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 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1Sister Lucille Huot
(Sister St. Paule d’Avila)

March 15, 1923 – December 30, 2015

 “The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want.
In verdant pastures he gives me repose;

   Beside restful waters he leads me.”                                             

(Psalm 23:1,2)
Sister Lucille Huot, formerly known in religion as Sister St. Paule d’Avila, died at St. Joseph Convent on December 30, 2015, at the age of 92 years.
Sister Lucille was born in Biddeford, Maine on March 15, 1923.  Her parents were Joseph Delphis Huot and Henriette Bourgault Huot.  Her father was born in St. Ferdinand d’Halifax and her mother was born in Ste-Louise, Canada.  Her father worked as a baker and her mother was a housewife. 

God blessed this family with eight children, three boys and five girls.  Lucille was the seventh child in the family.  The oldest was Yvonne, followed by Antoinette, Blanche, Jeanne, Alphonse, Leopold, Lucille and the youngest, Maurice (who was the closest to Lucille.)
Sister Lucille received her elementary and secondary education at St. Joseph School in Biddeford, Maine.  She was an ideal student and excelled in anything she undertook.  Being a quiet and rather shy person, she observed and listened very attentively.  She mastered and perfected her skills in both English and French.  French was the dominant language spoken in the Huot home when she was young.

She felt the call to religious life when she was in high school and entered the convent novitiate of the Servants of the Immaculate Heart of Mary, (Good Shepherd Sisters of Quebec)  in Biddeford in 1941.  She studied at the Scholasticate in Quebec for a year and returned to the United States to begin her teaching career.  She taught a total of 26 years in the schools of Van Buren and Biddeford in Maine and in Lawrence, Massachusetts. She earned her Bachelor’s of Arts Degree at Anna Maria College in Paxton, Masschusetts.  She earned her Master’s Degree from Boston College.
For her second career in the convent, she served as secretary for the General Administration in Quebec and also for the Provincial Administration in the United States for a total of 29 years.  She was excellent in secretarial work for she listened attentively and recorded accurately.  She was also greatly appreciated for her discretion at all times.

She transferred from Bay View to St. Joseph Convent in December, 2008.  It was a great sacrifice for her to leave the seashore where she enjoyed walking. At St. Joseph Convent and later at the Pavilion, she would always greet people with a beautiful smile which lit up her face.

Sister Lucille left a few pages of precious memories of her childhood which I will now share with you.
As she flashes back to her school days, she fondly recalls her teacher in sub-primary whom she found very loving and kind.  When arriving home from school, she always found her mother awaiting the children’s arrival.  She would bake apples for them and other good fruits which grew in their yard—cherries, pears and plums.  Her father was co-owner of People’s Bakery and delivered bread to homes in the area with Old Nellie pulling the wagon around town.  During the depression days, she recalls that he gave a large amount of bread to hungry families.

She went to daily Mass and first considered entering religious life when in the sixth grade.  They prayed the rosary every evening after supper.  Her older brother, Leopold, entered the seminary, was ordained and served in the diocese of Portland, Maine.  An older sister, Yvonne, entered the convent when Lucille was in first grade, but she stayed only a month.

She now shares memories from the first half of her life—memories that come back to   her like soft rain.  She flashes back to the day she returned from spending many years in Quebec away from her family.  She goes on:  “For a moment they (my family) are framed there, their faces eager, expectant.  They have come to meet me.  Watching them, I feel a piercing sense of separateness.  All these years, their lives have gone on without me.  Suddenly, there are excited cries, hugs and kisses. We smile.  My sisters seem shorter than before.  It is the old, shared memories that return to us. We arrive at our home and except for a few new things, a few re-arrangements, everything is much the same as it was the last time I visited.  We pause in the laundry room.  I’ll never forget the hanging of clothes on the lines in winter.  Sometimes the clothes were still frozen stiff when they were brought in to thaw in the kitchen.  Oh!  The clean smell of them! How we children enjoyed that upon our returning from school.
Remember the wood stove?  We’d scrub it with the waxed bread wrappers until it would shine clean. I try to recall the winter mornings when my parents got up early to light the stove so it would warm the kitchen before the rest of us arose.  When dad called from the bottom of the stairs on Sunday mornings to rouse us for Sunday Mass we hurried to get up and ready to leave.

