Sales church, our parish church 

(incidentally, the new church was being build then) baptized her and made her a little Christian 

and heir of heaven.  We gave thanks to God and His Blessed Mother for being so good to us.  

Miss Neomi Jones, a practical nurse, with many years of maternity nursing, was recommended 

and lived at home until I was able to get up (two weeks in bed).  We were fortunate to get her.  I 

got a lot of help from Mrs. Caillouet, who was so pleased to be a grandmother. 

 It was the month of November and Thanksgiving Day was nearing.  Mamma had already 

asked us to come to dinner, as every would be there, and we had accepted.  Mary Claire was four 

months old and she was a beautiful baby.  As usual the preparations were begun and the dinner 

would be a good one, complete with everything. The pecan leaves had to be raked, so Mamma 

decided to do some of it herself.  She became overheated and the Northwest wind didn’t do any 

good.  Everyone enjoyed the meal and being with the family.  Unbeknownst to anyone of us, 

Mamma was not feeling well.  The next day she had pains in her chest, which later turned out to 

be pleurisy.  She had fever and the pains were increasingly harder and Dr. Landry was called to 

come out seven miles in the country - the doctors did make house calls - even in the country.  He 

found that her lungs were involved and she had pneumonia.  She was only fifty-six years old, but 

with no antibiotics or even sulphur to help her fight the infection, it was a hard fight.  Every day, 

I left Mary Claire with Mrs. Caillouet and I went down to take care of Mamma.  It was the 
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hardest (not in work) case for me as I feared the inevitable.  Hot mustard-seed poultices had to be 

applied, front and back of the chest, every four hours, trying to break up the congestion. We were 

able to get Ms. Elda Aycock, a very good practical nurse of many years of experience, and who 

lived near us on Bayou du Large, for nights.  We were confident of the care she would give 

Mamma, a good friend of hers.  She worked nights - seven to seven.  It must be remembered, that 

in pre-antibiotic time, pneumonia had to run its course, namely seven or nine days, and then the 

twenty-four hour crisis.  Mamma held her own until Saturday morning at two-thirty A.M. when I 

was called.  Dr. Landry was there when I arrived.  If she could have maintained her strength until 

the next morning, she would have been better.  She was getting oxygen to help her heart but all 

of it was too much for her.  At seven forty-five P.M. she died peacefully.  Fr. Miller had come 

during the afternoon to anoint her, brought her Holy Communion, and gave her all the last rites 

of the church.  She died on Saturday, Our Blessed Mother’s day.  She had so much devotion to 

her.  Just a little example of her confidence in her, was that whenever one of us children, got 

something in our eyes, she would say, “Don’t rub it, but ask the Blessed Mother to pass her hand 

over our eyes”, and she always helped.  Mamma’s death was quite a shock and a tragedy to Papa 

and our family.  She had just served us a wonderful meal on Thanksgiving Day and it was so 

nice to be together.  It was so very hard to realize that she no longer was with us.  Mary Claire 

was five months old, and I regret that she was not old enough to remember her.  Her funeral and 

burial was at St. Eloi’s Church. 

 At that time, solid food was not introduced to a baby until five months old.  She thrived 

on her formula and enjoyed the solid food.  She was a very good baby.  Before she was able to 

get the newly-developed and large inoculation for whooping cough, she caught it at eight 

months.  This is the worst of the children’s diseases and lasts six weeks.  It was quite an ordeal 

for her and us, but it finally subsided. 
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 Philip’s grandmother, “Ma Briggs” was eighty years old and she had a very bad heart.  

They had to have nurses all the time with her.  Knowing that we needed extra money, I was 

offered to go to Thibodaux for a week.  I hated to leave Mary Claire, who in a week would be 

one year old, and Philip who was so busy.  Mrs. Caillouet gladly took care of the baby and fed 

Philip, and every evening they came to Thibodaux.  I was glad that I could help.  I went home 

just in time to help celebrate the first birthday.  She took her first steps at twelve and one-half 

months old, on the feast of the Assumption, August 15
th

.  She has never stopped running since. 

 I had had a number of calls for nursing at the hospital, so we decided to get a housekeeper 

to live with us, so I could work.  We did get someone I knew from Bayou du Large and she was 

very good with Mary Claire and the house.  I had a good bit of work and I enjoyed it. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

 

 Philip was active in church and civic work.  In 1938, he was elected Grand Knight of the 

Knights of Columbus Council 1317 of Houma.  He served two consecutive two-year terms and 

then was made District Deputy.  In later years, 1947, he was elected President of the Houma 

Chamber of Commerce and served three years.  He was a member of the Rotary Club, and 

became its president.  He was frequently called upon to give talks on many occasions - 

something he did very well. 

 In 1940, Philip’s salary had increased to two hundred and fifty dollars a month.  He now 

felt that he could buy a good used car, and it was nice having one.  It was that year that Philip’s 

father was appointed Federal Judge of the Eastern Division by President Franklin D. Roosevelt.  

That meant moving to New Orleans.  His parents were very kind to enable us to buy their home 

at 631 Verret Street.  The sale was passed and we moved in, on my birthday, September 26, 

1940, when Mary Claire was four years old. 

 Life after Mamma’s death was never the same for the family.  No longer did the entire 

family get together for a meal at the home on Bayou du Large, but instead, we took turn to have 

a gathering on special holidays.  It was a very hard time for Papa, and gradually, living in the 

country became more of a hardship.  Papa and Gert moved to Houma - into the same house 

where Mary Claire was born - on High Street.  Florence had had another daughter, Marie Amelie 

one and one-half years younger than Mary Claire.  Papa was able to get work with the School 

Board - checking out some of their materials.  There he was able to establish his retirement status 

with Social Security.  After about one year, in 1943, Papa went to work with Philip, as a checker 

of materials to be used to build a quick-freeze plant, in connection with the Terrebonne Ice and 

Cold Storage Company.  Philip had been made manager of the plant upon the death of its former 

manager.  Papa was then sixty-three years old and he worked there until he retired at seventy-one 

years of age.  Philip was very happy, at the thought that he was able to help Papa and said he was 
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very good at his work, in charge of the new quick-freeze plant. 

