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Susan Riche' Earnest "I Remember"
I will always remember Mr. Hatley, Band Director at Evergreen Elementary School where I played
saxophone and loved it. I continued to play while attending Cottonport High School. Memories of
the band performing at LSU's Tiger Stadium on Band Night are so awesome!
I will always remember Mrs. Barbara Wright providing baton twirling and marching lessons in
Evergreen.  Another fond memory is when our group, with Barron Chenevert playing drums and Sue
Galland and I playing our saxaphones, won first place in some talent contests held throughout the
parish. We were "tuff stuff" and still are! Ha.
September 8, 2008   1962 EES Graduate, 1966 Cottonport High School Graduate
Susan Riche’ Ernest Feb.14, 2010 addendum
Thanks for sharing such a heart-warming event we experienced years ago! Yes, we were very sad
about our school burning, but with the help of God and our great people from the Evergreen faculty,
the Churches, and the love of our families, we were able to survive the tragedy. I cannot put into
words all of the friends I had and still have from Evergreen and Bunkie and surrounding areas who
are so genuine. We had such a happy childhood and wonderful parents. I know I was spoiled
growing up by my wonderful Dad, Leo Riche', Sr., who always taught me the important things in life!
And, I do try to live by those values.
I remember our little desks that were set up for us, after the school burned down. We had the love
and support by God and our families, so we made it through this great sadness! It would take me all
day to let you know what is in my heart from so many great memories of Evergreen!
Even though you do not see your friends from Evergreen that often, the bond and love stays in your
heart for everyone. Barbara Wright had us as majorettes and Mr. Hatley had us in the band and
choir. I played alto, tenor, and baritone sax in the Evergreen Band and loved it.
When I was in Cottonport High under the band direction of Wilfed Laborde, I continued my
saxophone playing. Mr. Hatley inspired me to practice and I did on my front porch of Riche' Road! I
loved it! I made Honor Band for the Avoyelles Parish band and just thought I was the greatest! (Ha)
Under the direction of Mr. Laborde in high school, one year our Cottonport Band went perform on the
LSU campus for Band Night! How awesome was that coming from Riche' Road! I cannot describe
the feelings I had inside with all of these other bands and marching and performing on the LSU
football field! Later on we went into Tiger Town, first time I had ever been, and needless to say, I feel
in love with LSU. That is why I begged my Dad that I wanted to work and live in Baton Rouge. He, of
course, did not want his spoiled, baby daughter who helped pack trailers full of cotton, rode the
cotton picker, bailed hay, milked cows, cut grass, helped feed all of the animals on the farm, etc., etc.
going to the big city of Baton Rouge!
I did not want to go to college, so went to Technical College and got my certificate in Business. So
many of our friends took tests with Civil Service and were offered great jobs with the State. I
accepted a job with the State Department of Hospitals in Baton Rouge in the Transcription
Department and loved it!
When I graduated from 8th grade at EES, Daddy wanted me to go to Cottonport High because Uncle
Elmer, "Boulet", drove the school bus for the Cottonport route and would pick us up from Riche'
Road. What great memories! We were always happy-go-lucky and appreciated the small things in
life.
A lot of my friends from Evergreen were going to Bunkie like Billy Wright, Genie Albritton, Glenn and
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Boyd Quirk, Andy O'Brien, Darrell Jans, Sue Galland, and too many others to mention right now. We
had great teachers there and a good education. I was head cheerleader for four years and went to
Natchitoches cheerleader camp. I met up with my Evergreen friends who were now going to Bunkie
High, and we had a wonderful experience and talked about the times being together at Evergreen
Elementary.
Barron Chenevert, Sue Galland, and I participated in 4-H competition and placed first many times. I
am telling you all of this because of the great teachers at Evergreen who inspired us and were great
educators. They always had time for us when we needed them and made the time because they
cared. We respected our teachers.
We did excel in our studies, as well as extracurricular activities. I could go on and on, but we had a
great foundation at Evergreen. The love and the caring we received from all our teachers and
families inspired us to take pride in ourselves and so that we can accomplish our goals in life. We
were always taught to be respectful, caring toward others, walk by faith and not sight, and always
hold your head high!
Well, Edmond, I have to get ready to go to Mass. I could add so much more, but there is so much
time in the day and so much I need to do today. Again, thanks for sharing so many memories!
Thanks for all you do! God bless you and your family!
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BOBBY FRANCOIS AUGUST 14, 2007
I am 52 years old and was born and raised in a small community outside of Evergreen
named Karo. It is approximately 2 miles from Evergreen on La. 29.

