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Ruth Dugas Albritton July 2, 2007
Remembering the Past..... My parents and I moved during the summer of 1930 from New Orleans to
Evergreen on Bayou Rouge (now known as Riche' Road) on my grandfather's property so that my
father could assist him in his farming business. I have fond memories of growing up near so many
relatives and with lots of love. Our life centered around our little Catholic Church located in the
village of Evergreen. The men of the family had fixed a wagon, horse driven, which would take
everyone to Sunday Mass in Evergreen. This form of transportation took care of most of our
traveling needs during this period of time. It was during the depression of the 30's and things were
real hard according to what we children heard. I remember the town having Catholic, Baptist, and
Methodist churches, all very active. I also remember that all three religions, worked together to
provide whatever they could for all faiths.

Ruth Dugas Albritton

They especially focused on the children. It was good clean living and we were very happy. I began
school in the first grade and never changed schools until I graduated at the Evergreen High School.
I loved everything about the school. The classes were very small and we all learned fast. We were
so few in numbers we had to participate in everything. On Saturday and/or Sunday afternoons, we
would meet on the grounds of our beautiful school and either roller skate or ride bikes down the hill,
or just socialize.

Dale Ducote

I have fond memories of the wonderful teachers that we had...Mr. Earnest Hatley, Ms. Lena Haydel,
Ms. Vera Mae Dunbar, Ms. Sue Goudeau and her sister Estelle, Oma West Tassin, Mr. Sam
Jeansonne and principal, Mr. Anthony Smith, to name a few. They were very strict, but fair and good
teachers. As I stated before, we were a small school, but had so many extracurricular activities. I
remember our "May Day" celebrations, with the dances, etc. I remember the excitement I felt when I
was chosen May Day queen one year.
Evergreen High School was noted for its excellent band. Everybody was in the band starting in the
elementary school and Mr. Hatley saw to it that we competed a lot and that we always rated in the
competition. Another thing that we took pride in was our girls' softball team. Martha Albritton was
pitcher and Jeanette Barron Armand was her catcher. Their specialty was striking out the batter and
that they did very well. Most games, those of us who were in the field or on base, saw very little
action, but we won games. What a team those two were!!!   I had pictures of many of these events,
so I put them in an album and brought them to the Evergreen Town Museum when it first opened.
I am back living in Evergreen with my husband, Bill Albritton, after following him around the world for
22 years, and still attend the Church of the Little Flower. Our school burned in 1958 and I still can
close my eyes and see that beautiful school sitting on the top of the hill in the center of town. I can
also visualize the children playing on the grounds and learning on the inside. My personal opinion...I
must say, that I feel this is the best place to live for my family, and for Bill and I to retire. There
comes a time when coming back home is great!!!    
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Ruth Ellen Dugas Albritton - Evergreen High Class of 1947.
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JEANETTE BARRON ARMAND 2007

Ruth Dugas Albritton

I graduated from Evergreen High in 1950. We were the first class to go to school the full 12
years. We were Seniors for 2 years, 1949 and 1950.

Jeanette Barron Armand

I guess we all remember our beautiful school. It was kept up so neat, clean and nice. We had
to…with Mr. Smith. (Ha). Remember the cleaning days at Home Ec. All the floors were
mopped and polished by hand (students’ hands). I can still hear the can of Johnson Wax
sliding across the floor from one of my friends to another. Of course, some of us could really
slam that “yellow can” hard. Martha could almost make it bounce off the walls. Then we
would put on woolen socks and shine the floor. I don’t know how any of us didn’t end up at
the hospital. THOSE WERE THE GOOD OLD DAYS.

Annabelle Jeansonne Blanchard

If the school workshop was still there, I’m sure we could still see planks that popped up when
Martha Albritton Johnson and I would play catch on the side of the building. She would pitch
so hard; I would just let the ball go by…you could see the planks unnail when the ball would
hit. THOSE WERE THE GOOD OLD DAYS.
I remember Mr. Sam Jeansonne, a teacher, would tell us jokes in French. Of course, for the
ones who couldn’t understand French, it was repeated in English, which then made the joke
loose its humor. They couldn’t understand what was so funny, but we did. THOSE WERE
THE GOOD OLD DAYS.
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Mable Bordelon Aymond - November, 2008

Home
Ruth Dugas Albritton

The small town of Evergreen, located between Bunkie and Cottonport in Jeanette Barron Armand
Avoyelles Parish, was my birth place and home for the first twenty years
Mable Bordelon Aymond
of my life. My years as a child were happy ones with many brothers and
Annabelle Jeansonne Blanchard
sisters, and a good Dad and Mom.
Cynthia Galland Cappel

Many of my memories are of school, catechism and church in
Evergreen. I was told by my Mom that I was born in the house where my
family lived at that time. Interestingly, it was situated exactly where the
Little Flower Catholic Church now stands.

Brandi Tanner Chambless

Later my parents moved the family to a home close to the cotton gin my
Dad operated for Haas Incorporated of Bunkie.

Richard Ducote

Bayou Rouge ran behind our home and is still there today. At that time
we lived there, it was much larger with clean water, and I spent many
hours on the bank catching crawfish. They were rather plentiful.
I can recall African-American children walking past my home on their way
to a small school down the road across the bayou. It was probably just
an elementary school. There was also a church across Bayou Rouge
from the small school which people attended, usually around midmorning on Sundays. Sometimes there was a service for baptism in
which those to be baptized were walked into the bayou and partly
submerged for a few seconds. The children would sit on the opposite
bank and watch.
The school which I attended in Evergreen was one of my favorite places
to be. The teachers and principals, Mr. Jeansonne, then Mr. Smith, were
figures of great importance to me. In May of 1943, I graduated from
Evergreen High School. World War II had broken out in 1941 and it was
a very hard time for everyone. I remember practicing black-outs and the
use of ration stamps for sugar, gasoline, and shoes.
Evergreen contributed to the war effort in that three or four sons of the
families lost their lives in battle. My brother, Dicken, was in the Navy, but
thankfully he made it back home when the war ended. It is still a painful
time to remember, and now when I ride through this very special town, I
look to the places which were part of my everyday existence, and I feel a
sense of longing and sadness for days gone by.
My best and closest friend at school was one of my classmates,
Ardeanne Ducote. After graduation we lost track of each other, but I was
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determined someday I would locate her. In 1983, I managed to learn
that she was in Worthington, OH, so I contacted her. We stayed in
contact until she passed away in March, 2008. In 1999, her daughter
drove her to visit me. I was so happy to see her. Now that she is gone, I
miss talking to her on the phone. However, I am grateful and thank God
that she was back in my life for 25 years.
There aren't too many people I would know in Evergreen today, as most
families which were there when I lived there, are gone. I can still close
my eyes and remember so many of them.
The residents of Evergreen are blessed and fortunate in many ways.
There will always be a special place in my heart for Evergreen.
Pelican Footnote: Mable was a member of the EHS Class of 1943.
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ANNABELLE JEANSONNE BLANCHARD - PLEASANT MEMORIES OF EVERGREEN
(ORIGINALLY WRITTEN 11-15-2000)
When I started school in 1944, my family lived in the Bay Hills on Highway 115. I had to
walk a long dirt road to meet the school bus on the main highway. My brother, Lawrence,
and sister, Adelice, older than I, also walked. There were so many days we either missed
the bus or the weather was just too bad to walk. I stayed in the first grade two years. I
always liked my teachers and loved going to school. My family moved up on the main
highway a couple of years later and it sure made it easier for us to watch for the school
bus.