 In 1943, Mary Claire was seven years old and started school at the ‘convent’, the same 

school that we, her parents, had attended, and was still staffed by the Marianites of the Holy 

Cross Sisters.  She loved her schooling and did well. 

 With Mary Claire in school, I had more free time.  My friends and I started playing card, 

“Five Hundred”, weekly at each one’s house.  Later when “Canasta” came out, we enjoyed 

playing it.  We always looked forward to our getting together weekly and it lasted until 1988 

when we had to give it up.  I was seventy-seven then. 

 1943 - 1945 were World War II years.  Both Brother and Manning were active in the 

National Guards.  They knew that they would probably be drafted for service in the war, and 

while they were able to select what they wanted to do, they both volunteered to become airplane 

mechanics.  They both decided to marry - Brother married Mae Werkhaven of Ohio and 

Manning married Olive de Bellevue, of New Iberia.  It was not long before they were shipped to 

England, for the duration of the war.  Jeanne was still teaching in Hackberry and was going out 

with Harold Cottrell.  He, too, was in the service and was sent to Italy for the duration.  Jeanne 

decided to give up teaching and she, too, went into the Navy, as a Wave serving as a nurse.  

After her basic training, she was sent to Jacksonville, Florida, for the duration.  She and Harold 

were married after the war was over and had four children - Jeannie, Harold Jr., and twin girls - 

Alice and Anne.  Remember, Jeanne, herself, was a twin - with Anne, who died.  Brother and 

Mae never had children together.  Marilyn, his step daughter, was very dear to him.  Manning 

and Olive had an adopted son, David. 

 Everyone tried to do his part during the war.  I was asked to teach home-nursing classes - 

a six-week course, in the care of the sick at home, during disasters - making do with what you 

had on hand - by improvising.  It was all so interesting, and my six classes included teachers, 

card clubs, the Catholic Daughters Organization, high school girls, and others.  I felt very good 

about contributing my talent in time of need.  We nurses were also called upon for other 
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emergencies - such as the torpedoing of a ship, in the Gulf of Mexico, by a German Submarine.  

All burned victims were brought to our small Ellender Hospital and a call went out to all 

available nurses and doctors to help.  That was quite an experience for us.  As a nurse, I also 

went to evacuation centers during the hurricane to care for the sick. 

 In 1941, I was initiated into the Catholic Daughters of America, Court Cardinal Gibbons.  

Today, I am a lifetime member of fifty-four years. 

 In 1945, we were elated, as we were going to have our second baby, but it was not to be.  

I lost the baby in a miscarriage.  We were very saddened but we realized that it was God’s will 

and, now, we have a little angel in Heaven, too.  However, in 1947, God was very merciful and 

permitted us to have a beautiful baby boy, Louis Philip Caillouet III, on March 5, 1947.  We 

were overjoyed, but at the same time sad because Philip had just lost his father, as of December 

19, 1946.  He died suddenly of a cardiac arrest, in his judicial chambers, after doing the last of 

his Christmas shopping during the noon hour.  It was such a shock to the family.  He was only 

sixty-four years old, as of February 19, 1947.  It was quite a large funeral at Mater Dolorosa 

Church in New Orleans.  The solemn requiem mass by his two brothers - Fathers Lucien and 

Abel Caillouet.  He was buried in his new tomb in Houma, St. Francis de Sales (now Cathedral) 

Parish.  It was very hard on Philip’s mother who, too, had a heart condition.  Fortunately, they 

had a very good live-in housekeeper for five years, and she was always very good for Mrs. 

Caillouet - especially then. 

 Mary Claire was eleven years old and quite a young lady and a good helper for me.  She 

liked to work in the kitchen with me and watched me sew.  She, too, was saddened by PaPa 

Caillouet’s death.  She, being the only grandchild for over ten years and the first girl in the 

family, was made over quite a bit by then.  It was Mrs. Caillouet’s pleasure to buy dresses for her 

and a big help for us. 

 Mary Claire loved her baby brother and was a very good “big” sister to him.  Even 

though’ she was disappointed when it was confirmed to her that there was no Santa Claus, she 
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was delighted that she still participated with him, in hanging their stockings and Santa came 

while they were asleep.  Christmas, from then on, was always a wonderful day for us - with a 

delicious meal, alternating each year, with our parents. 

 Philip’s work was so time consuming that he had very little time with the children.  He 

left very early in the morning and didn’t get home until dark.  I had to take care of everything at 

home.  I had help when I needed - paying three dollars a week, including Saturdays.  I was active 

in the school’s Mother’s Club - serving as President for a time.  We worked hard at raising 

money for a new roof on the old convent, which at that time was owned by the Marianite Sisters.  

Little Phil was such a good baby, that I took him to the meetings with me.  Sr. Lua, Principal and 

such a good person, would take care of him for me.  When he was three years old, he could make 

his letters on the blackboard for her. 

 A proud moment for both Philip and me was in 1951, when he was given the sixth annual 

Terrebonne Press Award, and was cited for “his outstanding work in various civic activities that 

has been for the betterment of Houma and Terrebonne Parish - particularly, his work with the 

Chamber of Commerce Waterways Committee, and as Chairman of the Tunnel Committee.”  

The awarding took place at the annual Chamber of Commerce banquet.  He was a very energetic, 

forty-one year old man, always wanting to do for others. 

 Also in 1951 was the dedication and opening of the new St. Francis de Sales parish 

school building – Kindergarten through High School.  Mary Claire was a freshman (ninth grade) 

in high school and Phil, four and one-half years old, entered kindergarten.  At age eight, both 

Mary Claire and Phil started taking piano lessons and did so until their junior year in high school.  

Their teacher, Mrs. Farquhard Chauvin, was a highly trained musician and singer.  She, also, was 

our next door neighbor.  The students liked her and they all did well and had a chance to show 

their accomplishments to their proud parents, at their recital at the end of the year.  A lovely 

reception always followed, hosted by Mrs. Chauvin.  She loved young people and the feeling 

was mutual with the students, as evidenced by a lovely gift that they always presented her with. 
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 The new school was modern and very adequate and the students were anxious to move in.  