Home
Ruth Dugas Albritton

Jeanette Barron Armand
I was raised on a farm until I graduated from high school. I attended Evergreen
Elementary School for eight years. I have fond memories of my school years. My teachers Mable Bordelon Aymond
Annabelle Jeansonne Blanchard
were:
Cynthia Galland Cappel

1st Grade - Mrs. Barbara Wright

Brandi Tanner Chambless

2nd Grade - Mrs. Lucille Ducote

Rox Ann Daigre

3rd Grade - Mrs. Sue Goudeau

Dale Ducote

Lynn Riche’ David
Raymond Ducote

4th Grade - Mrs. Oma Tassin

Richard Ducote

5th Grade - Mr. John Johnson

Edmond Anthony Dugas

6th Grade - Mrs. Beatrice Scarbrough

Bobby Francois

Susan Riche' Earnest
Anita Ducote Gabriel

7th Grade - Mr. Nelson Tassin

Sue B. Goudeau

8th Grade - Mrs. Barbara Wright

Darrel Jans

We would give Mrs. Scarbrough a hard time and put paper reinforcements on her desk
chair. They would stick to her dress and the whole class would laugh out loud. We would
steal her paddle and burn it in the trash burner. We were not angels. Ha.

Sharon Pickett Johnson
Maurine Bordelon Lacour
Nannie “Nan” Haydel Lemoine

I remember when President John F. Kennedy was assassinated. I was in the 4th grade.
The whole class was in sorrow.

Louis Matthews, Jr.

When I was about 8 years old, by father, Wiley Francois, nicknamed Tippy, told me that I
was old enough to work in the field. We raised cotton for a living. When school started in

Ollie Bordelon Redmon

September, my brother, sister, and I would go to school the 1st week, and then take off 2
weeks of school to pick cotton. My homework was kept up and I made up my tests when I
returned to school. Times were very hard back then. All I can tell you is hard work will not
kill anyone or we would all be dead. When I was old enough to work as a hired hand, I
worked in the sugar cane fields, harvested soybeans, and picked cotton with a cotton
picker.

Debbie Riche’ Molan
Patsy Roy Moras
Craig Riche’
Larry Jude “Pete” Riche’
Julienne Ducote Spencer
Bert St. Romain

I met Donna Moreau in 1975 and Donna and I got married in 1977. We have been married
for over 30 years. I hold a job as an Engineer Technician 5 (Construction Inspector on
roads and bridges) for over 29 years.
My wife has been a Medical Records Clerk for over 26 years at Bunkie General Hospital.
We lived in Bunkie for 13 years. In 1990, we moved to Cottonport and have been living
there ever since.
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ANITA DUCOTE GABRIEL (daughter of Raymond & Amanda Ducote)

Home

LAKE MARY, FLORIDA 2007

Ruth Dugas Albritton

I can remember the countless miles I rode my bike “around the block” with my best friend,
Stacey Robert. Also the long-time teachers at school who taught everyone - especially
Miss Lou, Mr. Johnson, and Mrs. Wright.
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Sue became the first Queen Pelican for the Evergreen Reunions. Below is the letter that she wrote
for the 1983 EHS Reunion Program.
A message from Queen Pelican I, Sue B. Goudeau
Down memory lane, my thoughts travel to my youth. I was born near the turn of the century
on the same piece of land where I now live and which I own.
Since I was a teacher for 42 years, I shall tell you about the schools of my day and time.
The only schools at that time were the little one-room buildings in which the teacher taught
the few children who walked miles to get to their classes. Incidentally, all grades from primary
thorough seventh grade were handled by that one teacher.
My public school education began when I was in the sixth grade.   I had been taught at
home by my sister, Estelle, until the one teacher school had been established on Goudeau Hill.
After that I entered the Evergreen School in the seventh grade. My first room teacher was
Miss Gladys Heard, whom I loved and respected very much. She was kind, gentle and never too
busy to smile and help her pupils.
Of course, as usual, there was one pupil in class who took notice of everything about a new
pupil. She told me my face was dirty. She had seen a small light brown spot on my left cheek. It is
a birthmark. She was rather upset when she couldn’t wipe it off with a wet cloth. Everyone laughed
at her.
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The rest of my high school days were routine. I liked all of my teachers. I remember one
Louis Matthews, Jr.
especially, Miss Mary Wilkins, who taught me to appreciate poetry. She told us that a good poem
always told a story, painted a picture and sang a song. Since then I have been able to see what was Debbie Riche’ Molan
in a poem and to enjoy poetry.
Patsy Roy Moras