Home
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I attended school in Evergreen from the first grade through the tenth, then we moved back
to Bunkie, where I was born. I was a majorette for three years and Head Majorette for one
year. I played softball and basketball, well I did get to go with the team sometimes. I
belonged to the Circle Eight, which was a group of square dancers. I think that lasted a
year or two. We performed every time there was a concert in the gym. That was a lot of
fun. I think my partner was Rodney Armand.

Dale Ducote

To be a student at Evergreen High School was more than just attending school. It was a
second home for us, a safe place with dedicated teachers who cared and loved us; and
the patience to teach. They knew our parents, where we lived and had taught most of our
brothers and sisters. The same teachers were there year after year. Mr. Anthony J. Smith
was principal at the school every year I attended.

Bobby Francois

My favorite time of the year was Spring. Preparing for the May Festival was a lot of fun.
We all looked forward to going on the baseball field to practice our parts. Everybody in
school was out there. The program was always at night with all the lights turned on at the
field. All family and friends were invited to come.
I loved the parts when I could dance. One year I had three different parts and my mom
said I could only be in one because of the cost of the costumes. Mrs. Scarborough, my
sixth grade teacher, had to have two more dancers for her Scottish dance routine and
asked if my sister, Burnelle, and I would take their parts. I told her we couldn’t because we
were already in another routine and our Mom said we couldn’t afford another costume.
She was kind enough to pay for the fabric and Mom sewed the costumes. I remember
waltzing to “Some Enchanted Evening” and dancing, wearing a swim suit, twirling an
umbrella to “Singing in the Rain”. I never knew how they picked those songs, but I loved
every minute of it as long as I could dance. I still love music and still love dancing. I now
belong to a group called the “The Country Kickers”. We do country line dancing. We
entertain all eight nursing homes in the Parish and dance anywhere Avoyelles needs us.
I have lived away from Avoyelles Parish for twenty-three years. I now make my home in
Evergreen. I purchased the home of Mr. Ivy Holston. The years I attended school he was
the Maintenance Man at school. I’ve lived here for the past twelve years. I’ve always loved
Evergreen and feel this is where I belong. I attend the Church of the Little Flower were I
sing in the choir. It makes me feel good to know that I attended Mass here as a child with
my family. I made my first Holy Communion and Confirmation here also. Now I look
around on Sundays and see people I went to school with and I see my Biology teacher,
Mr. Raymond Ducote. I know now why I can call this my home.
When we were not in school or on weekends, we rode our bikes to Bunkie from
Evergreen. Sometimes on Friday nights we would get together at someone’s home and
have a bonfire and wiener roast. We sat around the fire and played games like Post
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Office, Spin the Bottle, or told ghost stories. The people in that group were my brother,
Lawrence, and Elliot and Shirley, Sandra, Murphy and Jean, Mary Jo, Maggie, Bobbie,
Nellie, Mattie, and Drew. Different ones got invited at different houses. The worst thing we
ever tried to do was smoke cigarettes. Bobbie stole a pack of Lucky Strikes from her
father’s store and we went under the train trestle and sat there and tried to smoke. Well,
one was enough for me. I knew I could never like that. Well, we went back to the store so
she could steal a pack of juicy Fruit gum so we could get the taste and smell out of our
mouths.
One day, when we were at school, we went into Elmer Riche’s store and put our nickels
together because we needed a quarter to play the Jukebox. This was after lunch and a lot
of us kids would go into the stores then. We were having a great time dancing when Mr.
Smith walked in. I don’t need to tell you the fun stopped. He grounded all of us after that,
we had to get a pass from the office to go into town and could only stay five minutes. Oh,
by the way, you could play three songs for a quarter, get a coke for five cents and a bag of
peanuts for five cents. This was probably in 1951.
One Saturday, my brother dropped Shirley and I off in Evergreen to meet the gang for the
day. One of the girls got her Mom’s car and we all piled in, about eight of us, and went to
Bunkie, got ice cream and cokes, then went back to Evergreen. Later that afternoon,
Shirley and I walked home to the Bay Hills where we lived at the time. But on the way, we
stopped and got a flower off a grave in the cemetery on Rabbit Lane. Before we got home,
we threw them away. I couldn’t sleep that night thinking of taking that flower from that
grave. I still think about that when I drive down Rabbit Lane.
One year, Huey Ducote and Bobby Slocum got motor scooters for Christmas. Well, all the
girls wanted to ride on those. This was something new. They were the only ones who had
them from our school. Riding home on the bus one afternoon, Huey asked if he could
come pick me up and take me for a ride. I did go and it was fun. I couldn’t wait to tell my
girl friends that I rode on the back of his scooter.
One year at the end of the school session, the girls invited a boy to go on a bus trip to the
skating rink in Chicot. Maggie invited Judy, Myrtle and I to spend the night at her house. It
was a Friday and we had to fix a bag lunch for ourselves and our date. We fixed tuna
salad sandwiches and lettuce and tomato and brought cookies. Maggie and Gerald
always paired off together. Judy and Otis were together. I invited Ken, who was a new boy
at school. We had a great time. I loved to skate and my date was very good at it too. I saw
Ken a couple of times after that during that summer, but haven’t seen him since. I think we
were in ninth grade then.
Avoyelles Parish Fair in Marksville was always a fun thing every year in October. All the
bands were in the parade and would line up around the Court House. It was always so
cold standing there on the street in our little majorette outfits. Most of the boys were ready
to let us wear their F.F.A. jackets before the parade started. We stayed all day on the fair
grounds and rode all the rides, ate foot long hot dogs, cotton candy, popcorn, and always
tried to win teddy bears. Then, the bus would take us home. We just had good clean fun. I
treasure all those times and the years it all happened.
A few years ago, my friend, Georgie Galland Gremillion, and I had a school reunion at her
house. We got in touch with as many people as we could from our old school days. A
couple of our close friends from here brought their guitars and I had my tambourine. We
played and sang and it was such a big hit that we started a band. We got in touch with
others and they, too, joined the fun. We call our band “Reminisce” because anytime we
get together with old friends from Evergreen high School, we would reminisce about the
good times we had there. We now meet once a month with about forty members to our
group. There are nine members in our band. We have a dance and a meal and everyone
has a great time.
I feel very fortunate to have gone to school here in this small town of Evergreen. I have
wonderful memories of my school days and I’m so happy to be able to share them with
others with this letter. My friend, Georgie, and I have spent many days reminiscing about
our days at that school on the hill, Evergreen High School.
http://evergreenla.org/Memories/Blanchard.Annabelle.htm[9/23/2020 4:21:01 PM]
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EVERGREEN
A POEM BY
ANNABELLE JEANSONNE BLANCHARD
I live in a town named Evergreen
I went to school here when I was a teen.
It’s small in number of people there.
The churches are clean and painted white
To welcome the people day or night.
Walk the streets or ride your bikes,
Enjoy the scenery, no evil in sight.
The trees are green, the lilies in bloom,
The scent of magnolias, gardenias so white.
Through the window I look, only beauty I see.
The foot bridges are painted all white in the Spring
To make them look good another year again.
The flag flies high up on the hill
Where I live now and always will.
With good people, good memories I don’t need to roam
Evergreen, Louisiana, this little town I call home.
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Cynthia Galland Cappel July 10, 2008

Home

I’m Cynthia Galland Cappel. I am married and have 2 adult sons and now live in Houston,
Texas. I lived in Evergreen until I was 18. And I’m not about to put my age in black and
white print, even though most of you know that age! I still go to Evergreen about once a
month to visit my mom. I’m one of 5 children (Georgie, Ronald, Susan, Stephen) of
Ozamae and Perle Galland, longtime Evergreen area residents.