Mary Claire was always a good student, and, I think English and Composition were her best 

subjects.  She was talented in writing - winning both local and state first place in a patriotic 

contest, sponsored by the local Veteran’s Organization.  She, also, came out first in the 

Archdiocese of New Orleans, when she participated in writing an essay on vocations, for a 

contest sponsored by the Sera Club of New Orleans.  The award, a check for two hundred and 

fifty dollars, was to be made to the college of her choice.  In her case it was applied to Hotel 

Dieu School of Nursing, where she entered after graduation.  In those days, that amount of 

money took care of all the expenses that we would have for the three years.  The presentation to 

her was at a luncheon in the Blue Room of the Roosevelt Hotel in New Orleans.  It was a proud 

moment for Philip and me. 

 When Mary Claire was a senior, Phil was going into second grade and doing very well 

for himself.  We were a bit concerned that his young age would not be in his favor with his older 

classmates.  We were very happy that he had many friends throughout his school years.  He 

always made very good grades in his school works, and his teachers were always complimentary 

of him and his work. 

 After many rewarding years of activities, both to herself and us, Mary Claire graduated 

from St. Francis de Sales High School in May, 1954, receiving the highest award in English.  

The graduation took place at a lovely Mass in St. Francis de Sales Church.  Archbishop Francis 

Rummel, of New Orleans gave out the diplomas and awards, and afterwards addressed the class.  

The church and the singing were beautiful, and the graduates looked so nice in their caps and 

gowns.  With a feeling of thanksgiving to God for His generosity in giving us such a fine 

daughter, I couldn’t help reminiscing a bit on when she started school and all the little navy blue 

pleated skirts I made from first through twelfth grades.  The two beautiful evening gowns that 

she wore for her Junior and Senior proms were a pleasure to make, especially because she looked 

so beautiful in them.  I enjoyed making her clothes - thanks to Mamma for showing me how. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 

 

 The quick-freeze plant was doing real well.  The quick freezing of shrimp was big 

business, and required Philip to meet with people in Chicago, on several occasions.  Papa liked 

his work and Philip was glad to have him.  He retired in 1951 at the age of seventy-one.  The ice 

plant gradually was feeling the competition of several small ice plants that opened, especially out 

in the country, nearer to the shrimp boats.  It was very disheartening to Philip, who had worked 

very hard, for twenty-four years, to hear the Board of Directors’ decision to liquidate and sell the 

property. 

 Philip went to work for a builder of fine boats, doing office work. After about a year 

there, he decided to accept a position as manager of Patterson Oilfield Pipe yard, another twenty-

four hour job. 

 After much deliberation on many professions, Mary Claire decided to  become a nurse, as 

her mother. I did not influence her in any way.  Instead, I pointed out many disadvantages, such 

as hours, hard work, and the inadequate rate of pay.  She made application to the Hotel Dieu 

School of Nursing, my Alma Mater, and Philip and I decided that it would be nice to take a 

family trip by car, for a little vacation, before she left.  Jeanne and family lived in Columbia, 

Texas - so we decided to go to Texas - visiting Galveston, Columbia, Corpus Christi, Padre 

Island, San Antonio and Houston.  We loved to take those trips together. 

 Our first hospital, Terrebonne General Hospital, was built and dedicated in 1954.  It was 

run by the Nursing Sisters of St. Joseph, with Mother Blanche as the administrator.  It was a 

municipally owned hospital.  Mother Blanche called in all inactive Registered Nurses and asked 

us to give her a day or two a week, as she needed us.  Our funds were low and I gladly started 

taking private duty cases at night.  Phil was then about eight years old and doing well in school.  

I worked nights and was home, even though asleep, during the day.  I enjoyed nursing again and 

it kept me in touch with the profession, so I understood the changes during Mary Claire’s 
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training.  Her first year was spent in classrooms at Loyola University, where she did well.  The 

last two years were spent in hospital work.  We were proud of her, as a nurse, and before long, 

she was a senior.  It was then that, at one of the Hotel Dieu dances, when Loyola students were 

invited to come, that she met Joe and realized that he was the one for her.  Joe was a graduate 

student at Loyola, having received his degree in Pharmacy. 

 Oil field service was a very new experience for Philip, but it didn’t take him very long to 

master the new jargon and customs.  The loading of pipes, on boats and trucks, had no particular 

hour - day or night, and, each time, crews had to be called out and orders had to be made.  There 

were many very good men working on these crews and Philip was right there with them.  The 

nice thing about this position is that he had regular vacation time, and they furnished him with a 

good car, with a two-way radio.  We were able to plan and take nice trips together. 

 It was ten years since Philip’s father died, and we thought that his mother should move to 

Houma, to be closer to us.  It was hard to find a house, near church or town, as she didn’t drive a 

car - so it was decided that a suite of rooms and a den be added on to our house, to accommodate 

her and Fr. Adrian, Philip’s youngest brother.  He had been ordained a diocesan priest as of May 

10, 1952, and was an assistant pastor in different church parishes.  On August 16, 1957, Philip’s 

mother, along with Malvina Peters, the black housekeeper, moved in.  We had a nice room and 

bath near our utility room, for Malvina.  Phil was ten years old and a good help for his Mom-

Mom.  That winter we had a big snow fall, after many years of none, and Phil and his 

grandmother had a good time in it. 

 On August 2, 1957, Mary Claire’s nursing graduation took place at St. Joseph’s Church 

on Tulane Avenue.  It was lovely and Archbishop Francis Rummel, again, gave her a diploma.  

Several months later she took her State Board examination, which she passed, making her a 

Registered Nurse, or R.N.  She accepted a position at Ochsner’s after a little vacation.  

Meanwhile she continued to see Joseph Randazzo, Jr., a native of Napoleonville, La.  He, too, 

was working at Ochsner Hospital - in the Pharmacy. At Christmas, he gave her a lovely diamond 
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engagement ring, and plans were begun to have a July wedding. 

 She immediately went to see her Pastor, Msgr. Jos. Wester, of St. Francis de Sales 

Church (now Cathedral), to confirm the date and hour, Saturday, July 5, 1958, at eleven o’clock.  