Ollie Bordelon Redmon
We were in our senior year when the flu epidemic struck us. Our school had to be closed for
Craig Riche’
several weeks. We were so far behind that we had to attend accelerated classes up to the last
Larry Jude “Pete” Riche’
school day. No graduation exercises that year. We came up to the office when we could get our
diplomas. What a send-off!
Julienne Ducote Spencer
My teaching years were happy ones. I would teach all year and go to college during the
summers at Southwestern in Lafayette.   Often I took off a summer for a trip to see other parts of my
wonderful country. I’ve never been across the sea. I’m afraid of oceans. Standing on shore
watching the waves roll in make me want to run away. Maybe I have hydrophobia? (fear of water)
I want to say her that I’ve enjoyed teaching all those years and have loved my pupils and still
do. I had no trouble with them.
I’ve been asked my age many times lately. I just say, “A woman stops telling her age when
her ago begins telling on her.   My age has been telling on me for many years.”
My pupils tell me they remember me best because of the stories I used to tell them. Maybe I
just told stories and didn’t teach. “I wonder?”
Two very unhappy things happened during my years in Evergreen. Our Principal, L. O.
Jeansonne, whom we all respected so much, died suddenly at the door of the church which he
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attended regularly. It was a devastating shock. We missed Prof and his sense of humor.
The other terrible thing that occurred to us was that our school building burned down one
night. Everything was a total loss. Next morning everyone rushed to the site of our disaster with
tears in their eyes and sorrow in their hearts. We all wondered what would happen now. The oldest
school in Avoyelles was gone and we mourned. But, as what usually happens when a community is
devastated, everyone rises up in sorrow and is ready to help and anxious to work together to retain
what we had once possessed and wanted to rebuild.
We had classroom in the gym, in the church education building and every place where
classes could be held. We used old desks from other school and also their used books. The School
Board did what they could.
We were determined not to die and that determination placed us shoulder to shoulder to
work as hard as we could. We lived to see our children playing happily on the beautiful old campus
and to go to classes as usual. United we stood so we did not die.
             It was wonderful to see a united community work so hard to rebuild our way of life.
            May we always have unity and love among us. We know it works.
           This from your old teacher.
                                                                                   Sue

Sue Goudeau Nehring Footnote:
Anyone having stories about Miss Sue or Miss Estelle Goudeau are asked to please email them to
hansue2@yahoo.com. The family is trying to gather stories to put in a family book. Thank You!
Pelican Footnote: Sue B. Goudeau was a 1919 EHS graduate. Her niece, Sue Goudeau Nehring,
typed her letter from the 1983 EHS Reunion Program. Please send information and fond memories
of Sue and Estelle Goudeau to Sue Goudeau Nehring in honor of their many years as educators of
the highest professional standards at EHS.
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Darrel Jans Evergreen Memories - February 14, 2010

Home

Thank you for the story, Ed. We lived about 2 miles further south down Bayou Rouge Ruth Dugas Albritton
from you and remember seeing the bright sky, too. I was in the 3rd grade, Debbie the

Jeanette Barron Armand

2nd and David the 1st. It was a very sad night for another reason. We received a call
that my Mom’s (Nettie Johnson Jans) brother, Frank Johnson, died that night.

Annabelle Jeansonne Blanchard

Mable Bordelon Aymond
Cynthia Galland Cappel

Uncle Frank was a 1936 EHS graduate who went on to LSU. He was crippled from
polio, and when Mom and I were discussing this today, she told me that Cecil
Goudeau used to carry Frank in his arms up and down the stairs at EHS. Your story
today really brought back memories for our family and I’m quite sure for many others.

Brandi Tanner Chambless

Pelican Footnote: Darrel was a 1963 graduate of EES and a 1967 BHS graduate.
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Sharon Pickett Johnson   Evergreen Memories
Hi, my name is Sharon Johnson and I live in Breaux Bridge, LA. My grandmother
was from Evergreen, LA and I discovered a 1910-11 5th grade class photograph
among her things and thought it might be of interest to people from Evergreen. I
am sending a copy of the front and back of the photograph since the back has the
name of some of the people in the photograph. My uncle, Arthur Fisher, is one of
the children in the picture. I am enjoying the Evergreen website very much. If I
discover any other "Evergreen" photos I'll send them to you.
March 24, 2010
My grandmother, Susie Lee Fisher Pickett was born in Evergreen, LA on Sept.
20, 1904. The picture I submitted is a photo of her brother's class at Evergreen
School. His name was Arthur Fisher and he is in the picture. When she married
my grandfather, Rufus Ardie Pickett, she moved to Morrow, LA but always had
close ties to Evergreen since her father, Amos Fisher continued to reside in
Evergreen until his death. She and I made many trips to Evergreen before he
passed away and later she loved to make trips to Evergreen and just ride around
and go by the cemetery at Bayou Rouge Baptist Church and the Methodist
Cemetery (her mother is buried there). Thanks for your interest.
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Maurine Bordelon LaCour  
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Evergreen Memories, December 10, 2008

Home

My Journey Towards the Light by Maurine LaCour, August 2008

Jeanette Barron Armand

The Helps Cancer Ministry, October 5, 2010

Ruth Dugas Albritton
Mable Bordelon Aymond
Annabelle Jeansonne Blanchard

The Bucket List, November 19, 2015

Cynthia Galland Cappel

I graduated from Evergreen High School in 1955. In my mind’s eye that was a thousand
years ago, yet I can transcend into my childhood instantly, with the memories that this
website has provided to all of us. Thank you, Ed.

Rox Ann Daigre

As I read the Memorials and saw Mr. Reid’s photograph, it seemed like time stood still.