Ruth Dugas Albritton

Reading all the memory letters really took me back in time!

Brandi Tanner Chambless

Jeanette Barron Armand
Mable Bordelon Aymond
Annabelle Jeansonne Blanchard
Cynthia Galland Cappel

Rox Ann Daigre
Evergreen elementary school is where I attended grade school (grades 1-8). I do have
Lynn Riche’ David
fond memories - a lot of them were mentioned in other letters. Some memories that come
Dale Ducote
to mind for me are:
Raymond Ducote
Old-time floor heaters in the school halls where we could crowd around on cold
Richard Ducote
days and play jacks during recess. I got too close to the heaters once and ruined a
Edmond Anthony Dugas
winter coat
Susan Riche' Earnest
Wonderful home made yeast rolls in the cafeteria
Bobby Francois
The outside merry-go-round that was “kid powered” and playing dodge ball.
Singing classes where we would learn all the patriotic songs – I still know all the
Anita Ducote Gabriel
lyrics for the 4 military service theme songs!
Sue B. Goudeau
The school band where I learned (?) to play an instrument, as many others did in
Darrel Jans
grade school
Sharon Pickett Johnson
Evergreen school library where I read every “blue” biography book in the library!
Maurine Bordelon Lacour
And also the bookmobile!
The unique smell of the memeograph machines ink when I would help teachers by Nannie “Nan” Haydel Lemoine
printing out the purple print homework sheets, tests and the school paper, the
Louis Matthews, Jr.
Magnolia Leaf
Debbie Riche’ Molan
Riding the yellow school bus driven by Boulette Riche and my daddy would
Patsy Roy Moras
substitute drive for him sometimes. Also the afternoon “lining up” to catch the
Ollie Bordelon Redmon
school bus to go home
Craig Riche’
Ms. Lucille’s “health check days” in second grade where we were required to have
Larry Jude “Pete” Riche’
in our possession a handkerchief and clean hands for her to give the cleanliness
Julienne Ducote Spencer
inspection- no dirty fingernails allowed!
The Christmas – yes Christmas, not holiday, plays when all the children in the
school got to participate. My mom had to sew many a costume for me and my
brothers and sisters for those plays!
I, too, remember when JFK was shot. I was in Ms. Betty’s class that day. When I
have to list a favorite teacher to use as a security check for computers passwords,
etc., I always use Betty (Ducote Coco). She was definitely one of my all time
favorite teachers.
Good thing, because I had her in both the fifth grade and the eight!
Church of the Little Flower Catholic Church is where my family attended mass every
Sunday (and was married there 36 years ago). When in grade school, I was in the church
choir and we used to take awesome field trips to antebellum homes and once to Avery
Island to visit the Tobasco factory. I can still remember the smell from the fermenting
Tobasco barrels.
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Brandi Tanner Chambless is the daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Russell Tanner of Goudeau and
Mr. and Mrs. James Molan of Bunkie (A.K.A. Debbie Riche Tanner Molan originally from
Riche Lane).  Her grandparents are the late Alfred "Tim" Riche and Bernice McDonald
"Tootsie" Riche, as well as Willie "Dub" Tanner, Jr. and Gloria Rabalais Tanner. Not on
purpose, Brandi has lived in every major city in the Southeastern United States, but still loves
to steal a visit toward Avoyelles anytime she can. She met and married (1995) Bob
Chambless of West Monroe, LA while attending University of Louisiana Monroe. They have
one son named Elijah "Eli" Conner Chambless. A former Miss Avoyelles Parish (1989),
Brandi often writes both touching and humorous stories about growing up in the Cajun
Crossroads. She says her experiences there have provided enough writing material for a
lifetime, including her Cajun heritage and influence of the women in her life.

Home

Brandi Chambless is promoting her Louisiana pride in her new cooking show featured at
CajunCookingWithBrandi.com. You may subscribe to her updates by "liking" her page on
Facebook, www.facebook.com/the.soapbox.brandi.chambless

Raymond Ducote

Debbie Riche' Tanner Molan's Surprise 60th Birthday Roast Debbie

Molan

Riche' Tanner

(Brandi’s mom)
Please find below a few of Brandi’s favorite links about life in Avoyelles.
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Susan Riche' Earnest
Bobby Francois
Anita Ducote Gabriel
Sue B. Goudeau
Darrel Jans

1. Peggy Brouillette:

Sharon Pickett Johnson

Maurine Bordelon Lacour
This year one of my Mom's best friends went home to be with the Lord, Mrs. Peggy
Brouillette. This was a woman who always made us laugh. I thought of her fondly every time Nannie “Nan” Haydel Lemoine
I called home and Mom shared with me something funny Mrs. Peggy said. While her young
Louis Matthews, Jr.
life was taken away too early in our human understanding, I believe that she was a great
Debbie Riche’ Molan
woman of God who loved family and lived with a passion for sErving others each day.
Patsy Roy Moras
http://brandichambless.blogspot.com/2008/04/welcome-to-jungle.html
Ollie Bordelon Redmon
Craig Riche’
2. Natalie Rabalais:
I was a junior in high school when the untimely death of Natalie Rabalais left all of Avoyelles
to mourn. The words that come to mind most are "ballerina girl".  This Miss Avoyelles Parish
of 1988 will never be forgotten.
http://brandichambless.blogspot.com/2008/01/lost-in-eighties.html

3. Gene Ducote:
Everyone knows "Gene". He can be seen riding his bike anywhere in Avoyelles at any given
time. I had been out of high school for several years when I saw Gene at a Bunkie High
School homecoming game.  He still remembered the number I wore on my basketball jersey
and my average points per game, as well as the same statistics for everyone else on the St.
Joe Lady Eagle's basketball team.  As far as I'm concerned, he is an Avoyelles Parish Icon.
http://brandichambless.blogspot.com/2007/12/home.html
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4. Margaret Mayeaux Plauche
Margaret was the older sister of my best friend Eve while growing up. Writing about her
seemed to be a source of comfort through the dark days following her death. May God
forever bless the Mayeaux and Plauche families.
http://brandichambless.blogspot.com/2007/06/margaret-plauche-funeral-held-today.html
5. Crepe's Corner
Since I've moved away from home, I've come to realize that everyone in the world does not
understand the concept of Egg-Pocking like we Avoyelleans do. In fact, they've never heard
of it. Upon this realization, it has become my mission in life (mainly around Easter) to boil as
many eggs as possible and introduce the world to this social ice breaker. Genius, n'est-cepas? What better place to Pock eggs than Crepe's Corner?
http://brandichambless.blogspot.com/2007/02/soon-time-to-paque-eggs.html
6. Stitch in the City
If you are a pet lover or have ever had an unruly child then you will appreciate this story of my
black Labrador Stitch, who is semi-world famous due to my writing. Well, not quite famous.
Though I don't like him very much, he doesn't even know it and still follows me around the
house.
http://brandichambless.blogspot.com/2007/08/stitch-in-city.html
7. Little Bernice
I love to write about the women in my life that had a major impact on my growing up years.
One of those is definitely my Grandmother Tootsie. When my straight hair began to curl after
childbirth I asked her, "Gami, what do you do with hair like this?" to which she quickly replied
with a smile, "Honey, if I didn't have curly hair I think I might be the ugliest woman in the
world. You just thank God for it, then you let it go." I think that lesson can apply to many
thinks in life....Just thank God for it and let it go.
http://brandichambless.blogspot.com/2007/10/little-bernice.html
Original Seven Memories submitted by Brandi Tanner Chambless on May 28, 2009
8. Mildred May Allen Goudeau
Recently I received this message: My parents just purchased Mildred Goudeau's house. We
found a few newspaper articles on her and the place and I was searching the web for more
information. Your blog mentioned you have a quilt of hers. Do you know anything more about
her? Is she family to you?
Yes I knew her. It was a privilege to have known such a lady. Thanks. --b
http://brandichambless.blogspot.com/2007/10/because-someone-prayed.html
Submitted by Brandi on June 15, 2009
To visit"The Soapbox" click on http://brandichambless.blogspot.com
9. Louisiana Sugar Cane Farmers
Tribute to the Avoyelles Farmer - While home for the Christmas holidays, I was able to spend
some time rediscovering Louisiana by spending a day with my Uncle Jack on his sugar cane
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farm. Our day began before sunrise and ended at dusk. It's funny how the little things
tourists like to call "Louisiana Life" are all around us and growing up in Avoyelles we take for
granted our unique way of life. Let this post be a tribute to my Uncle Jack, A.K.A. John Riche'
and all Louisiana sugar cane farmers.
http://brandichambless.blogspot.com/2009/12/another-louisiana-christmas-day.html
Submitted by Brandi on December 23, 2009

