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	 Hazel stared down the long dirt-packed road that led to her home on the bayou. The 
cracked earth felt warm on her bare feet and the smell of the marsh near by, made her long for 
a swim. The summer heat began to fade into a muggy evening and the methodic song of 
katydid rang out around her. Hazel knew as soon as she rounded the next bend in the road, her 
peaceful jaunt home would be met with screams and giggles. Her quiet space would be 
invaded by her brothers’ and sisters’ chaotic sounds. Hazel, being the oldest of six, found time 
alone hard to come by. When you grew up in a small shack in the bayous of Louisiana, you 
didn’t have the privilege of privacy, unless you lost yourself in nature. Hazel much preferred the 
songs of nature to the messiness of humans. God made His own symphony when he created 
earth. From the tall grasses as they whistled in the wind, to the elegant cranes and their 
musical calls. Hazel had an ear for music and she found music in the world around her. 

	 As Hazel predicted, her music was interrupted by the squeals of her little sisters. Bub 
and Jen were fighting over a doll. Cara, the baby of the family, sat on the porch watching their 
mother sweep. Hazel’s brothers, Joe and Button were breaking through the woods across the 
way, with fish in hand. Daddy wouldn’t be home for at least another hour. His small store along 
the waterway, serviced their marsh until dusk. Then he had almost an hour walk home.  Her 
Daddy was one of the few Creole of color that had his own business. Many did odd jobs, 
worked fishing boats near by, or drank. His daddy and his daddy’s daddy owned the small 
general store and by luck and the respect of others, he successfully ran a store that provided a 
boat dock with gasoline, fresh shell fish, and crawdads. Basic necessities like candles, lamp 
oil, seeds, and more. 

	 Hazel approached the well kept shack and was swarmed with hugs. Her little sisters 
were like wasps. Poking and prodding, little barbs, she was unable to shake. To be honest, she 
didn’t want to shake them. As much as she loved the sounds of nature, she loved the embrace 
of her family. 

	 Hazel wiggled her way out of her sisters’ clutches and gave her Mama a kiss on the 
cheek. 

	 “Where’d you gone done run off to Cher?” Mama asked. “You left early dis mornin’. It’s 
damn near dark child.”

	 “Oh Mama, you worry too much.” Hazel replied. 

	 Hazel handed her mama a bundle of wildflowers and found feathers; and entered the 
shack. The rich smells of gumbo bubbled in a pot on top of the wood burning stove. Her 
mama’s gumbo signaled the weekend. Once the sun fell behind the sycamores the entire 



village would be out on their porches, sharing food and laughs. Each white-washed shack 
would offer a dish to share. Cornmeal wrapped in wax paper, beans filled with spice and heat, 
even small portions of cobbler made from the recent harvest of peaches would be served. 

	 Hazel loved summer weekends in the village. It gave her hope that humanity wasn’t 
completely lost. The way her family shared their love with others, made her proud to call herself 
creole. Hazel was named after the color of her eyes. A striking pale gray against her chocolate 
skin. A trait carried down by her mother’s ancestry. When the French immigrated to Louisiana 
they called themselves Creole, which was what they called the original migrants in the area. 
Her great-grandfather had come from Paris and soon after reaching the shores of Louisiana fell 
in love with a freed slave. Hazel’s grandmother had been freed from her Daddy’s master and 
had worked in an orphanage for other freed slaves. 

	 Hazel’s grandmother, Mabel Bell was walking the roads of her village when the pale 
young man crossed her path. He had little to his name and even less to offer. Mabel had 
dropped her scarf, and Hazel’s grandfather, Lucien Page rushed to retrieve it. He returned the 
scarf to the young woman and the rest was history. Or so she was told. Hazel had heard 
whispers that their marriage wasn’t always welcomed, but it hadn’t been uncommon in that 
time for French and German immigrants to marry people of color. No matter what their past 
had held, they clung to their love until the day they died. Mabel passed only days before Papa 
Lucian. Both of them raising a family of eight children, only one surviving to adulthood––Hazel’s 
Mama. A comfortable life, full of love and joy. Not much different than Hazel’s own life.  

	 Hazel’s soft gray eyes could also be found on her mother, but the rest of her siblings 
inherited their father’s deep obsidian pools. Hazel’s long, lean figure was also inherited from her 
mama. Both of them slender and tall. Hazel always thought that her mama could’ve graced the 
covers of magazines, but Mama would simply laugh and change the subject. 

	 Hazel’s Mama stepped through the screen door with Cara in toe. Cara was still a 
toddler and she clung to mama’s leg like a possum clinging to its mother. Mama stepped to the 
stove and stirred her pot of gumbo. 

	 “Are you going to sing for us this evening, Cher?” Mama asked. “You know, they luv it 
when’s you sing” 

	 “Mama, they don’t care a stitch if I sing.” Hazel replied. she looked down at her shoes 
with an edge of embarrassment.    

	 “You knows that’s a lie. I half tink that we stills have our dinners, just so theys can hear 
you sing. Now you get yo-self cleaned up for suppa. Yo daddy be home soon.”

	 The brothers came in with their catch of the day and slapped them down on the table. 
Mama squealed and told them tp take the fish outside. Both of the boys laughed and did as 



they had been told. Hazel rolled her eyes at her brothers and knew they brought in the fish just 
to get a reaction from Mama. 