Raymond Ducote

I was that young girl again. While in his Literature class, we had to memorize The Raven and
Shakespeare’s Macbeth “Out, out brief candle, life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player,
that struts and frets his hour upon the stage, and then is heard no more.”   After fifty-five
years I can still recite his teachings. He taught us well. As our class began, we would engage
Mr. Reid in a question and answer session about the ball game the previous night. He would
get so wrapped up in analyzing the game; the hour would be over before Mr. Reid knew it.
Therefore, we had to work harder in our next literature class. I smiled as I reflected over our
small class of nine students. But mighty we were, kindred spirits, Jean Riche, Sandra
Goudeau, Huey Ducote, Ralph Juneau, Herbert Dubroc, Robert Hairford, Donald Spears,
Betty Ortego and myself.
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If I remember correctly, we were the first class to graduate either in a long white dress or suit
and tie. That night I felt like I was ready to embark on a journey of a life fulfilled. My dream
was to go to LSU; however, my parents were unable to provide that for me. My goal in life
was to make sure we could provide an education for our two sons, Kevin and Monty, and
they were able to graduate from LSU. Over the years, I periodically took college courses and
at age 66 I was still taking classes. Now at 71 years of age, I am seriously considering
enrolling in the spring semester again, or as my health allows.

Nannie “Nan” Haydel Lemoine

Two years ago, I was diagnosed with breast cancer and then lymphoma. I am currently in
remission and working with other cancer patients to help make the journey easier for them. I
learned so much about myself, my family and my friends during this period of my life. I was
blessed to have a friend that cared enough to spend the time and effort to help me during my
darkest hours. So now I am ready to pay it forward. Luke 12:48. I prepare meals in my home
to deliver to anyone in need. I learned that nutrition plays a huge part in the recovery of
cancer patients. If any of my friends in Evergreen are diagnosed with cancer or has a loved
one diagnosed with cancer, please call me at 225-673-1731. I have a wonderful book that
was my nutritional bible during my recovery and helped guide me through what I needed to
do to become whole again. And I have.

Larry Jude “Pete” Riche’

In 2001, I lost the love of my life, Percy M. LaCour, my husband of 43 years, my friend, my
mentor, my stabilizing force. He was the Rock of Gibraltar when I wasn’t. He was kind, gentle
and soft spoken. His concern and care for others was a trait we had in common. Over the
years, he was the helping hand for the needy, the friend for the troubled. He gave from his
heart and never took. How can I encapsulate all that he was? I am truly blessed to have
shared my life with him.
Now, as the years slip by, I sit and write, remembering the days gone by, the times we were
laughing children playing on an old merry-go-round on the school grounds of our Evergreen
http://evergreenla.org/Memories/MaurineBordelonLacour.htm[9/23/2020 4:21:16 PM]
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High School. Joyce, Yam and I talked to our friends on the long ride home, on a school bus
with no air conditioning, waving good bye to each of them. Mr. Mayhall made each stop in
progression, Mary Jo Ducote, Roger Mc Daniel, Ethel Robson, Geraldine and Betty Galland,
Vivian and Martha Redmon, and just before our home, Earl Juneau. I can remember each of
their faces. It seems like yesterday. I would like to go back through the looking glass one
more time.

