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There are many ways to describe a person: 

by the job they hold, the people they are sur-

rounded by, their religious affiliation, their 

family, their hobbies, or the things that they 

enjoy in life. 

A man once told me that we are simple, but 

we are complex human beings living in a 

simple, yet complex world. I find this to be 

my starting point in writing this story of my 

uncle, Ralph Conant, who passed from this 

life on Wednesday, November 16, 2011. 

Ralph James Conant was the fourth of seven 

children born to Roque and Florence Conant 

on July 8, 1933, just ten short years before 

the Great Depression, when life in the south 

was simple. It was hard, but honorable, 

growing up in the small community town of 

Natchitoches, Louisiana. Many of us knew 

each otherôs families, and if not, cousins and 

distant cousins became best friends. When 

you want to know something about a person, 

you ask family.  

In trying to express who my uncle was, what 

he stood for in life, what kind of father, hus-

band, uncle, and friend he was, I asked a few 

family members to help me.    

In June 1982, I had the honor of delivering 

the eulogy at my grandmotherôs Christian 

Burial Mass. I spoke of the love Mama Flor-

ence had for her children. I indicated that her 

love was a virtue and I associated a particu-

lar virtue with each child. When I spoke of 

her love for Uncle Ralph, I said that she 

loved him with compassion. I remember that, 

after the service, Uncle Ralph questioned me 

about how I chose each virtue, as he felt that 

each virtue truly fit the character of the child. 

We never spoke any more about it, but on that 

day I remember he was moved by the speech. 

If you knew Uncle well, you would discover 

that he was compassionate, even though he 

did not show it often.   

ð 

Ralphôs youngest brother, DEACON 

CHARLES CONANT, delivered the Homily 

at Uncleôs funeral Mass. The following is the 

text from his Homily: ñIf I could add an in-

scription to Ralphôs headstone it would read 

almost the same as his E-mail address, óRalph 

is gone fishing.ô Because that is what his pas-

Ralph James Conant, Gone fishing... 



sion in life was. Fishing was his main recrea-

tion. Ralph retired after he had worked over 

35 years in printing.  He bought him and Bet-

ty a place down along Cane River so that he 

could be close enough to go fishing whenev-

er he wanted to. His family was the only 

thing in his life that came before fishing. If 

you wanted to see him have fun just take him 

fishing. I remember when I was about 12 or 

13 years old, my brother would wake me up 

at 4:30 or 5:00 a.m. so that I could go fishing 

with him. My job was to pull the boat while 

he fished. I couldnôt fish because I made too 

much noise and would scare the fish away, 

and if I didnôt pull the boat just right so that 

he could hit the spot he wanted to cast in, he 

had no problem letting me know. Like, 

óBLANKðBLANK, Charles, canôt you do 

anything right?ô It wasnôt until I got older 

and started fishing myself that I realized the 

real reason he didnôt want me to fish was be-

cause he didnôt want anyone catching more 

fish than he did. 

Family was first and know that he worked 

some long hours from time-to-time in order 

to give his family as much as he possibly 

could. He may not have been able to give 

them all they wanted, but he made their lives 

as comfortable as he could. He prepared 

them as well as anyone could to face the 

problems of this world. 

Iôm sure to some people Ralph may have 

seemed like a hard person at times. Yes, he 

did have his ways; he had an opinion about 

almost any and every thing. I was lucky, I 

only saw him really angry a couple of times 

over personal things. I never heard of him 

refusing to help anyone that asked him for 

help. In his younger days he was more than 

generous with his time and talents, but when 

he retired he made up his mind that he was 

going to do WHAT HE WANTED, WHEN 

AND HOW HE WANTED, AT ALL 

TIMES, and he didnôt tolerate any one ques-

tioning him. If you didnôt like it that was 

your problem. 

I do know that inside 

my brother was a 

warm, loving, caring 

person about a lot of 

things. Betty saw 

more of that side of 

him than anyone 

else. I didnôt get to 

see all of that side of 

him until a couple of 

months ago, after he 

had a stroke. I do 

remember reading in 

scripture how Christ 

cried when he heard 

of the death of his 

friend, Lazarus, be-

cause he loved him 

so deeply. My broth-

er Ralph had that 

kind of love inside 

of him. When I came 

here to see him from 

Houston, when I 

walked into the 

room, he burst out in 

tears because he was 

so glad to see me. 

The next day, when I 

brought him Holy 

Communion, again 

he cried, and when I 

was leaving, I prayed 

over him, and he cried 

the whole time. Jesus 

had love in His heart that 

made Him cry. Ralph 

had that same love in his 

heart that made him cry.  

Scripture tells us that we 

are judged in this life not 

only by the things that 

we say and do, but by 

what God reads in our 

hearts.  

YES, I SAY MY 

BROTHER IS ENJOY-

ING HEAVEN TODAY 

BECAUSE OF THE 

LOVE THAT HE HAD 

IN HIS HEART FOR 

GOD AND FOR EACH 

AND EVERY ONE OF 

US. 

When I heard how he 

had died, the first 

thought that came to 

mind was that God loved 

him enough to spare him 

from suffering any long-

er. 

So I say today, óPray for 

me, Bro,ô and for all of 

my other relatives, to all 

the Saints and Angels in 

heaven, that God will 

give me the grace to join 

you when my time 

comes.  

I TELL YOU THIS, 

BRO, IF YOU HELP 

ME GET TO HEAVEN 

WHERE YOU ARE, 

IôLL PULL THE BOAT 

FOR YOU, ONE TIME. 

THEN YOU HAVE TO 

GET US A TROLLING 

MOTER.ò 

Deacon Charles 

Conant (Brother): 



Ralph and sister, Velma Veronica Conant Metoyer 

Velma Veronica Conant Metoyer (Sister): 

My life remembrance with my brother start-

ed later in life. Ralph was four years younger 

than me, so when we were all home with our 

parents we did not hang out together a lot, 

but to skip over the years, we had a very 

close and enjoyable relationship later in life, 

especially after he retired and moved back to 

Louisiana. We called each other almost eve-

ry day and had hours of conversations from 

political to religious. We solved lots of prob-

lems and made some for others, but it was 

always such an enjoyable time that we 

shared. When he came to California to visit 

we always took time to go to the Casino, 

which we both enjoyed. He always told me 

about his fishing experiences; those were the 

joy of his life. I will always hear him saying 

when he answered the telephone, ñWhat you 

doing, girl?ò  

I miss my brother so much, but am thankful 

for the precious time he gave us together.  

LOVE YOU MUCH, BRO. 

Monique Conant-Valencia, Granddaughter  

One of Uncle Ralphôs creations  
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