
Four places in Williana...

I am recalling the time that I started telling my children about all of my childhood homes in
Louisiana, as the three of us were lounging on my bed on a Sunday morning, reading the Los
Angeles Times.  My daughter crawled off the bed and returned with a tape recorder.  For the next
two hours I told them details about each house.  I stopped to check the tape recorder and realized
that the volume had been turned down, so everything was lost!  I was so disappointed and
promised to write my recollections for them.  Of course, I had good intentions but I didn’t!

In 200l, after about thirty years away,  I returned to live in my home state of Louisiana.   I
decided to go out and photograph each place where I had lived in my childhood,  except that for
some, there were only woods and thickets, not even a road, much less a house! I bought two
small photo albums for my children and promptly stored the photographs  “somewhere” and that
project remains unfinished. 

I remember living in four different locations in Williana in Grant Parish.  The first house was
located on Highway 167, right beside the Zion Hill Baptist Church.  I was in the third grade at
Dry Prong Elementary at the time, having just moved from Colfax.  My mother usually played
piano for each church where we attended and this was no exception.  We still had the upright
piano at that time and it was always fun to sing along to the playing of my mother or siblings. At
Christmas, I wanted to go to bed about 7:00 p.m., so that Santa could come sooner!  The
neighbor across the highway gave my mother some cough medicine which contained
tar...homemade. It tasted terrible so I always hoped that I would get  better very soon! The small
modest house is still there and occupied.

After a short stay there, we moved to another house in Williana, a beautiful home with a large
landscaped yard, barn and a shed or two.  It was located on Highway 472,  off of 167,  across
from a railroad crossing, the last house in the community on that highway. Some of our
entertainment involved running over to the tracks and counting the railroad cars as the trains
went by.  My mother and a neighbor were just like sisters and so all of us children played
together and spent time at each other’s homes.  Since some memories that we have are
remarkable, I still recall hearing the “panther”,  when I awakened one night and my mother was
standing by the back door, listening to its “womanlike” cries outside in the black darkness.  She
was very worried that the “panther” would break into the barn  and get the calf that was with
Dody, our Jersey cow.  We heard it pant and pace back and forth behind the house ....and finally
it went away. That house is still there and as beautiful as when we lived there in the 1950's.

We moved back to Winnfield but after several years we returned again to Williana (or
Willybanana, as my sister’s little daughter called it) and this time we lived way off the main
highway on a gravel cut-off road which lead to the “Old Alexandria Highway” ending just south
of Winnfield.  We lived in an unpainted farmhouse, with only a fireplace for heat, so we put
about 3 beds in that room!  The barn across the road housed Dody, the cow, and Baldy, our horse
(part Mustang).  My older sister was fearless and loved to ride him bareback, but I was so scared
and would cling to my father’s shirt when I rode with him. When my brother came home from
the Marine Corps, he rode the horse and wrapped his long legs around Baldy’s stomach, locking



his feet together underneath.  Once when my mother had gone to town for supplies,  I tried to
make a cake.  It didn’t seem to look right, so I threw the batter in the “slop” bucket (for the pigs)
and a little while later was horrified to see that the “slop” was expanding and almost running
over the top of the five gallon bucket (too much baking soda I think)! That house is no longer
there and only lovely woods exist where once there were acres of farmland where we grew a
variety of fruits and vegetables, and pastures for the farm animals.

Once again we moved back to town (Winnfield), when I was about 11 years old but only for
several years.  When my aunt gave us three acres of land in Williana, adjacent to her property in
1961, we built a three bedroom house, the inside of which we finished. Assisting my father, I
learned to put up sheet rock, install baseboards and painted many interior walls for several years.
We had a well for water in the back yard, but also had large barrels at the corners of the house,
for rain water (had to strain the “wiggle tails” out of the water before we used it).  The road was
still dirt at that time and had soft white sand, which was great for walking barefoot, in the cool
hours before a summer storm.  My mother planted irises, gladiolas, and bridal’s wreath in our
little country yard. My father continued to travel to the Carey Salt Mine west of Winnfield, where
he had been employed for almost 30 years. Often, my younger brother and I would go pick up my
father at 7:00 a.m. (during his years as a nightwatchman).  On one of these trips, we saw the
mythical “panther” as it walked up out of the stream bed and crossed beside the bridge on
Highway 167, just north of Williana.  We were almost speechless, seeing something about which
we had been warned for most of our childhood! It was golden brown, walked slowly with its
heavy, muscular frame.  We had always thought it would be black, because of the comic books
we had read! My parents sold that house and it is still occupied and the owners have added a
pond, near where once my father tried to grow peaches.

Four times we lived in Williana, a community with two churches, the other one being Liberty
Chapel United Methodist Church, where I attended during my first year back in Louisiana,
singing songs from Heavenly Highway hymnals and visiting my parent’s graves. I enjoyed
driving around, thinking about the past, looking up at the fire tower, that monument which
marked our return to home, on trips back from Winnfield...the winner being the first to see it and
then to say it!     “I SEE THE FIRE TOWER!”       The fire tower was recently dismantled and
moved to Bentley near the Ranger Station.
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