My Journey Towards the Light by Maurine LaCour
It was October 2006 and I went in for a mammogram. A lump was discovered and biopsied. It
was malignant. It seemed so simple, but those three words changed my life. Okay, now we
know, let’s deal with it. I decided to have a lumpectomy instead of the more invasive
mastectomy. The rate for reoccurrence was only a 5% difference. The surgery was Dec 6 of
that year, so I went in and came home the next day then hit the floor running. After all, it was
Christmas and I had dinner to cook and presents to wrap. I did not have time for cancer in my
life.
All was going well as I went through thirty three radiation treatments ending on March 1,
2007. A few weeks later, I was diagnosed with lymphoma, a totally different cancer not
related to the breast. Now I needed to battle two different cancers. This time it had spread to
different areas of my body, the neck, chest, under the arms, in the spleen and bowel. I
needed to begin chemotherapy immediately. My treatment was to be eighteen weeks with
each session lasting seven or eight hours. The first treatment was not so bad but by the
second session I lost all my hair and the chemotherapy was beginning to wreck havoc on my
body. When I tried to walk, I felt like I was carrying a 500 pound sack on my shoulders. Each
step took tremendous effort, my legs were like jelly. I had no strength. I developed an
inflammation in my lungs from the radiation treatment four months earlier which intensified
my illness. I coughed 24 hours a day and finally after seven weeks of this, the doctors put me
on prednisone and the coughing stopped. All I could see was this huge black tunnel and way
off in the distance, I saw this pin hole of light. I could hear the Lord whispering “Look at the
light, do not look at the darkness. Look at the light, look at the light, look at the light, over and
over again.” I did.
Nights were the toughest. Each night had 10 hours, 600 minutes or 36,000 seconds. Each
second seemed like a minute, each minute an hour, each hour a day, over and over again.
My body can not rest, my eyes could not close, this heaviness weighing me down. The night
seemed like an eternity and finally the first rays of daylight. I got out of bed and slowly, one
step at the time, made my way to my recliner in the den. It seemed like it took forever but I
made myself get up; laying in the bed would have been easy but I had a battle to win. I sat all
day in Percy, my deceased husband’s chair. It was as though I could feel his strong arms
around me again, just comforting me. I embraced that and allowed myself the luxury of those
feelings. Through the clear windows in the room, I watched the trees swaying in the breeze.
A bird flew by and landed on the patio table. He lingered, twitting his head from side to side,
as though he knew I was watching him and needed that moment. Somehow it gave me
hope. Enjoy the day! Look at the light! For tonight is coming, the darkness is there and I
would begin all over again.
Evonne, my roommate, came home every night and did what she could to make me
comfortable. She gave me foot massages to stimulate the lymphatic glands and brought me
little things to help me cope. She read and read everything she could get her hands on and
designed a health regiment for me. She told me I could make it. I believed her.
I was into my third treatment when I had to call my sons and tell them I could no longer do it
alone. It would take me eight hours to just strip my bed and wash my sheets. I was totally
exhausted and I needed help. They were there immediately; I do not think anyone realized
what I was going through. A bowl of ice was put by my bedside and I slowly sucked the chips
because my mouth could not produce saliva. My lips were covered with blisters so I could not
eat. I lived on a half can of vegetable soup for weeks on end. My white blood count
plummeted and I was in danger of infection so visitors were limited. However, Jeannie, my
sister, and her daughter, Shantelle, began a weekly visit to my home to see me. Those times
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became very precious to me for they lifted my spirits. I knew that Jeannie was very special
but I learned the sweetness of her spirit, how she goes along not making noise, not tooting
her own horn but in her quietness gave to many elderly people. For years now, she has been
helping others and nary a word. I grew from her presence. Jeannie’s encouragement helped
brighten my day. Then, I listened to the words that Shantelle spoke and learned the depth of
her character. There was a genuine kindness and compassion in her voice. She loved the
Lord with all her heart and it showed.
My niece came by and did things around the house to help me; she went to the grocery and
washed my clothes. My sons were diligent about stopping by and taking care of my needs,
getting my medicine, installing aids in the bathrooms to help me get around. They came by
often, even leaving work in the middle of the day when I needed help getting out of bed.
Since my niece was not working she was always there, day after day. She vacuumed my
room and changed my bed sheets to keep infections down. She helped me to the bathroom
and brought me a home cooked meal. She put a cold cloth on my throat to ease my nausea.
These small gestures became large blessings to me. My journey got a little easier with the
care I was now getting, but the treatments intensified the toll on my body. I could barely walk
anymore. Even having a walker did not help for now I needed a wheel chair. My Real Estate
sisters began to shuttle me back and forth to my chemo treatments, which was another
blessing to me.
9, 10, 11, 12. The weeks went by and the light was getting brighter as the dark tunnel began
getting shorter. It was Sept 15, 2007 and I took my last treatment. Now the road to recovery
was in sight. I knew in my heart that I needed to do all I could to never go down this path
again. I was actually grateful that I went through it once, for in my walk I learned patience,
tolerance, understanding and compassion.
Patience was learned from empty hours on a chemo chair waiting for the deadly drip that
hopefully would heal my body. I learned to understand and tolerate all the changes my body
was going through as I felt every part of my system being compromised.
Most of all I learned compassion, as I watched person after person being hooked up to a
machine, knowing what they were going through, for I could feel and understand their pain. I
had walked that road. It allowed me to ponder over each of them and their situation. Did they
have a loving sphere of family and friends? How much suffering did they go through just to
occupy that chemo chair for one day? How did they get there and where were they going at
day’s end? Those thoughts were committed to memory, for one day I vowed to search for an
answer. How can I help them, what can one person do? I knew that it was the Lord’s will, it
was something I had to do.
One day, Renée, my daughter-in-law, called me and said she had a bible verse for me that
someone had given her and she wanted to share it with me. Luke 12:48 from everyone who
had been given much, much will be demanded; and from the one who has been entrusted
with much, much more will be asked. Those were the words I clung to in the months ahead. I
needed to give back what had been given to me.
Sometimes it takes a major change in your life to bring you to your knees; for you to lift your
eyes to heaven and give the Lord all the praise and glory for the blessings you have
received. In those long months, I realized that Jesus was my strength, that he was the light at
the end of the tunnel. My Lord lifted me from the depths of despair and made me whole
again.
I started to attend Healing Place Church and joined several ministries. I began to look for
people who were starting chemotherapy to share with them the things I had done to heal my
body. I went on the internet and ordered dozens of the book Evonne had bought for me,
What To Eat When You Have Cancer by Maureen Keene. I began to distribute copy after
copy to any one that needed it. As I gave back, I felt I had a new beginning; I now had a
purpose in life. The Lord was not finished with me yet.
Yes, my life is filled with blessings but I still have much to do. August 2008.
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Maurine LaCour