Her uncle, Fr. Adrian Caillouet would be celebrant of the Nuptial Mass and marry them.  Francis 

Achée would again sing the beautiful Ave Maria.  Her wish was to have her reception at home.  

Her wedding gown, a gift from her Grandmother Caillouet, was made especially for her, by a 

local bridal salon, and was of imported Swiss organdy and taffeta, with appliqués of Chantilly 

lace and seed pearls.  Her finger-tip veil cascaded from a period cap embroidered with seed 

pearls.  She was a beautiful summer bride, and the Mass and reception were lovely.  She was 

fortunate to have been given two nice pre-nuptial parties.  They left on a honeymoon trip to the 

Florida Gulf Coast, and were able to come back to their own little home, which they had 

purchased in Metairie, near New Orleans, Louisiana. 

 Phil was eleven years old and a very good map reader, in traveling.  In 1958 just before 

leaving for Pensacola Beach, Florida, Philip decided to buy an eight-millimeter movie camera, 

and with only reading directions, we did get some pretty good movies on our ensuing trips.  

Some of our trips took us all over the state of Florida - to Key West, spending a couple of 

summers on Longboat Key Island, near Sarasota in southern Florida.  Other nice trips were to 

Colorado - Colorado Springs, even going up Pike’s Peak by tram and coming down by bus - and 

Denver.  We visited the Air Force Academy, and, on to Santa Fe, New Mexico, Carlsbad 

Caverns - on through Texas, crossing into Mexico at Del Rio (for a short visit) and then back 

home.  We took two trips to Washington, D.C. and later years took us to visits to Jan’s in 

Cincinnati, Ohio, Marilyn’s in Ann Arbor, Michigan - going through the Detroit tunnel into 

Canada, going to Niagara to view the Falls - then back in New York state traveling north to the 

Thousand Island bridge - re-crossing into Canada on our way to Montréal.  On the way we 

witnessed a complete eclipse of the sun at four P.M. - quite an experience - as it was like twilight 

time.  After three days in Montréal, we were off to Québec.  There were many beautiful churches 
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all over.  Without planning it that way, we were visiting the beautiful shrine of St. Anne de 

Beaupré on the feast of St. Anne, July 26
th

.  On that day, the sick and crippled, from all over the 

world, are flown in to participate in a huge outdoor procession around the Basilica, reciting the 

Rosary or singing French hymns.  Holy Mass was celebrated at nine P.M. and it was still 

daylight.  There were people on crutches, in wheelchairs, and carriages, accompanied by 

Registered Nurses.  It was a similar occasion as the ones at Lourdes.  There is a very large 

hospital nearby.  After three days in Québec, (incidentally, I had a good time, trying out my 

French, at the beauty parlor - no one knew me - and actually, I did pretty well) we left for the 

United States - visiting the New England states - Maine, Vermont and New Hampshire.  After 

crossing a large bay, on a ferry, from Rhode Island, we were able to visit my first cousin Capt. 

Leonce Lajaunie, a graduate of Annapolis and commander of a submarine, stationed in New 

London, Connecticut.  He and his wife, Jean, had us for steaks, that night.  We spent two nights 

in Boston, and took a tour of all the historical areas.  We didn’t miss Plymouth Rock, Jamestown, 

and Williamsburg, Va. - Mammoth Cave in Kentucky and Luray Caverns.  We were on our way 

via the Skyline Drive, in the Blue Ridge Mountains.  The Smokies and the Ozarks Mountains, 

where Eureka Springs, Lake Lucerne, and Hot Springs, Arkansas, are, were visited several times.  

All these trips are so vivid in my mind, and, if I never travel again, they remain fond memories. 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

 

 In late 1958, we were elated when we were told that we would be grandparents for the 

first time.  On Ascension Thursday, May 7, 1959, Mary Claire and Joe had their first child, a fine 

son Richard Joseph (Ricky) Randazzo, at Ochsner Hospital.  Their homecoming was on 

Mother’s Day, May 10
th

.  Of course, I was there to care for them for a week.  It was a happy 

chore, especially since Mrs. Caillouet and Malvina were able to run my house while I was away. 

 Phil was thirteen years old and an eight-grader at the convent, which was staffed by The 

Brothers of the Sacred Heart.  He was a very good student and maintained an A average.  He 

loved sports, but his size prevented him from participating, however he became the scorekeeper 

at all the football games, even traveling out of town with the team.  Phil started saving money 

very early in life.  Santa brought him a Cash Register bank, one Christmas, and, every nickel or 

quarter or dime, that was given him, went into the bank, until it reached twenty dollars. Then 

Philip took him to the bank and let him open his own account and it grew gradually.  When he 

was in high school, with a State Permit, he worked every summer, with his Dad, in the office at 

the Pipe yard.  Philip was very pleased with his work, so he was employed on through college, 

permitting the office workers to take their vacations. 

 Philip and I celebrated our Silver Wedding Anniversary on May 4, 1960.  We attended 

seven o’clock Mass celebrated by Fr. Adrian, after which he read the beautiful prayers and 

Blessing for us.  We had a lovely reception, in the afternoon, for family and a few friends.  A 

large wedding cake centered the table, and, champagne and cake were served. 

 On July 25, 1960, Mary Claire and Joe presented us with a second grandson.  He was 

Albert Joseph (Bert) Randazzo, born at West Jefferson Hospital, where Joe was a Pharmacist. 

Again, I gladly went to take care of Mother and baby for a week, and, I got to enjoy Ricky, who 

was then fourteen months old and at a cute age.  The movie camera came in handy for the home 

coming, Christening and birthdays. 
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 It was, also, in 1960 that Brother (my brother and known as Bubba to the children) died.  

Incidentally, he was Phil’s Godfather and he was only forty-seven years when he died on March 

3
rd

.  He had had an emergency operation for an abscessed pancreas and almost died that night, 

but gradually recovered.  About six months later he died, in his sleep, from a cardiac arrest due to 

a clot.  He was so young.  His wife, Mae, and his step-daughter, Marilyn (about Mary Claire’s 

age) survived him.  Marilyn married Frank Short and lived in Ann Arbor Michigan.  Her Mother 

went to live with them but died about two years later.  Marilyn always stayed very close to our 

family.  She still visits us once in a while as they are both retired now, and, are grandparents. 