10. Say What You Need To Say

Russell James Tanner
March 6, 1947 - February 24, 2011
Russell Tanner of Goudeau, LA was a US Army veteran who made his home in Goudeau, LA. He
spent his young adult years farming in South Louisiana and eventually accepted a position in law
enforcement, working undercover for several years. When he retired, he trained to become a Master
Gardener and spent his days growing vegetables and flowers for his friends and family to enjoy. He
fulfilled his love of traveling and enjoyed riding his Harley with friends. He will always be known as an
entertainer and a first-class storyteller. He was always the life of the party. He died peacefully in the
privacy of his residence in the country. He will be missed by friends and family.

http://www.crosstimbersgazette.com/living/1407-brandi-chambless-say-what-you-need-tosay.html
Submitted by Brandi on March 8, 2011
To visit "The Soapbox" click on http://brandichambless.blogspot.com
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Memories Letters
Rox Ann Daigre April 30, 2007

Home

Ed,

Ruth Dugas Albritton

Good to hear from you and thanks for keeping record of all the great times we had at
Grannies. I miss being home and smelling homemade bread Aunt Liz use to make
us every Sunday. After Aunt Liz died I moved into Granny's house to keep it up and lived
there for about three years. The memories I have were always positive and
comforting. I use to fish across the street every afternoon after work and it was so relaxing
knowing home was right across the street. Once I had cleaned up the pig pen and was
going to raise a few pigs like she use to do, but never got around to it. As a kid Vicky and I
use to play in that pen and feed the big pig she had in there. Aunt Liz would always fuss at
us for hanging on the fence.

Mable Bordelon Aymond

I miss Aunt Liz a lot and its not easy going back to Evergreen without them being there.
Granny would always take up for us kids when Aunt Liz would fuss at us and I have to
admit we would always give Aunt Liz a good reason to fuss. I now have Granny's iron bed
set up in my room here in Baton Rouge that I sleep in every night and it's as comfortable
as the first night Lea and I slept over. Wish the house was still there so we can go back
and just sit on the swing and watch the traffic go by. Loved being out there and wish the
house was still up so we all could meet there to cook and visit again like we use too. I
miss that the most - being around the family every weekend eating homemade bread like
we use too. Hope this helps some and I will write more as I think of things.
Have a great evening and keep in touch.

Jeanette Barron Armand
Annabelle Jeansonne Blanchard
Cynthia Galland Cappel
Brandi Tanner Chambless
Rox Ann Daigre
Lynn Riche’ David
Dale Ducote
Raymond Ducote
Richard Ducote
Edmond Anthony Dugas
Susan Riche' Earnest
Bobby Francois
Anita Ducote Gabriel
Sue B. Goudeau
Darrel Jans
Sharon Pickett Johnson
Maurine Bordelon Lacour

Rox

Nannie “Nan” Haydel Lemoine
Louis Matthews, Jr.
Debbie Riche’ Molan
Patsy Roy Moras
Ollie Bordelon Redmon
Craig Riche’
Larry Jude “Pete” Riche’
Julienne Ducote Spencer
Bert St. Romain
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Lynn Riche' David - April 18, 2008

Home

Reruns of The Andy Griffith Show always remind me of Evergreen Elementary.
Evergreen’s simple, rural setting held together tightly with pure values align with
Mayberry. The sweet, innocence of childhood truly took place in a perfect surrounding.

Ruth Dugas Albritton

My most defining memories always circulate around one of my all-time favorite people,
Miss Lou. There are not enough adjectives to describe Miss Lou’s goodness and
contributions to our school. I can see her in a white dress with black polka-dots, of course
crisply ironed. Hair neatly groomed, shoes polished so brightly the morning sun reflected
off of the black patent leather. Our second grade classroom looked like something out of
a Norman Rockwell painting. Everything in the classroom had a unique place, resulting in
an immaculate learning environment. She kept peppermints in her drawer as tiny rewards
making the recipient feel like King or Queen for a day.

Annabelle Jeansonne Blanchard

The only negative about being in Miss Lou’s class, was that it was on the rear of the
school. I loved being in the front so I could catch a glimpse of my Uncle Ray or my dad
going by on a tractor or pulling a cotton trailer. I couldn’t wait to get home to play in the
cotton, flipping off the sides when daddy wasn’t looking. We also loved being in the front
because the train interrupted class at least for a few moments and we loved to watch it go
by.

Richard Ducote

At recess, we walked down to the big white maintenance building to get the small glass
bottle Cokes and orange peanut butter crackers out of the machine. I remember the
comments when the price went from 5 cents to 10 cents a bottle. No need to worry if a
little short on change. Mr. Holston was always willing to share some of his change he
jingled around in his pockets. He stood near the machine and always made some nice
comment to make us feel special. Then we ran out to find our secret treasures hidden in
the crevices of the huge oak trees. Those trees had the most humongous ants, but we
didn’t care because our most prized trinkets were somewhere among them. The golden
egg was always hidden in one of the tree’s cubby holes at Easter.
Other recess activities were jumping rope under the bus canopy. These were the long
ropes brought from our parent’s farms and were the perfect weight. No plastic fluorescent
jump ropes for us. Then there were days when we played baseball with the boys. Steve
Mathews and Steve Riche’ were our heroes. They hit homeruns every time they batted!
One day a few of us girls, Sheila Gauthier, Jackie Bourg, Doris Daigrepont, and of course
my partner in crime Paula Riche’ decided to make a sliding board out of a 7’ broken
bleacher. Paula was the dare devil and she went first. She was rewarded with a 2” piece
of wood on her seat. No problem, Miss Oma Tassin did the surgery and then had Paula
and me walk to her house and get a pillow to cushion the pain. (Can you imagine a
teacher being able to do this today????)
Now, there were a few cloudy days at Evergreen Elementary. Those were times when a
classmate “got sent to Mr. Tanner.” We all cried because we just knew the paddle with
tacks was resting on top of the corner file cabinet in his office waiting for some action. Of
course, the minute the student returned, we bombarded HIM (girl’s were always good)
with the most important question, “Did he remember to flip the paddle to the side with no
tacks?” Mr. Tanner paced up and down the cafeteria during lunch, with his dark tie
flapped over his folded arms. His white shirt was so starched and neatly creased, that it
was the only sound in the cafeteria.   It was the most silent place in the world. The
lunchroom workers even whispered.
Fridays were considered BANK DAYS. Each student could bring money and their little
http://evergreenla.org/Memories/David.Lynn.htm[9/23/2020 4:21:05 PM]
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savings account book to school. The school handled all of this loose change for all those
participating and made the deposits for us. We loved to watch our accounts grow. Too
bad we can’t do those things today!
I remember another dark day at Evergreen Elementary. Standing in line in the gym with
my class to get the small pox vaccination seemed like total torture.   I think we were one of
if not the last class to receive these at school. We compared and watched our scabby
arms for the days following.
Of course, the end of the day brought the bus ride home. I loved my dear bus driver –
Elmer “Boulette” Riche’. On report card days, he had a candy bar waiting for me. Since
Riche’ Lane kids were one of the first to get off the bus, we sometimes asked Boulette to
go down Rabbit Lane first. It was your lucky day when Boulette let you work the door on
the bus. Yep, we got to stand up during the route like we were the co-pilots. One day, I
decided to get off the bus with Shelia Gauthier – Ervin’s daughter, without permission.
Wow! I never saw an Oldsmobile driven so crazy by Tootsie…you would have thought I
was 2 hours away instead of a .50 mile.
Mom was always home when I got off the bus with my older siblings, Kathy and Jack.
You could smell onions browning for one of her great meals which we all shared together,
AT THE TABLE IN OUR SAME SEATS EVERY MEAL. I couldn’t wait to see my dad
walking across the yard from the barn after his long day in the field. His khakis that were
hand starched and ironed were now full of grease and dirt from his day of labor. His dark
skin was the most beautiful brown and I couldn’t wait for him to bath so I could sit with him
in his recliner. Our day ended with Mom’s sewing machine going into the night as she
worked on one of her many beautiful projects.  
Debbie, Kathy, Jack and I are blessed to have had such a wonderful Evergreen childhood.
Submitted by:
Lynn Riche’ David
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Memories Letters
DALE DUCOTE CLASS OF 1941