The Helps Cancer Ministry
I wrote my testimony in August 2008 so for two years I went along trying to do all I could to
help cancer patients, one at a time. By attending Healing Place Church, I began to grow in
my walk with the Lord. I could feel the power of the Lord growing stronger in my life each
and every day.
In April 2010, the doctors told me I was in complete remission from both cancers. I knew I
had to give back what was given to me. My thoughts reverted back to the long eight hour
treatments in the chemo chair with little or no food. I knew what the Lord was telling me to do.
Go back to the chemo wards and feed the patients. But what can one 73 year old lady do?
One day Pastor Johnny Green sent out a survey asking if I had a passion to serve that the
church did not know about. I wrote quickly, explaining how I wanted to feed cancer patients.
My ministry “The Light” was accepted and registered with the church. I cleared everything
with Mary Bird Perkins Cancer Center so we could go into the treatment rooms.
On May 19, 2010, I searched the shelves of the local supermarkets for tasty nutritious
snacks, individually packed and bought $58.75 worth of food items. I was a part of the
Healing Place Church Helps Ministry, where we provide meals to people in need. So I formed
the Helps Cancer Ministry as part of that. I called a meeting of six women, packed a basket of
snacks and we made our first trip to Mary Bird Perkins. I was hooked, this is what I needed to
do. I came home, looked at the empty basket and asked God “What do I do now?
The Lord told me very clearly. “My child, you have been obedient to me, now climb in the
back seat and hold on, I am now driving this ministry.”
The ministry literally exploded, as things were going so fast I could not keep up so I starting
grabbing the hands of amazing women, the angels in my life. The volunteers quickly grew to
thirty four women and two men. Donations of monies and food items poured in and we set up
a schedule of visits to the cancer ward of Mary Bird Perkins. We wore pink aprons and
brought food, hope and encouragement and spiritual uplifting to our precious patients. They
became our friends, they trusted us and knew we would be there but we knew we needed to
do more.
The Helps Meals kicked in and we began to provide home cooked meals to the cancer
patients as they were undergoing chemo treatments. Another of our outreaches agreed to cut
the lawns of our chemo patients. The Tuesday prayer group gave us prayer blankets to give
to our patients. We now do home visits to help out whatever is needed. One volunteer even
picked a patient’s figs for her.
My greatest joy was the day I met a patient from Hessmer and she had traveled to Baton
Rouge for her chemo treatments. She was living here until her treatments were over. We
cooked for her and brought meals to her and her daughter. I will travel to Avoyelles to visit
her when her treatments are over.
Today, October 5, 2010 in just 4 ½ months, the cancer ministry has provided over 6,621
snacks to 3,000 patients, and brought numerous home cooked meals to patients.
The ministry will be featured in the November issue of Perkins Perspective magazine. On Oct
1st we were on NBC33news to kick off Breast Cancer Awareness month. You can see it
online at NBC33.
During this week, on Oct 7,8,9 we will be a featured story at the 2010 Live The Dream
conference. You can see it live online at healingplacechurch.org during those days.

http://evergreenla.org/Memories/MaurineBordelonLacour.htm[9/23/2020 4:21:16 PM]

Welcome To Evergreen Memories

You can also catch us on twitter at follow@johnnygreen and on facebook.
If you would like more information on the Helps Cancer Ministry, please email Maurine
LaCour at malacour@hotmail.com or call 225-673-1731 or 225-270-8249.
This ministry has grown because of the generosity of people who also wanted to give back.
There is zero administrative cost because everyone is a volunteer so all monies go directly to
feeding patients. It is also tax deductible.
If you have someone who has just been diagnosed with cancer and would like a free copy of
the book I used as a guideline, I would be happy to get a book to you.
Please send me your email address if you wish to get updates on cancer tips and
information. We are in touch with cancer patients every day and it amazing how much you
learn.
But most of all I ask each of you to please join us in prayer that the Lord will continue to bless
us and give us the knowledge to find new ways to help ease the suffering of the cancer
patients in our state. Cancer knows no boundaries and is not a respecter of persons. It
touches every life.
October 5, 2010
Blessings
Maurine LaCour