 I was always kept busy, doing everything in a large house, preparing three meals a day, 

doing the laundry, cleaning house, and sewing most of my clothes.  I love to sew but, 

unfortunately, I had very little time.  I retired from nursing, in 1959, when Ricky was born, so I 

did have a little time to help Mary Claire, especially she again was expecting - her third child.  It 

was hard on her as she had two babies in diapers - no Pampers then - and she got very little rest. 

On several occasions, I took them to Houma for a few days. They were very active boys. 

 On July 29, 1961, Mary Claire and Joe had their third child, a little girl, Jean Ellen 

Randazzo.  She was a cute little baby - weighing five and three quarters pounds - but it was a 

breech delivery - and Mary Claire’s blood pressure was very elevated.  Joe had to report to the 

Army Reserve Camp for two weeks, so when the doctor permitted it, I took her and the three 

children to our home.  After much rest, she improved and she was ready to return home with Joe 

when he came back. 

 May 10, 1962 was Fr. Adrian’s tenth anniversary of his Ordination, and, that 

year he was made Founding-Pastor of St. Andrew parish in Amelia, near Morgan City.  This was 

his first Pastorate.  His orders were to build a church and a rectory.  A very old chapel had served 

the mission for many years but a hurricane demolished it.  He built a very nice brick church and 

rectory and moved into it immediately.  The church was lovely in its simplicity and spacious.  

The rectory was roomy and comfortable.  We had dinner several times with him.  His mother 
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was very happy for him and spent some times with him.  She was then in her late seventies. 

 In 1968 he was made Pastor of Holy Family parish, on Bayou Grand Caillou.  Again, his 

task was to build a new church, which he did.  It was large and very beautiful when completed.  

He enjoyed his years there and was very active with his people. 

 Phil was a Junior in High School and was getting a full four years of Math and was taking 

Physics, with Brother Paul.  He was very interested in it and he had a very good teacher.  He was 

beginning to think about what he wanted to major in, in college, and he seemed to lean to 

Physics. 

 It was hard for us to realize that Phil was a Senior and would be finishing high school and 

going to college soon. 

 His graduation took place May, 1964, in the beautiful St. Francis de Sales Church (now 

Cathedral).  Archbishop Cody (later Cardinal) of New Orleans Archdiocese, gave out the 

diplomas and awards, of which Phil received several.  He received a scholarship to Nicholls State 

University, where he attended for two years.  He commuted by bus, to Thibodaux, every day and 

deposited his two six hundred dollars checks.  His major in college was Physics, with Math as his 

minor.  His last two years and graduating from, was at Louisiana State University in Baton 

Rouge.  He was still working summers with his Dad and it enabled him to pay for a good part of 

his tuition.  Of course, we helped him along, also.  He did very well in college and got a lot of 

computer experience in his four years of college.  At eighteen years of age he had to register for 

the draft.  The Vietnam War was going on then and because he was in school he was deferred 

temporarily from going into the Service. 

 After receiving his B. S. in Physics, he was able to obtain an assistantship to Florida State 

University to work on his Masters in Physics.  He was able to complete three quarters of the 

school year when he was drafted.  He could have applied to Officer’s training school but that 

would have been for four years in the service, but he chose to be drafted and out in two years.  

He was sent to Fort Polk for his basic training in the Infantry for service in Vietnam.  Later he 
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went to Fort Benning, Georgia, and did well.  He became a Staff Sergeant with a good record.  

After several interviews with a top officer, he was able to get into the Intelligence Department 

when in Vietnam.  Phil’s leaving for Vietnam in June, 1970, was one of our darkest and most 

anxious times of our lives - even though we were,  indeed, relieved at the fact that he no longer 

was in the infantry.  I wrote him nearly every day, sent him boxes of goodies, and made audio 

tapes and exchanged them with him.  He was able to come home after nine months, March 1971, 

in order to finish his last quarter of his school at F.S.U.  He was not able to take his 

comprehensive test, so, he decided to enroll at the University of Southwestern Louisiana (U.S.L.) 

and enroll in graduate school to earn a Master’s degree in Computer Science. 

 Meanwhile, Phil had been dating Jill Rogers, of Houma, and a teacher by profession.  

They decided to marry on Aug. 20, 1971, just before entering U.S.L.  They had a lovely Nuptial 

Mass, celebrated by Fr. Adrian and concelebrated by Msgr. Lucien Caillouet and Bishop Abel 

Caillouet - both were grand uncles of Phil.  Again Francis Achée sang the beautiful Ave Maria.  

After a lovely reception, they left for a honeymoon in the Bahamas - after which they returned to 

Lafayette and U.S.L. 

 After his retirement, Papa’s health was pretty good until he developed emphysema as a 

result of years of smoking.  Of course, he quit smoking immediately but the damage was done to 

his lungs.  At eighty-five he had a cataract surgery and did very well.  On Nov. 4, 1969, he was 

eighty-nine years old and was still jovial as ever.  January of 1970 was not so kind to him, when 

he developed an infection of his gallbladder.  He was brought to the hospital, and because 

surgery was out on account of his emphysema, he was given a large amount of antibiotics, which 

did the work.  He was doing much better from the infection but, before long, he started 

accumulating fluid, resulting in a very enlarged heart.  He died Feb. 15, 1970, in his ninetieth 

year.  It was hard on us as we hated to see him leave us, but I am sure Mamma must have been 

happy to see him.  Phil was at Fort Benning then and he was permitted to come home for the 

funeral.  I am happy that his great-grandchildren, Mary Claire’s Ricky, 11 years, Bert 10 years, 
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and Jeannie 9 years remember him as Pa Henry. 