Home
Ruth Dugas Albritton

MEMORIES OF EVERGREEN

Jeanette Barron Armand

July 12, 2007

Mable Bordelon Aymond

I started the first grade at Evergreen High School in 1930 and graduated in 1941. I
remember the first day of school. My mother prepared my lunch and my father brought me
to school. At noon, my father came to check on me and found me crying and my lunch still
in the lunch box. I was very upset being away from my home. My father got me to eat my
lunch and then left. I made out OK the rest of the day.
When I was in the second grade, my parents, Donat S. Ducote and Lilly Rogers Ducote
moved to Bay Hills. I rode the school bus which was driven by Mr. Tom Guillot, to school
the rest of my school days. I remember that some of my teachers were Mrs. McNabb,
Miss Addie Robinson, Miss Sue Goudeau, Mr. Marvin Tanner in the elementary grades
and Mr. Milton Stokes, Mr. Wilton Juneau, Mr. Ashton Pettijean and Mr. Sam Jeansonne
in high school. I don’t remember the other teachers that taught me. I remember that in
high school, the girls took Home Ec and the boys took Agriculture.
My classmates in 1941 were Sybil Merchant, Gloria Rabalais, Frank Lena, Barbara
Pearce, Mabel Chenevert, Illy Marcotte, Lucille Jones, Annie Adonia West, Annie Mae
Ducote, Dorothy Ducote, Frank Henski, John Jeter Wright and Charles O’Brien. The
principal was Mr. A. J. Smith.
I remember playing basketball and softball during high school and going to other schools
in Avoyelles Parish to play games and how much fun that I had.

My first job was in Evergreen. After I graduated in 1941, I worked for Robert Tanner who
had purchased the store that Mr. S. L. Campbell had owned for many years. I rode my
horse three miles from Bay Hills and worked from 6 AM to 6 PM six days a week for $15 a
week. I clerked in the store, selling groceries and dry goods, cut meat and pumped gas.
Sometime in 1942, I quit my job to work as a carpenter’s helper in the Army Camps that
were being built in Central Louisiana. In 1943, I worked as a pipe fitter helper at plants in
Baton Rouge until I was drafted in June 1943. I served three years in the Navy during
World War II. Upon discharge from the Navy in 1946, I enrolled in LSU and graduated in
1950 with a degree in Business and a major in Accounting. I worked for companies in
Baton Rouge until I retired in 1983. I wrote this memoir on July 12, 2007.
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I remember the churches in Evergreen were the Bayou Rouge Baptist Church, Evergreen
Methodist Church and the Church of the Little Flower Catholic Church.

Church

Cynthia Galland Cappel

Nannie “Nan” Haydel Lemoine

I remember the stores in Evergreen were owned by Ford Robert, Ned Tanner, S. L.
Campbell, Tom Fisher and Mr. Escude.
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RAYMOND DUCOTE

Home

REMEMBERING EVERGREEN HIGH SCHOOL
& THE TOWN OF EVERGREEN
My teaching career began in the early part of 1949 when I was teaching veterans
returning from World War II. A special program called On the Farm Training Program
required veterans (single or married) to attend classes at their nearest school for four
hours per week and at home supervised by a qualified agricultural instructor. I taught
veterans in Hessmer, Moreauville, Cottonport and Evergreen.
While teaching in Cottonport, I heard that the Agriculture teacher of Evergreen was
leaving his job to move back to his home town of Plaucheville. I immediately contacted my
school board member, Gano Lemoine, Sr. (now deceased) for the job in Evergreen and
he advised me to go see the principal, Anthony Smith, for an interview. It turned out that
Mr. Mayeux had never told Mr. Smith about his plans of transferring to Plaucheville. I
could see by his immediately dark red face, that he was very upset. He told me that he
would discuss this matter with the parish superintendent, Mr. L. A. Cayer, and get in touch
with me later. Mr. Lemoine told me I had the job.
I then received a letter from the School Board Office to attend the next School Board
Meeting in Marksville. I attended this meeting, was introduced, and questioned by the
board members and told that I had the job of Agriculture teacher. I had met all the
qualifications of my college degree, B.S. in Vocational Agricultural Education, (VAE)
according to Southwestern Louisiana Institute of Lafayette, La.

Ruth Dugas Albritton
Jeanette Barron Armand
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Susan Riche' Earnest
Bobby Francois
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I started my work in Evergreen in June 1949. I only knew four people from Evergreen, but
I quickly learned the territory and the names of many wonderful people. I worked at school
with Mr. Smith and Mr. Ivy Holston, the janitor, in daytime and taught the veterans at night
on Mondays and Thursdays, with the other instructors, Mr. Charles O’Brien and Mr. Max
Long. I taught in the Ag Room, Mr. O’Brien was in the Chemistry Lab and Mr. Long had
the African American veterans at the Magnolia School (elementary school for black
students on the bayou bank across from the Magnolia Baptist Church). Every so often I
had to supervise those classes.

Nannie “Nan” Haydel Lemoine

I would help Mr. Holston with yard work in readiness for the beginning of school. We also
did a lot of cleaning and painting.