The Bucket List

  
Exactly what is a bucket list. Webster dictionary defines it as things that a person
would like to do before they die. My bucket list. I knew without a doubt the items
carefully compiled on my list over the years.. First, white water rafting somewhere in
Seattle, did not matter where, just white water rafting, feeling the excitement of going
through the rapids, water splashing on my face, conquering a fear. Second, zip lining.
Why? Do not know. Maybe because I did not know anyone who had zip lined before
Monty and Nick went. Could be I just wanted to be different. Maybe I needed to add
things just so I would have a list. Did I believe that I could accomplish them? No. Not
really! But deep in my heart there was 
one thing that I really wanted to do, needed to
do and felt that I could do before I died. That was to go back one more time, to being a
little girl, laughing with my siblings, to revisit the place where we grew up, the
countryside near Evergreen, Louisiana. My sister Joyce, now 80, myself, 78, my
brother, Philip, 75, Carol now 70 and Jeannie, 65. I dreamed of the five of us, traveling
in a car together and going back in time, laughing, telling jokes, being children again. It
was my bucket list. It was mine to own.
It was May 2014 and Joyce was coming to visit from Seattle. Five months earlier, in
January of that year, I almost died from upper respiratory problems. I did not feel I
could make it through another winter. In my heart, I knew that if I was going to
complete my list, it had to be now. We planned a trip to the country and I thought it
would happen. The attention was diverted to finding the Epps Plantation after the
movie Twelve Years A Slave came out. I thought my dream was gone forever, I would
not achieve my bucket list. I accepted that. Two months later, I was diagnosed with
stomach cancer and I battled to regain my health. I had to do it. The constant thoughts
of my bucket list was not far from the surface of my mind but I did not believe it would
ever happen. It was gone. I just would not do it.
It was now September 2015 and I received a call from my sister, Joyce. She was
coming for a visit in November to fulfill a mission, she wanted for me to complete my
bucket list. She knew how important it was to me and she was determined I would
have it. She loved me enough to make sure I would.
November 
9, 2015. Our trip was planned, we were going to the country.
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It was 8:00am as we piled into the car, ready for our adventure, the laughter had
already begun. We were not going to lose a moment of our day so Carol prepackaged
our lunch. Cold cuts on croissants, no stopping at a restaurant. We were going to eat
at Aunt Ann’s house as we visited. Our schedule was made: arrive at the old
homestead at 9:30, the museum at 10:00, the cemetery at 11:30, Aunt Ann’s at 12:30
and Georgie at 3:00. It really was going to happen. My bucket list. One important
element was not there, our brother, Phil. He was unable to travel to share that day with
us. It broke my heart for he was the missing piece to my dream. We would surely not
have the laughter that his dry sense of humor would bring to our day and make it
special. However, we were together, the four of us. I knew this day was carefully
planned but somehow had to be spontaneous, we had to just let it happen.
As we went through the back roads from Lebeau towards Goudeau, we noticed how
much the landscape had changed over the years. There was a nursery business that
had opened. In my childhood, I never remembered anyone ever buying trees. We took
whatever nature provided. Mom did plant fig trees cut from saplings of other trees,
surely not purchased. We passed the old Goudeau home and the post office was there
no more. It was the first signs 
what we would experience that day of the changes the
years had made.
Suddenly, there it was. It came up quickly without our thinking of it. The small church
that we attended as children. 
Look! Look! It is open, there are cars there. Stop! We
must go in. Carol pulled into the small parking lot that may have had room for ten cars
at best, one single row. We ran up to the steps and started taking pictures and a priest
opened the door. He invited us in as we explained our visit. A lady with blonde hair
was cleaning the altar. I sat in the front wooden pew just where my grandfather, Leo
Barbin, sat every Sunday for years. PaPe was probably 5’6’, small in statue but a huge
heart that loved the Lord with every fiber of his being. That man knew his bible and by
golly, you were going to listen as he taught us each verse committed to his memory .
All the visions in my mind played out in the few moments I sat in that small country
church. I was that little girl again. I was quickly brought back to reality as I heard my
sisters chattering excitedly. The woman on the altar was busily cleaning and beginning
to place these beautiful flowers in a white plastic bag. Suddenly a flash went through
my mind and I visualized my Mom, dusting the pews and sweeping the floors as she
had many years ago, preparing for services the next day. Omg, that is it, I had to bring
my Mom something from the church she served so I blurted out “ Could we please
have one of those flowers to put on our parents grave today.” Yes, of course, the lady
replied, I was going to discard them so you can have them all.” 
Today, our Mom’s
grave was going to be the most elaborate in all the cemetery. She had dreamed of the
beautiful flowers she would see in heaven and today they were going to be for her and
Dad.
Giggling and excited we piled back into the car filled with huge bouquets of fragrant
flowers. We headed for our next stop, the highlight and purpose of our trip, seeing the
old homestead. When we arrived, we quickly got out of the car and scurried to the
house. As we circled the outside area which was the kitchen, we spotted a huge old
tree near where the cistern once was. I could not recall it ever being there but you
could tell it had been there for years. I could not remember. We had prepared
ourselves for what we would find , knowing in our hearts that our home would be in
disrepair. However, I do not think any of us was ready for what we found. As we
looked through the spaces that were once windows, all we could see that remained
was a toilet sitting, like a statue commanding it’s presence, in the middle of what was
once the bathroom. Like it was declaring, I remain, you will not take all of us. No walls,
nothing, just a toilet with the lid missing. Everything was in complete shambles like a
mighty storm had blown through our home and Daddy’s store. Just a shell. The 1200
square feet of cottage that held so many happy memories was now just a bleak
reminder of how fast the years went by. Total destruction. Joyce said with tears
running down her face “it is like a tornado of years” Yes, it was……
With heavy hearts we needed to continue our journey. . As we started to climb back
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into the car, we stopped to clean our shoes. It was almost symbolic. We had to release
what was and move on, it was no more. We had gone through the looking glass one
more time. We all agreed it would never be again. One last backward glance.
  