 Our grandchildren were getting so big and doing well in the studies at St. Mary Magdalen 

Parochial School.  Florence, Julie, Jeanne, and Manning were all grandparents, too, and now 

some are great-grand parents.  They, including Gert, are all retired teachers, now.  Charles, a 

retired Superintendent of Schools in Terrebonne Parish and Florence’s husband, had not been 

well for several weeks and was not getting any better.  On Jan. 11, 1971, he passed away, just 

short of their fortieth anniversary. 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

 

 Philip’s work was still demanding and it seemed that he could not get a good night sleep 

without a call or two.  Meanwhile, unbeknownst to Philip, plans were being made to sell the 

company, and the new company, with the thought of cutting expense, was letting some 

employees go.  Philip was asked if he had considered retiring.  This was in 1973, and Philip was 

only sixty-three years of age.  Of course he had not, but had it to do.  Well, it lasted only three 

months, when he got another position which was in Thibodaux, which meant commuting every 

day.  It was an office job and, for the first time in his working years, he had his week-ends off.  

He worked there ten years until his retirement at seventy-three years of age. 

 Phil did well in graduate school, and received his Master’s Degree in Computer Science 

in 1973.  Jill was working at the Welfare Department in Lafayette.  Phil decided to continue his 

education and work on his Doctorate.  He was assigned as assistant to his Professor, Dr. Shriver, 

who was able to get a NATO grant for Phil, another student, and himself.  This grant permitted 

them to study a computer program at the University of Aarhus, in Denmark, for a six-week 

summer session.  In his last week, Jill joined him for a tour of Europe by rail.  This was in 1974.  

By the end of the year, we were informed, and very delighted, to learn that they were going to be 

parents for the first time.  It would be our fourth grandchild, and our youngest was fourteen years 

old and it was time to have a baby again to cuddle and enjoy.  Phil, at this stage of schooling, had 

begun working on his Dissertation for his Doctorate. 

 1975 was an eventful year, both good and bad. I was still playing cards with my friends 

(since 1945) and, now, I was invited to join a sewing, crocheting, knitting, or “you name it” club.  

Eight of my friends, including two members who play cards with me, belonged to the club. We 

met every Tuesday at each house.  Philip was away all day in Thibodaux and he insisted that I 

join, as, as he said “you never have too many friends.”  I was very happy to join, as I knew 

exactly what I wanted to crochet and that was a beautiful little blanket for our new baby. 
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My 70th Birthday 

September 26, 1981 
 

First row:  Kevin, Marie, Philip, Matthew 
Second Row:  Bert, Rick, Mary Claire, Joe, Jill, Phil, Jeannie 
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 I joined the sewing group in January, 1975 and the baby was born May 5, 1975.  He was 

called Matthew Paul Caillouet, and seeing him for the first time, brought back memories for me 

as he looked just like his Dad did at birth.  They had moved to Baton Rouge, where Phil had 

accepted his first position.  Phil received his Doctorate of Computer Science, on Sunday May 11, 

1975.  Just about one week later, to be exact May 17, Mom Mom Caillouet, Philip’s Mother, 

passed away from internal bleeding.  It was a shock to all and Phil regretted so much that she did 

not get to see the baby, just as it was when his PaPa Caillouet died just before he was born, and 

he never got to see his grandson.  Phil always regretted not knowing him. 

 Philip and I kept well and very busy.  I was doing a lot of sewing for myself while I had a 

chance to do it.  Little Matthew was growing so fast, that before long he was running around and 

talking.  In early 1978, we were told that another baby was on the way, so I again began 

crocheting.  I made another little blanket and a cute little helmet for the second son that was born 

on Oct. 17, 1978.  He was called Kevin Adrian Caillouet and he, too, looked like Phil.  Matthew 

was three years old, and, we had taken him to our house to help Jill.  We enjoyed having him, but 

took him back to see his little brother. 

 God has certainly been very good to Philip and me all these many years.  Like all young 

couples, we had our struggles - whether it was monetary, long working hours, raising children, or 

any other things - but we knew how to get help if we asked Him.  God certainly blessed us with 

two fine children and their spouses; and five wonderful grandchildren - four boys and one lovely 

little girl.  I have always asked our Blessed Mother of Perpetual Help to keep our family under 

her special protection, and I know she has many times.  One such occasion, in January, 1980, to 

be exact, I became very sick, with abdominal pains, and was put in the hospital for tests.  The 

result was that I had an obstruction in my colon, and “usually malignant” according to the 

surgeon, and meant removal by operation.  I was suffering so much that I wanted the operation, 

but first I wanted the Chaplain to give me the Sacrament of the Sick, which he did with Philip 

and Mary Claire present.  These prayers are beautiful and give a lot of hope.  I knew that God 
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loved me, and, with the help of His Blessed Mother and I would do all right.  The operation and 

recuperation was not easy, but I did well and when I heard Dr. Henry say “All twenty-six lymph 

nodes were negative,” I was very grateful to God and His Blessed Mother for answering so many 

prayers said in my behalf.  To this day I still am saying, “Thank You, Lord.” 

 The ensuing years were good - little Kevin was getting big and cute as can be.  He was a 

cuddly and lovable baby and he loved to be rocked.  He reminded me of Phil as he was quiet 

child. 

 Mary Claire’s family was really grown.  Ricky graduated from Archbishop Rummel High 

School in 1977.  He went to the University of New Orleans (UNO) for one year and then to the 

University of Southwest Louisiana, (U.S.L.) in Lafayette, La. where he received a degree in 

Marketing.  Bert was a graduate of the same school, in 1978, and, he, too, went to U.S.L. where 

he obtained a BS degree in Computer Science.  After working four years, he decided to go back 

to college, when, after five years more, he received a degree as a Mechanical Engineer, he really 

always wanted.  Jeannie attended Archbishop Chapelle and graduated in 1979.  She followed in 

the footsteps of her Mother and Grandmother (me) and became a nurse.  She attended L.S.U. 

where she received a BS in Nursing.  After working a few years at Ochsner Hospital, she decided 

to go for her Master’s degree at the University of Alabama at Birmingham, which she acquired 

and also, took the examination to become a Nurse Practitioner.  She passed the exam and is now 

working at a large clinic in Long Beach, California, where she has her own office and sees quite 

a number of patients a day.  She works under the auspices of two Internal Specialists doctors, and 

she likes her work. 