Julienne Ducote Spencer

I can also remember the cleaning of the workshops and the cleaning, oiling, and
fumigation of the incubator for hatching baby chicks and the brooders to hold the newly
hatched chicks. By a fluke of nature, I remembered one chick hatching and beginning life
with three legs, two in normal position underneath the abdomen and the third leg would
drag from the tailbone. It could eat and drink, however, it died after one week.
School for the students started in September. We had faculty meetings, homeroom
teacher assignments, etc. The high school building was clean and comfortable (no air
conditioners) but we survived. My classroom was upstairs by the metal fire escape stairs. I
really enjoyed the small campus and the closeness of all the buildings. The large
auditorium for general assemblies, plays, band practice, graduations, etc., was very
convenient especially during rainy day duties. The lunch room was entirely different from
any other lunchrooms that I had ever been in. It was a very large, historic wooden building
known as the old Masonic Building. I can still remember Mr. Smith asking me to
sometimes go earlier in the morning to help the cooks. I had to cut the meat from hanging
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beef quarters stored in a large walk-in cooler. This meat was used for stew, soup,
spaghetti, hamburgers, etc. The meals were always tasty, clean and prepared from
various menus, including milk, homemade bread and desserts.
The school’s water supply was from a deep well. It didn’t taste too good, yet it was very
refreshing, cool and healthy, with many minerals. If the pump broke or the electricity went
out, we then had a short day because the students were sent back home.
On clear, warm days, we would all gather outside before the bell rang for the recitation of
the Pledge of Allegiance to the flag. I can remember one boy who never took part
because of family beliefs. No one ever objected to this.
All the academic subjects taught, and the teacher teaching them were approved by the
Louisiana State Board of Education. Because of the small enrollment, another teacher
could not be hired. This was a weakness, since subjects like typing, shorthand,
bookkeeping and physics could not be offered like in the larger schools.
In my first year of teaching, I had to teach Chemistry in addition to my Ag classes. I was
lucky enough to be using the same textbook that I had used when I was a student at
Cottonport High School in 1945.
I also got married during my first year of teaching. This came about from my having to
attend weekly meetings at the U. S. Naval Training Center in Alexandria. A friend of mine
from Cottonport was working at Cotton’s Holsum Bakery in Alexandria and had a girlfriend
who shared a room with another girl and both worked at French Unique Cleaners in
Alexandria. My friend, Stuart Thevenot (deceased) decided to drive me to the Naval
Center for my meeting and he would take the girls to the movies, then pick me up after the
meeting was over and we would go out. I met my girlfriend, Amanda Gremillion, from
Moreauville, on a blind date. We had a short dating period. I proposed, she accepted and
we had a short engagement, and got married at the Moreauville Catholic Church,
September 24, 1949.
In January, 1950, Mr. Smith told me that Superintendent Cayer insisted that I had to move
to Evergreen because the law was written that an Ag teacher had to live in the community
of the people who he served. There were no empty homes or land available for sale.
Again, Mr. Smith came to my aid. He had heard that W. A. “Buddy” Quirk wanted to sell
his house because it was too small for his family.
Amanda and I looked at the house and decided to buy it under the F.H.A. Housing Plan
financed through the Washington State Bank. We moved in March of 1950 to become
citizens of Evergreen. We reared five children, Richard, Julienne, Wayne, Joel and Anita.
Getting back to the high school, the students could take part in many various activities.
The girls in Home Economics joined the F.H.A., the boys in Vocational Agriculture joined
the F.F.A. Band members had their own club. In sports, girls participated in softball,
basketball and volley ball. The boys also had similar teams. All these activities were held
on dirt and grass courts. Changes were made as progress occurred, namely the old
Masonic Building was torn down and a new lunchroom was built closer to the main
building.
The new gymnasium was an asset to everyone, boys and girls athletics, band members,
teachers, the entire student body and even the community. I can remember conducting an
election for the Parish of Avoyelles to raise and pass a property bond issue. Supervised
dances, Christmas programs and graduations services also attracted parents, community
personnel and visitors.
Other enjoyable activities that students took part in under the supervision of their
respective teachers were:
1. Avoyelles Parish Fair (later La. Livestock and Pasture Festival)
2. F.F.A. Public Speaking and Parliamentary Law contests.
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3. Band Day at L.S.U.
4. Senior trips to New Orleans
5. F.H.A. Mother & Daughter - F.F.A. Father & Son Banquets in the lunchroom
6. May Festival (May Pole Dance)
7. Baccalaureate Services
8. Senior Graduation Services
9. The Magnolia Leaf
During the Parish Fair, students learned to prepare different exhibits to show to the public.
They could receive cash prizes, medals, or ribbons if they were lucky. Schools were
closed so the students could attend the Parades of Floats and Marching Bands at
Marksville. I built 9 floats over the years with the help of some of the teachers and F.F.A.
boys. My favorite one was for the year 1956. The theme of it depicted 100 years of
education at Evergreen. It was a very large birthday cake with candles and the girls riding
on top of it were Betty Robson, Jacynthia Goudeau, and Elsie Gremillion. The F.F.A. boys
and myself would prepare and sell hamburgers at the fair grounds.
Some boys received good training in writing a speech and delivering it in competition with
other F.F.A. boys throughout the parish. Parliamentary Law training was provided to all
the F.F.A. members in the proper way of conducting business meetings.
I can remember a very wonderful activity that the band members had one time, which was
an invitation to attend L.S.U. Band Day. A few parents and I were the chaperons for this
event. We left E.H.S. very early one Saturday morning with Mr. Elmer (Boolet) Riche’
(deceased) and Mr. Louis Mayhall (deceased), the bus drivers, in order to get there early
for instructions and practice before the marching and performance in Tiger Stadium for the
half time show of the L.S.U. game. Everyone had brought sandwiches, cookies, candy,
water, milk, blankets, pillows, books, etc. Many bands from other Louisiana schools were
arriving and when the moment of half time arrived, low and behold, the very first band to
come out on the field was the small E.H.S. band. What a thrilling moment of excitement!
What a long tiresome journey coming back to Evergreen at 4:00 A.M. Sunday. I believer
the band teacher then was A. L. Fortenberry from Alexandria. Though small, the band and
music department of E.H.S. was always an important part of the school.
Another big event of the school was the annual May Festival and May Pole Dance. I had
never seen that before, yet I learned how much work it involved in the building of props,
etc., outside in the hot sun. Rainy weather always threatened the day before. It was all
worth the worry, trouble and work as hundreds of people filled the bleachers and standing
room areas.
Another crowd-pleaser was senior graduation in the school auditorium and the
gymnasium, and another thing I had never seen was Baccalaureate Services in high
school. We never had that at C.H.S.
The school paper, The Magnolia Leaf, was very important since all teachers and their
students from grades 1 - 12 participated. Anything listed in the paper stimulated reading.
Everyone patiently waited for a copy to see who made the Honor Roll, when school would
let out for holidays, who was sick or in the hospital, ball game scores, who is dating who,
jokes and gossip all made the news.
The saddest news of E.H.S. and the Town of Evergreen , Valentines Night, February 14,
1958, was not a day of joy, love or happiness; instead it was truly a day of absolute
destruction danger, worry, grief and sadness. People were awakened around midnight to
watch the burning of the high school building during freezing weather. Firemen from
Bunkie and Cottonport were called for help and responded immediately, but it was too late
because the fire was contained inside the thick walls of the structure. Oxygen entering the
bursting windows was like adding fuel to the fire. Water from the fire trucks was used up
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quickly and since the town did not have a water system or fire department, caused the fire
to burn more rapidly. A water line was extended down to the Bayou Rouge for pumping
services and that too didn’t work because the sub-freezing temperature was causing the
water to freeze. It was so cold that water flowing off of the smoking walls would flow
maybe 15 feet and freeze on the ground. Shuttling efforts by the fire departments did help
the nearest surrounding building from igniting and burning. Only the main building was
destroyed. The lunchroom, Home Eke cottage, Ag shop and classroom and gymnasium
survived. The roof caved in in the early morning hours and burned for many hours.
After a few days, all the debris at the site was cleared, plans were being made to resume
classes under imperfect conditions. Schools throughout the parish sent tables, desks,
books, etc. Elementary children were bused to the Catholic Church Hall and the Bayou
Rouge Baptist Church facilities. Elmer Riche’ would drive them back and forth for lunch.
The gymnasium was partitioned off as classrooms for the high school students. The
buildings that survived the fire were also used under crowded conditions. That pulled us
through the end of the school year.
A new building was built on the same site and that served Evergreen Elementary School.
It operated for several years under the principalships of Marvin Tanner, Keith Morrow and
Raymond Mayeaux.
The following year a portion of the high school students attended Cottonport High School
and the other portion attended Bunkie High.
In my personal observation, this was the beginning of consolidation in Avoyelles Parish.
The historic Evergreen school area has changed immensely. A business known as the
School Hill Apartments was erected and opened in 1996. It seems to be thriving
successfully.
The old gymnasium was purchased by Kent Riche’ and Associates. This seems to be a
very profitable firm that employs many people.
When I moved to Evergreen in 1950, the town was still growing with a population of about
425 to 450. The Mayor was Ford Robert (deceased) and about a dozen business places.
A cotton gin was in operation and farmers were busy in the fields. Young men returning
from World War II engaged in the agricultural profession, and that helped the economy of
the town. A Farmer’s Co-Op opened near the railroad next to the cotton gin where farmers
could buy their needed supplies.
The high school and numerous churches added to the education and religious values of
all.
I can remember buying fresh fish or fresh meat, sausage, cracklings and boudin from
people specializing in those areas. A number of grocery stores along Main Street handled
bread, milk, canned goods, fruits, etc., and some even had clothing, oil, and gasoline
(Gene Heiman Store). Mechanic shops, a barber shop, T.V. repair shop, anything
someone needed was readily available without having to go to Bunkie, Cottonport, or
Alexandria. Those areas were used mostly for banking services, doctoring and health
care, amusements, plain Sunday driving or visitation.
Presently our town population has gone down to about 325 and businesses have
dwindled down to about 7 or 8. Time brings about many changes. Perhaps the loss of our
high school has brought about some of those, people moved away, people died, and no
new inhabitants came in.
I am 79 years old and am proud of the part that I have contributed to the town. We are
indeed fortunate to have running water, sewage disposal, garbage pickup, electricity, gas,
t.v. reception, and fire protection from our Volunteer Fire Department and police
protection.
I thoroughly enjoyed working with our Centennial Celebration of 1972 and the 3 Family
Reunions in succeeding years. I have played the part of Santa Claus at the schools and
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parades because I love children and being friends with their parents. I have served the
town for 27 years as Councilman and Fire chief. I have a lot of respect for Mayors Drew
Robert, Mrs. Nettie Jans and Phillip Heiman.
I have always believed in the development of cooperation, leadership and citizenship. May
God bless us all in our future endeavors. Time passes fast, yet it seems only a few years
when I could hear Darrell Jans on the north east side of town play “Blame It on the
Bossonova” on his trumpet and W. J. Dugas who lived on the south west side of town
playing “Cherry Pink and Apple Blossom White” on his trumpet.
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RICHARD DUCOTE