Next stop was the small museum located in the center of town on the front of property
where the high school once was. Our beloved Evergreen High School was destroyed
by fire in 1958. It also was to be no more. We searched through scores of books and
papers looking for something that we could use. There was an old grade book that
was used by one of the teachers and we found my name. Maurine Bordelon. Not too
bad A, B+ and Cs. I was just a little girl in the fourth grade. I ran my fingers across the
lines, hoping I could but not remembering one day of studying for those grades. They
were still mine. Faded photos, nondescript writings, not much we could filter through to
use in the cookbook.
The hours are passing quickly so we headed for Marksville to the cemetery with the
trunk loaded with fragrant flowers for the many graves we were looking for. We knew
that Grandma had 9 plots all together and that was where she along with Mom and
Dad and other relatives were buried. I longed to find MeMe and Pape graves but knew
not where. We would search however. We arrived at the cemetery only to find the
gravesides were covered in a watery slush. The ground was soaked. It was not easy
to navigate since the graves were four rows from the main path. We managed to get
there and placed this huge bouquet of flowers on their graves. We knew we could not
find our grandparents place, it was impossible. We scraped our shoes again without as
much success as we had before. We realized that we were so engrossed in the
situation that we now needed to stop and share our memories. We linked our hands
together, held on tightly and prayed together praising the Lord for have given us that
day. We were blessed to share our childhood, the values that kept us united as adults,
the love for each other and our parents.
As we headed head back to Baton Rouge, the sun was slowly tipping the horizon with
light gray rain clouds and we 
knew that night was coming quickly and our time was
almost over. The day had been amazing but filled with raw emotions, good but sad at
the same time. In analyzing the day, It was like there was a huge blackboard of
happenings in our lives and someone had an eraser and was slowly eradicating each
memory. They were gone, not there in reality but forever etched in our minds. Nothing,
nobody, no force of nature could or ever would take that from us. It would come with
us, the Bordelon siblings, into eternity less I share with you, through the pages of this
story, then it could be remembered as we lived it. My bucket list, complete…..

Maurine Bordelon LaCour
11/19/2015

Home

Church

School

Reunions

Community

http://evergreenla.org/Memories/MaurineBordelonLacour.htm[9/23/2020 4:21:16 PM]

Newsletters

Miscellaneous

Contact Us

Welcome To Evergreen Memories

Remembering Evergreen - Memories Letters
Nannie “Nan” Haydel Lemoine "Early School Memories"

Memories Letters

I was born on August 19, 1931 to Lillian Barron and Logan Haydel. My brother is Wayne
Haydel.

Home

When I started school in 1937, we rode to school in a covered wagon. This covered
wagon, driven by Mr. Alcide Chenevert, would take us to the highway where the school
bus driven by Elmer “Boulet” Riche’ would pick us up on route to the Evergreen High
School. We lived on a dirt road and the school bus could not go down this road, as it
would get stuck. There was no gravel on this road.

Jeanette Barron Armand

Ruth Dugas Albritton
Mable Bordelon Aymond
Annabelle Jeansonne Blanchard
Cynthia Galland Cappel
Brandi Tanner Chambless

In the winter it was very cold riding that covered wagon. Some of my classmates found
Rox Ann Daigre
that was a funny way to get to school, but that didn't matter to me because we were going Lynn Riche’ David
to school. Each day was an adventure because we had much to learn and such fun there.
Dale Ducote
On my first day at school I brought my lunch as did everyone since there were no
lunchrooms. Cafeterias came later. Students were told to put their lunches on the top
shelf of the coat rack. I wasn't sure I wanted to do that, but my brother came to me and
assured me that my lunch would be there when it was time to eat. He further reminded
me that everyone put their lunch there and that no one was going to eat my lunch. It sure
was good to have a big brother to take care of me and provide these assurances.
All of the students had good teachers, like my Aunt Lena Haydel, Mrs. Scott, Miss Sue
Goudeau, Miss Oma West, Mrs. Beatrice Scarborough, and Mrs. Jean Tanner. These are
just a few of the very caring teachers we had.
This brings to mind how my Aunt Lena Haydel taught and guided me in my early years at
Evergreen High School. As a small child, whenever I misbehaved, I just knew she could
fix anything. At recess, I would get a drink of water at the fountains close to her
classroom and go over to her window. She would always come to the window and ask if I
needed anything. Of course, I usually had a long story to tell.

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

Most of the time, all she had to do was listen, which was all I needed. After a while, she
would tell me I had to take care of my problems and learn not to misbehave. She instilled
in me self-worth, values, and love.

Patsy Roy Moras

One of the fond memories I have was going down to Mr. Ford Robert’s store at recess. In
those days there were no closed campuses and as long as you were back before the bell
rang, it was O.K. to go to the store.

Larry Jude “Pete” Riche’

My grandfather, Walter Haydel, was always at the store at recess time. He would wait for
me and always have a bag of Silver Bells to give me. Now, Mr. Ford would sometimes tell
me grandpa had not come that day, but I knew he was there and he’d pop out from behind
the counter with my candy. On days when he was not at the store, he had arranged for
Mr. Ford to give me a bag of Silver Bells. To this day, when I eat Silver Bells, I think of my
grandpa.
These were such good days. Life was not so hurried – we had time for each other.
I graduated from EHS in 1948, the last year in which high school students graduated after
completion of the eleventh grade.
Submitted December, 2008 by Nannie “Nan” Haydel Lemoine, 1948 EHS graduate
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Ollie Bordelon Redmon
Craig Riche’
Julienne Ducote Spencer
Bert St. Romain