 Ricky, now married to Therese Guenther of New Orleans, is living and working in Long 

Beach, also.  Therese is working for the Federal Government in customs.  After getting his 

second degree, Bert accepted a position with Louisiana Gas Service Association in Harvey, near 

New Orleans.  Mary Claire and Joe have always lived in Metairie, near New Orleans.  In 1973, 

Mary Claire accepted a position at the Browne-Mc Hardy Clinic, right near East Jefferson 
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Hospital where Joe was a senior pharmacist.  She worked several years at assisting doctors, then 

she was made Director of Nurse’s Personnel.  Now she is the Quality Assurance Coordinator of 

the clinic.  She has been working there for about twenty years. 

 After ten years of commuting to Thibodaux daily, and, the company being sold, Philip 

thought it was time to retire.  He was then seventy-three years old.  It was not an easy thing to do 

for a man who was so active and energetic all his life.  Every morning after he dressed, he vowed 

that he would look for another job.  Time changes things, as later on he was offered a part time 

job, but he didn’t care to go back to work.  He certainly had earned a retirement.  Of course, he 

never was idle around the house, and, it was real nice to have someone to run errands, like going 

to the store, for me. 

 1985 was quite a wonderful year for Philip and me.  As of Saturday, May 4, 1985, we 

could finally say, “We made it.”- fifty years to the day, of married life - or our Golden Wedding 

Anniversary.  Julie and Al, having been married the year before us, observed their fiftieth in 

1984.  Of course, our children began planning early.  Fr. Adrian, who was twelve years old when 

we married, said he would be happy to celebrate a Mass of Thanksgiving for us at home, so it 

was planned for five o’clock in the evening in our den.  Little Matthew 10 years old and Kevin 7 

years old would serve as altar boys.  A reception for family-only including first cousins and a 

few very close friends, would be held at seven o’clock.  Invitations were sent out, and although 

Mary Claire and Joe were in Metairie and Phil and Jill lived in Baton Rouge, and the reception 

was in Houma, all the plans and preparations were well accomplished.  The hardest thing for 

Philip and me, was that they would not let us do anything to help.  I did get to do some house 

cleaning.  The house was beautifully decorated with flowers sent to us.  The large wedding cake, 

topped by a silver goblet from which we drank after many toastings, was not only beautiful but 

delicious, too.  The main table, with a lovely floral centerpiece and silver candlesticks and 

candles, was filled with many gourmet dishes dips and snacks, fruit and vegetable displays.  We 

were very proud and grateful to our entire family for their accomplishments. 
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 The cutting of the cake, by Philip and me, - the popping of Champagne corks, and the 

flickering of cameras, set the mood for the party.  The food was delicious and so was the very 

cold champagne.  Everyone had an enjoyable time.  I would recommend that all couples strive to 

reach that Golden Age, as it is so much fun, especially if you have children to put in on for you.  

After fifty years, it felt good to rest and enjoy yourself.  Thank you, kids!  As we sat back and 

watched our children, with their families, we could hardly feel anything but grateful to God for 

blessing us with such a good family and for many years together. 

 In 1988 Phil got an offer for a position, as a consultant, with a large firm in Chicago.  It 

was an offer that he couldn’t turn down, as it was the same kind of work that he was doing in 

Baton Rouge, and, monetarily it was very good.  Of course, we hated the thought of them 

moving so far away.  The boys, thirteen and ten respectively, were in Junior high school and the 

move to another Parochial high school posed no problem.  They had been in Boy Scouting, in 

Baton Rouge, and were easily transferred.  Incidentally, they continued all the way in scouting, 

until both became Eagle Scouts, the highest rating.  We are very proud of them as it was a lot of 

hard work, good experience, good training and they did it on their own.  Jill was able to get a 

teaching position at another parochial school and she enjoyed it.  Phil was not disappointed in his 

move, as he liked the work he was doing.  As a consultant, he did quite a bit of flying all over the 

United States and into Canada to clients of the company.  As of July 1
st
 1995, seven years later, 

having made many good friends, many changes took place.  Matthew graduated from St. Francis 

high school in 1993, and, is now a third year student in Architecture at LSU - again in Baton 

Rouge.  Kevin is a senior now at the same high school, and as yet, hasn’t decided where he will 

go to college or what he will major in.  Hopefully, they will all come back down South soon, as 

the weather is so severe in the winter. 

 Bernard, Philip’s brother, a top lawyer with Exxon Oil Company, was married and had 

five children - Chip, Michael, Renee, Patricia (Petie Danton) and Katie.  They are the only 

Caillouet first cousins to our children.  Bernard had not been well for about a year, when he died 
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suddenly at the age of sixty-eight years, on July 9, 1987.  It was sad and very hard for Philip 

when, within a year - June 15, 1988 he lost his only other brother, Fr. Adrian, who was killed in a 

terrible automobile accident, at the age of sixty-five years.  His health was not the best - a victim 

of rheumatoid arthritis - and his eyes were giving him trouble.  He was killed on his way home, 

when he hit the back of a large truck.  He had been Pastor of Holy Family Church, on Grand 

Caillou Route, for twenty years and was well liked by his flock.  To this day, every year on the 

anniversary of his death, they gather at the resting place - in a mausoleum near the church - to 

say the Rosary for the repose of his soul.  Philip is the last of his family but he is not alone, as he 

was always part of my large family.  We thank God daily that He has seen fit to keep my sisters, 

brother, and me together all these many years - Florence 89, Gert 87, Julie 85 (who lost her 

husband, Aloysius, (Al) Nov. 8, 1993 - two months before the sixtieth wedding anniversary), me 

84, Jeanne 81 (who lost her husband, Harold in 1977), and Manning 79 years (who lost his wife 

Olive, Sept. 3, 1994).  Years are taking its toll on all of us but we accept it all and are very 

grateful to be able to get around and still drive our cars. 

 In July of 1987, both Philip and I went to see our ophthalmologist.  I had the beginning of 

two cataracts - one more advanced than the other - but no glaucoma.  Philip’s eye pressure, in 

both eyes, was elevated so drops were ordered for the eyes.  He had glaucoma, a condition that 

affects the drainage of the fluid of the eye chamber, causing pressure to build up, against the 

optic nerve.  Glaucoma is an inherited condition and Philip certainly was a candidate to get it as 

his Mother had it as well as several members of the Caillouet family.  The eye pressure is 

controlled by using different drops to keep the draining canals open.  In spite of drops, his 

pressure did not come down so easily.  He, also, had cataracts but they were progressing slowly.  