Home
Ruth Dugas Albritton

(son of Raymond & Amanda Ducote)

Jeanette Barron Armand

SEPTEMBER 5, 2007

Mable Bordelon Aymond

Two things I recall about living in Evergreen are: the night the high school burned down
and we had to start going to school at the church for the rest of the year. The next year
our third grade was in the gym. I remember Edmond Dugas coming to the house to visit
Dad and Dad would bring Edmond his laundry to USL on Saturdays while he and Mr.
Nelson Tassin were working on their Masters Degrees.

Annabelle Jeansonne Blanchard
Cynthia Galland Cappel
Brandi Tanner Chambless
Rox Ann Daigre
Lynn Riche’ David
Dale Ducote
Raymond Ducote
Richard Ducote
Edmond Anthony Dugas
Susan Riche' Earnest
Bobby Francois
Anita Ducote Gabriel
Sue B. Goudeau
Darrel Jans
Sharon Pickett Johnson
Maurine Bordelon Lacour
Nannie “Nan” Haydel Lemoine
Louis Matthews, Jr.
Debbie Riche’ Molan
Patsy Roy Moras
Ollie Bordelon Redmon
Craig Riche’
Larry Jude “Pete” Riche’
Julienne Ducote Spencer
Bert St. Romain
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Edmond Anthony Dugas - Spring and Summer 2007

Home

It has been stated many times before, but growing up in Evergreen was a blessing for
which I will be forever grateful. Many current guidelines for standard of living would not
have given me, as an individual or Evergreen, as a town, very high marks. However, to a
youngster growing up there - it had all I could have hoped for and more… family, church,
school, and community interwoven in a most unique way.

Ruth Dugas Albritton

Born on August 27, 1940 in Evergreen, my earliest memories were of World War II. My
parents are Clophine Mary Descant and Walter Joseph Dugas. My mother loved actor
Edmund O’Brien and my paternal grandfather was Edmond Dugas, so Edmond it was.
Many of our days prior to my starting school ended at the home of my mother’s mother,
Mrs. Celestine (Pierre) Descant. News was received by radio and newspaper and
brought to her home for discussion, usually on the front porch.

Brandi Tanner Chambless

Jeanette Barron Armand
Mable Bordelon Aymond
Annabelle Jeansonne Blanchard
Cynthia Galland Cappel
Rox Ann Daigre
Lynn Riche’ David
Dale Ducote
Raymond Ducote

Uncle Marvin Joseph Descant, child number 12 (there were fourteen children born to
Pierre and Celestine Descant), was born on August 15, 1924. He entered the Army on
July 2, 1943 and earned the wings of a U.S. volunteer paratrooper. On September 18,
1944 he was mortally wounded near Hungerford, Germany. His death was a most difficult
time for the entire family, especially Granny and his sisters who loved him so. Thus, the
family’s interest in the war became more intensified and dominated the discussions at her
home. As you entered her living room there always was a large picture of him in his
military attire.

Richard Ducote

On many of the days during this time, I remember Granny recalling her conversations with
the Red Cross about Marvin and everyone being tearful. It was not unusual on any day to
find most of the family at her home. She had married children residing on each side of her
home and more located in the close proximity in Evergreen. Within a stones-throw of her
home and the Church of the Little Flower Catholic Church six children resided, seven
counting Aunt Elise who lived with Granny along with Elise’s daughter, Martha Ann
Trump.

Sharon Pickett Johnson

In my earliest recollections, my father owned and operated a general merchandise store
on the West corner of Louisiana State Highway 29 and Rabbit Lane in Evergreen.. Rabbit
Lane runs from Evergreen to Hwg. 115 (Bay Hills), the main highway between Bunkie and
Hessmer. The Dugas Family lived in a small frame house on the West side of the store.
Both buildings were close to the highway, so the rear of both were on large pillars, as they
extended out above and next to Bayou Rouge.  