The whole family helped to plant potatoes.  From the youngest age, we children were expected to pull our own weight.  Part of the yard was reserved for clover.  Plowing was done by my father with the horse-drawn plow.  The horse was a special creature for every day she would lead my father to the houses where bread was to be delivered.

My mother was a very active, pious person who carefully prepared her children for their future, instilling in them at a very young age the love of duty, obedience to the church and pride in work done for the Lord.

My father was a devout Christian, par excellence.  He worked hard for God and his family, never complaining even when exhausted and frustrated.  His motto was “Love God and journey to him on the road of life.”  He was an excellent role model for our family.

As a child I, Lucille, was always serious and accomplished my duties in our household very conscientiously.  I loved my family and benefited from the examples of faith and wisdom given me as part of my education.  I was always ready to help my family in any way I could. One of my fondest memories was sitting with my baby brother Maurice in the big rocking chair beside my mother as she taught us our prayers.
When the bakery was sold, poor Nellie had to be sold too.  How miserable she looked as she trudged along Lambert Street in view of our kitchen windows.

We had to chop wood for the kitchen stove and the two small furnaces for the end-rooms.  The older sisters would trim the wicks of the kerosene lamps, the glass chimneys were washed and polished, and each lamp had to be filled.  The younger ones enjoyed waxing the top of the stove with the empty bread wrappers.  Twine was tied end to end by my father who would then roll it up in perfect balls.
Chores gave us a sense of structure and security. We knew why, when, and where we were supposed to be.  I remember being puzzled when hearing some kids talk about their allowance.  Then I never dreamed of getting paid for work around the house. But later we did receive some money, especially when we were allowed to sell a peck of apples for fifteen cents, or a basket of currents that we had picked ourselves.
Come winter, one of the sounds to awaken us in our icy bedroom upstairs was the clanging noises downstairs as our father shook ashes out of the grate, stirred the banked coals into life and added fresh fuel.  We kids would dash down to dress around the one-pipe furnace in the living room.
In the evening we gathered in the kitchen to finish our homework, play board games, and eat popcorn.  On cold Sunday afternoons, Blanche would make taffy and spread the hot syrup on pans of hardened snow.  Occasionally, we would strip the kitchen table and have ping-pong tournaments. I fondly remember riding on the trolley car with Maurice to enjoy a sunny afternoon at Old Orchard Beach.  I always loved the ocean! 

The love of hard work, the value of cooperation, a trust in Divine Providence, the evening prayer in the kitchen, the fun we had together, these are all memories that remain with me my whole life long.

I stand in the schoolyard, staring at the familiar red brick building (my old school) straining to recall the feeling of this place, how it was during my twelve years there.  The long, dark corridors, the staircases, all stained dark brown, the disciplined life of a scholar.  I want so much to tell my senior year teacher what I remember, what I still feel, her smile, her small encouragements, the subtle challenges to my spirit—but it feels strange relating such personal thoughts to someone I barely recognize.  Watching her, I sense that what I describe is simply her normal way with students.  I remember my old affection for her, but does she remember?

Next, we advance toward the old convent.  Only the foundation remains, now overgrown with weeds of all sorts. We walk along the edges explaining the layout.  I am struck again by the persistence of the past, its hold, and its richness.  Every detail is still alive.  We walk the path to school, where I walked each day.
From these notes Sister Lucille shared from childhood memories, we now glean what she left us from her adult meanderings.  She refers to them as her “Idées saugrenues!” (absurd or ridiculous ideas.)  They follow:
We are all what we were already at three years old, six years or twenty years of age.  As we advance in life we return, each day more toward our own individuality.  It is always hard for those around us, but a great comfort for the individual concerned.

I have learned that I am an individual who can do many things, but that I cannot do many things that I would really like to do.  As it says in the Bible: “Who by thinking can add an inch to his height?”  

I am good at many things, but I will never be gifted at conversation.  I can influence events at times, but it takes me a lot of time to decide what I should do and decide to do it.  I cannot paint or draw or rush around without becoming frustrated.  I have a hard time expressing myself, I do better in writing my feelings and thoughts.  I may be very firm on a question of principle and will not change my decision.
I like to improvise and “make-do” rather than always buy new.  With the help of a little sticky paper at the end of a stick, I can retrieve something that has fallen under a piece of furniture, or straighten a wall hanging.  I can be somewhat useful around the house, etc.