As soon as Dr. Van Ardoin, my surgeon, said my cataract was ready to be removed, I had my 

first surgery, on my left eye, and it was a success.  That was in January, 1991, and by the 

following October, I had the right eye operated on.  Both had implanted lens.  It is so good to see 

so clearly - my eyes were tested and I had 20/20 vision.  I do not need to wear glasses, not even 
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for driving.  I am far-sighted so I need glasses for plenty reading.  Unfortunately Philip’s eye 

pressure did not go down very well.  More drops were added but the glaucoma had already taken 

its toll by damaging the optic nerve in his right eye.  He is now legally blind in that eye.  The 

cataracts progressed, and, now in 1995, his vision is poor.  There is still hope for vision in the left 

eye with surgery.  Of course, having a bad case of shingles didn’t help his well being.  I was 

happy that I had good sight so that I could drive him around and help him in every way. 

 Ten years have really flown by.  It seems like yesterday that we celebrated our fiftieth 

wedding anniversary.  As of May 4, 1995, but by the Grace of God, Philip and I celebrated our 

sixtieth or Diamond Anniversary.  It was hard for any of the children to be here, so, Philip and I 

decided to take my Sisters and Brother out to dinner.  It was our way of showing our appreciation 

for their help in time of need.  We heard from all the children and grandchildren, from Chicago 

and California, as well as New Orleans.  On Saturday, August 26
th

, St. Francis de Sales 

Cathedral parish honored all who celebrated their sixtieth, fortieth, and twenty fifth 

anniversaries, with a lovely Mass.  After a beautiful and very appropriate homily by Fr. Shennen 

Boquet, a certificate, relating to each couple, was read and given to them. 

 On the next day, Sunday, August 27
th

, our diocese (Houma-Thibodaux Diocese) with 

Bishop Michael Jarrel, as host, honored us.  A lovely prayer service, including singing, readings, 

a beautiful Marriage prayer, read by Sister Mary Kateri of the Office of Family Ministries, and, a 

very enjoyable homily by Bishop Jarrel, preceded a lovely reception.  Philip and I were honored 

when asked to be in the picture with the Bishop and those representing each anniversary group.  

Punch and cake were served while the music played.  It was very nice that they should do that for 

us. 
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Married 60 Years 

May 4, 1995 
 

Marie - 84 yrs.  Philip - 85 yrs. 
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 “Sixty years” is a very long time, and, as I remember, I realize how many more things I 

really could have said in this “My Life Story.”  For instance, we had many family and friends 

barbecues under our carport.  Philip really could barbecue delicious chicken (with hot sausage as 

appetizers), ribeye steaks - just right, as requested, and served with my famous “Marie’s Beans”, 

and, as Gert always said, “Philip makes the best Manhattans.”  We both loved company and 

barbecuing was the best way to entertain, whether it was our entire family and dates, or my entire 

family, or the cousins out of New Orleans.  They always enjoyed coming out for the day. 

 Something else that comes to mind is the nice long rides that we took on Sundays.  

Having gone to Vigil Mass on Saturday, we took many long rides across Lake Pontchartrain, via 

the Causeway - to Covington and Mandeville, having a nice meal at Bachack’s, an old restaurant 

that served meals in the old southern style.  The waiters were all black, elderly men, dressed in 

tuxes, white shirts, and black bow ties. It was relaxing and the food was very good, too.  We 

went on to Abita Springs, Lacombe, and to Slidell, where we visited with my cousins.  We came 

back on Interstate Ten, over the twin bridges, bypassing New Orleans, to visit with Mary Claire 

and Joe, in Metairie.  Sometimes, we took a week-end off, by riding to Natchez, Mississippi and 

staying there overnight.  The next day on our way back, we visited many interesting places in St. 

Francisville, Louisiana, on the Mississippi River.  We stopped in Baton Rouge to visit with Phil 

and Jill and the boys. 

 I like to reminisce, as, I feel good that we did all that and more, now that we are unable to 

drive the highways anymore. 
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Celebrating Jeanne’s 80th birthday 
 

October 30, 1994 
 

First row, seated: My sister, Jeanne. 
Second row: Marie, Florence, Gert, Julie 

Third row: Philip, Manning 
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 It’s been a very hot summer, this summer of 1995.  It is again hurricane season, and 

hopefully God will spare us of having any to hit us.  It is late September, and, the dog days are 

again with us.  Again we looked forward to September 23
rd

, when Autumn makes its debut and 

the first cool spell breaks the heat wave.  Yes, it does remind of Mamma, when she was 

expecting her fifth child, Me.  That was eighty-four years ago, today, September 26, 1995, a span 

of life, representing two generations and their different lifestyles.  Remembering how Mamma 

raised seven children, without the aid of a washing machine, and other appliances that would 

have been a big help for her, and, how in our sixty years of married life we had all the necessary 

conveniences.  Generations merge into generations, and, today’s society is so involved with 

computers, something I know very little about, but is capable of doing just about everything.  It 

will be very interesting to know what the twenty-first century will bring.  We hope that our lives 

will be extended enough to welcome years 2000 plus. 

 

* * * * * 
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 Hopefully, my story will be interesting and enjoyable for those to come after 

us.  One thing certain that will never change is our dependence on God, and, our 

faith, handed down to us by our devout ancestors, has been a great help to us in our 

sixty years of married life - so I can think of no better way to end my story than 

with the following poem: 
 
        I once thought marriage took 
        Just two to make a go, 
        But now I am convinced, 
        It takes the Lord, also. 
 
        And, not one marriage fails, 
        Where Christ is asked to enter 
        As lovers come together 
        With Jesus at the center. 
 
        In homes where Christ is first, 
        It’s obvious to see 
        Those unions really work, 
        For Marriage still takes three. 
 
      by 
     Perry Tanksley 
         (c) 1986 
 
 
 
 