Ollie Bordelon Redmon

Life moved at a fast pace and there was always excitement. My father also drove a
school bus and for some time hired my Aunt Elise and Uncle Clave Riche (Aunt Nora’s
husband) to work in the store while he was out. Across the highway from the store was
one owned by Robert Tanner and the Evergreen Post Office.
With military personnel stationed in and around Alexandria, I recall my father taking
people (mostly girls) to dances there in his school bus. I remember one night there was a
serious accident on our way home, but can’t remember any of the details. Later my father
would take people to the park and pool in Alexandria, Lake Valentine and Shady Nook
near Glenmore, where the water was ice-cold and most kids walked around shivering
with blue lips. Each year drownings occurred at this particular swimming location.
Our immediate neighbors to the West on Highway 29 was Mr and Mrs.. Tom Fisher, who
also owned and operated a store. Directly across from our store on Rabbit Lane was the
store of Mr. Ford Robert, who was Evergreen’s long-time Mayor. Next to Mr. Ford’s store
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was a vacant store which later became a service station operated by my uncle, Jake
Descant, and then later by my first cousin, Murphy Descant, . I had the distinct honor of
working for both of them on a temporary basis and cherish those memories.
About the time I started school, my parents purchased one acre of land on the Burns
Road from Uncle Clave Riche. It was only about a quarter of a mile from Mr. Gene
Heiman’s store and next door to the Adelma Galland family – one of life’s blessings. He
was one of the kindest, considerate persons I have ever known. Brutally honest and hardworking, he introduced me to many jobs and always took care of me while we worked –
whether picking cotton or picking pecans. His entire family were good neighbors and we
were most fortunate to have them next door. His youngest daughter, Ivory, was friends
with my sister, Geraldine. She married Gerald Riche, oldest son of Elmer “Boulet” Riche.
The oldest daughter Maureen married Herman Paul Carmouche (Human) and they lived
on the other side of Mr. Adelma.   It was so easy to stop by his house at any time and visit
with his family, as they spend a lot of time on their porch swing. However, most of our
conversations took place with both of us near the fence separating our homesites. I can
still see him milking his cow or working in his garden. Since I did both of those things for
awhile, it was easy for me to follow his lead.
While preparing the acre of land for our homesite, my father borrowed a mule and plow
from someone. I recall following behind him in the newly-created furrows. There was a
small pecan tree located near the coulee which bordered the South side of the property
and my father passed too close to it and it leaned over slightly. After seeing what he had
done, he stopped the mule and told me to pack some dirt around the tree – that it would
probably make it. Make it , it did – Jr. Matthews, who purchased our home site in the
early 60s, had an awesome crop from the tree in 2006.
While I was in my early teens, that tree provided fodder for another fond memory. My
father would occasionally park his 1954 white Ford pick-up truck under the tree which was
close to the front porch, instead of going all the way into the garage past the back of the
house.
One Sunday he left to go play cards and reminded me before leaving that I was not to
drive the truck. My mother had the truck key in the bedroom in the rear of the house, so I
waited until she went to sleep, then thought I would practice my driving. I failed to realize
that Dub and Ronnie Carmouche had been playing under the tree and had unintentionally
swung the rope swing in such a manner that the rope wrapped around the rear view mirror
on the driver’s side. In my haste to drive, I got in the truck on the passenger side and
never did notice the swing was wrapped around the mirror. When I began backing-up, I
hear this strange noise and turned to see the mirrow swinging from the rope.
I sat in disbelief for the longest. Later, after consulting Dub, I decided to put the truck
back as it was when I attempted to back-up and wrap the rope as I thought it had
been wrapped. The plan worked temporarily to a “T” because my father came home after
dark and did not attempt to move the truck into the garage. However, the next morning,
he walked around the front of his truck to clean the windshield and noticed the swing. As
he placed his hand on the rope, the entire mirror assembly felt to the ground. He looked it
over for awhile, then decided it was time to approach me about what had happened to his
mirror.
Across the road from our home was Bayou Rouge, flowing toward Goudeau. Many
activities took place in and along that bayou – boating, rafting, swimming, fishing, picking
berries, picnics, and hunting. Additionally, Mr. Ed Pearce, who owned the large field on
the side of us, always had interesting things going on. His grandson, Arthur Ed, and I
became friends and did a lot of horse-back riding.
One of my rather painful childhood memories occurred one day while I was helping my
mother wash clothes. We had a small frame building off of our back porch and she was
placing white sheets and pillow cases in a tub of water and blueing. I was to run each of
these through the wringer. Unfortunately, I was a little careless and my right arm was
pulled into the wringer. My mother hit the safety latch when my forearm was in the wringer
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and to this day, certain weather fluctuations remind me of that wash. Clothes
was hung on a clothes line after being washed and rinsed. Rainy days meant essential
items would be dried by the butane gas heater.
While we were living next to the store, the days started quite early. Oness Matthews who
lived across the highway from us in a large frame duplex had permission to set his fish net
at the end of the culvert of the dirt bridge which had replaced the wooden one. As the
current flowed from Cottonport, fish ended up in his net. I can remember one day, that my
persistent begging reaped dividends and my mother allowed me to go down where the
action was. I did not have to watch from a window in the rear of our house any longer.
The size and variety of fish he harvested was always interesting and, in retrospect the
anticipation of seeing what was in the net created early-morning excitement. I could never
participate in any activity during this period until he had checked his net and removed his
harvest. His wife, Agnes, was one of the cafeteria workers at the EHS, along with Dude
Gullett’s wife, Helen, and Aunt Cecile (Mrs. Willis Rachal).
Living next door to the store was very interesting because people would stop by as long
as we were open. Salesmen, delivery men, customers – created wonderful opportunities
to learn of what was happening in other places. There were two slot machines, one for
nickels and one for pennies. Woe to me if I ever got caught playing one of the slots. The
store also had a meat market and pecans were bought and sold there.
After we moved to the Burns road, my father grew a large garden. As his top assistant,
the watermelon crop was given to me. I received .25 @ for two or .15 for one Dixie
Queen Watermelon. I remember trying to bring two melons per load to the store in my
small wagon, but had difficulty because the weight had to be more to the front. One day,
as I pulled on the wagon handle, the front end lifted off the ground and I lost a melon right
on the road. A nice man was passing by and bought the cracked melon for .05. I offered
it for free, but he insisted on the nickel price. .
On another occasion, I had a sale for a melon, but the ones delivered earlier in the day
had all been sold. I ran home pulling my wagon and went directly to the garden to restock
my supply of melons. While there I stepped on a piece of glass. When I showed my
bleeding foot to my mother, she almost lost it.
Bill Albritton, was at home so my mother had him hold me down and pour kerosene in the
cut. The scar is still visible today, although it is not as obvious as the one made by the
monkey scratching me next to my eye from between the bars of his cage at the Alexandria
Zoo or the time Babe Albritton felt on top of me when he lost control of my bike (on the
bridge in front of Gene Heimans’s store), in the early afternoon on a very hot Summer
day. Unfortunately, one of my bicycle pedals had come off and only the metal rod was
available if you wanted to ride the bike. Babe had placed me on the handle bars so he
could be taken home and when he lost his balance, we fell on the hot pavement.
Fortunately for me, Mr. Bubba Patrick and Bill Matthews (highway department workers
from Evergreen) were passing and they took me to the doctors office in Bunkie. I still
remember them discussing my predicament, then removing the bicycle from on top of
me. The word pain was starting to take on a new meaning. .
Mr. Gene Heiman was another God-sent in my young life. He came to Evergreen from
military sevice and was from the mid-west. In addition to having a grocery store, he also
was an awesome mechanic and repair man. He could fix anything and his prices were
hard to beat. He fixed a .22 rifle which I bought from my cousin, Murphy Descant.
Murphy wanted $5.00 for the rifle. My mother and several sisters were at Granny’s
working on a quilt when I approached her on the item for sale. She gave me her last five
dollars and the sale was made because Mr. Gene told me he could fix the gun. I cannot
recall the many times he repaired my bikes. He never allowed me to pay him anything for
his repair efforts. I was not the only person who he treated in this manner. He helped
many others - always with a smile and his good sense of humor.
Some childhood memories by Ed Dugas
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