	 Hazel collected water from a pot, warming on the back of the stove. She carried it to a 
small wash basin on the other side of the kitchen. She washed her hands and face and rinsed 
the smell of nature from her skin. Hazel loved the days where she was able to escape into the 
surrounding marsh and swamp and lose herself in the world around her. She carried a small 
notebook and pen, that her daddy had given her. She would write songs about her life. About 
her family. She would write about her dreams. She always dreamt of moving to Paris. To move 
back to where her granddaddy hailed from and sing. She wanted to sing. 

	 She knew her dreams of Paris were slim, but maybe just maybe, she could bring a bit of 
Paris to her small corner of Louisiana. She had asked her daddy for a piece of sheet music a 
few weeks back. A song called “La Vie en rose” A french song written by Edith Piaf. Hazel had 
stumbled across the song on the radio when she visited her daddy at the store. After World 
War II the song had brought new hope to France. Seeing the world with rose colored glasses. 
Seeing the world as a beautiful place. Hazel loved the view Piaf made. Hazel herself tried to 
see the world around her through rose colored glasses. 

	 Hazel had been grateful her parents had taught her french, or as much french that still 
flowed through their creole community. It had slowly been diluted down by English and slang 
but Hazel fought to hang on to the finer nuances of the french language. 

	 “Daddy! Daddy!” Bub yelled from outside. “Daddy’s home.”

	 All the children, including Hazel ran out to meet their father. His smile was bright and 
welcoming. he loved his family and it showed even after a hard days work. Hazel’s Mama 
smiled from the porch as she dried her hands with a towel. 

	 Daddy held up a large paper sack and held it over the children’s hands. They squealed 
with delight because they knew the bag held sweets. A treat only allotted to them on special 
occasions. 

	 ‘Why do you spoil the kids, Cher?” Mama asked. “You knows they’ll be runnin’ a muck 
til’ the wee hours.” 

	 “If Friday ain’t a special occasion, then what is?” He gave Mama a smile and then 
tossed the candy in the air and laughed as all the children scrambled to catch it. Even Hazel at 
the age of eighteen leapt for the pieces of hard candy. 

	 Papa walked passed the crazed children and gave Mama a kiss. They stood and 
watched as their children laughed and shared their sweet surprise. 

	 “I almost forgot.” Papa said. He pulled out a roll of papers from his back pocket. “Hazel, 
something arrived at the store for ya’.”




	 Hazel’s eyes shown with glee. There was only one thing she had asked her father for. 
The sheet music to “La Vie en rose”.

	 Hazel burst through the crowd of children and raced towards her parents. Her daddy 
held out the roll of sheet music and smiled as Hazel snatched it from his hand. Hazel unrolled 
the few sheets of paper and stared at the music notes on the page. She couldn’t quite read 
music but she could read the lyrics. She had memorized the pitch and tone of the song as it 
played over the small radio in the store. She hummed the music everyday since.

	 There was one person in the village that could play the music for her. Before her parents 
could stop her, Hazel ran to Mo Bigs’s house down by the water. He’d play anything Hazel 
asked him to. 

	 Mo’s shack sat on the outskirts of the village. His little home touched the edges of the 
marsh. The old gray-haired man sat in a wooden rocker on his front porch. A small hand-
carved pipe sat at the edge of his mouth. Mo was one of the older folks of their village and had 
fought in World War I. A hero in their little world. 

	 “Mo!” Hazel yelped.

	 “Hir there Hazel Mae, how is you this evnin’?” Mo replied in his heavy Creole accent.

	 “I’m good Mo, I have a favor. You comin’ to dinner tonight?”

	 “Of course. Yo mama makin’ her gumbo?” 

	 “She sure is.” Hazel replied. 

	 “Then I’ll be there.” Mo replied. “So waz dis’ favor?”

	 Hazel handed Mo the sheet music her daddy gave her. “Can you play this for me?” 

	 Mo took the music and looked it over. A soft smile touched his ragged lips. “Dis is a 
good one. I’ll play it fo ya Cher.”

	 “Thank ya, Mo.” 

	 “See you der.” Mo replied. 

	 Hazel was excited at the idea of singing her song at Friday dinner. Her mom was right, 
their small village enjoyed listening to her sing. The thought of signing the new song brought a 
lightness to her. The second best thing to nature for Hazel was music. 

	 The sun settled behind the trees and a full moon arose in its place. The families of the 
village congregated towards the center of the homes. Each bringing with them a collection of 
food and refreshments. Children ran down the dirt trails with glass jars, filled with lightning 
bugs. Hazel looked through the collecting crowd for her friend Mo. The old man came up the 
small rabbit trail that led from his home. In one hand he carried a spindled stool and in the 
other was a handmade fiddle. Hazel’s Daddy jogged over to the old man and relieved him of 
his stool then followed him to the rest of the party. 

	 “Did Hazel wrangle you into playin’.” Daddy asked. 




	 “You knows I’d take up playin’ for yo Hazel any time. Her voice. It like a songbird, dat 
gurl. She gonna be famous one of deez dayz.” Mo replied. 

	 Everyone settled in their places around large tables and mismatched chairs. Hazel 
came and settled herself down next to Mo. 

	 As everyone collected their food, Hazel prompted Mo to play. 

	 “We is bringin’ Paris to da Bayou.” Mo replied.

	 Hazel’s delicate voice spread across the crowd. Everyone quieted and listened as Hazel 
sang the richness of “La Vie en rose”. 

	 Her small piece of Paris in the Bayou. 


 




	 

	