I do not like crowds of people, nor to be in a crowded room surrounded by people.  I do not like noise or loud shouts or laughter at gatherings.  I do not like loud voices coming over the loudspeaker of the intercom in the house.  Other dislikes are cigarette smoke or the smell of tobacco.  I do not like grey skies, lemon pie nor loud, noisy music.  I love the sun, flowers, fruit trees, a walk on the beach, silence, solitude for prayer and contemplation.  I enjoy quiet for sleeping, the smell of fresh coffee and lilies of the valley.

I could include a longer listing to make them sound much better and have them appear very important, but it would not be the true me and I must resign myself to be just ME. 
As the year 2015 neared a close, Sister Lucille quietly and peacefully breathed her last with her favorite nurse, Barbara Lisak, sitting at her side in prayer encouraging her to join her Beloved who was calling her to her heavenly home.  Her close niece, Lucille Simard, had just visited her and prayed at her side a short time before she died.  Father Labarre had prayed and administered the Sacrament of the Sick the week before and Sister was very ready.

On January 4, 2016 we celebrated Sister Lucille’s funeral liturgy with Father David Schlaver, C.S C. as celebrant and homilist at St. Joseph Convent with family and friends present.   Her burial took place at St. Joseph Cemetery in Biddeford.
Father Schlaver’s homily beautifully summarized Sister Lucille’s religious life and the following quotes are taken from his homily:
Sister Lucille took us by surprise, just as we were moving into the new year.  Though she had failed in health and spirit over the last year, we didn’t expect her to leave us so quickly.  Yet, it was her nature to remain behind the scenes, her lamp was filled with plenty of oil.  She was always prepared, doing her work well and not trying to call any attention to herself.  At ninety-two, Lucille certainly had waited long enough.  It was time for her to join the eternal celebration for which she had so well prepared.

So, as the angel choirs chanted God’s glory last week, she was called home and joined the rest of her own large family in God’s kingdom, accompanied by the Sisters who had preceded her this past year.

Quiet and unassuming, Sister Lucille nevertheless had a positive attitude toward life and death.  She enjoyed life, giving it her full attention and effort for 92 years.  She spent the first quarter century of her religious life as a teacher, encouraging primary and secondary students from Van Buren to Vancouver and Massachusetts, with competence and love, just as she had enjoyed her life at home with eight siblings right here in Biddeford.  The interests of her students were uppermost as she helped prepare them for life.
Sister Lucille was respected by her Sisters in community as well, for those same virtues of competence and efficiency.  She was very fluent in both English and French and served for the next 30 years doing secretarial work in general and later in provincial administrations.  Lucille was the secretary par excellence, demonstrating through her valuable work an often-forgotten truth that a good discreet secretary always has the last word!  Lucille worked well behind the scenes, out of the public eye, mastering the computer and turning out minutes of meetings and official documents.

As her health declined and she became a resident of Good Shepherd Pavilion, she showed her readiness to write the next chapter of her life.  Nothing was ever going to separate her from the love of Christ.  She walked by faith the last few months of her life, hanging on to her favorite companion, Sister Madeleine Couture, for direction.  She knew her time to die was coming; nothing would keep her from that appointment. She was anxious to accept the Lord’s promise of eternal life.  Since she followed Jesus, the Way, the Truth and the Life, she trusted deeply in God’s love and now abides in God’s light and truth.  Living and dying with little fanfare, she made it possible for us to celebrate her life and recall the love and the beautiful smile she shared with us.
Believe that in God’s immense, compassionate heart there is a wonderful welcome extended to Sister Lucille.  This is the God of Jesus, the God we worship, and the God we thank for Sister Lucille’s life among us.  Now nothing can ever separate her from the love of Christ. May God’s light shine ever upon her and console all of us gathered here in her memory.

Sister Lucille’s niece, Ms. Lucille Simard, gave a eulogy at the funeral Mass and shared insights of her Aunt’s family life.  She recalled that as her Aunt was always a very early riser, she would be the one to open the door when staff reported for work.  She knew all their names and took an interest in all of them.  She mentioned how proud the family was to have an ordained priest, Rev. Leopold, as their uncle and a religious, Sr. Lucille, as their aunt.  She also shared that this day was the birthday of Lucille’s mother.  What a wonderful welcome Sr. Lucille would have with all the Huot family there to welcome her to her Heavenly reward! 







Sister Sharon Leavitt, S.C.I.M.

Foundation Day of S.C.I.M.
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