BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH
[image: image1.jpg]



 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1Sister Georgeanne Doucette
(Sister Mary-Roger)

April 16, 1929   -    June 26, 2017
“I will allure her; I will lead her into the desert
and speak to her heart.”

(Hosea 2:16)

On June 26, 2017 Sister Georgeanne Doucette, formerly known in religion as Sister Mary Roger, heard the Beloved call her to her heavenly home after having faithfully served the Lord for almost 71 years. Sister wrote her autobiography and her words follow:

In this biographical sketch, which turns out to be auto-biographical since I wish to “pen” it myself, I plan on presenting an accurate, yet brief account, of the un-accounted moments of my life.  Being no “Ste-Thérèse-de-Lisieux” this is by no means “l’Histoire d’une Ame.” Therefore, you can sit back and relax as no canonization process will be necessary…it would simply cost too much for the “devil’s advocate!” (The present tense is maintained throughout by way of emphasizing that the past has meaning only in as much as it is part of the now!)

Where to start a story, any story?  The best starting point is usually at the beginning.  This, therefore, takes me to my “at-home-period” which time spans the first 17 years of my life.

I hail from Grand Isle, Maine, a cozy little town of the St. John Valley in Northern Aroostook County, Maine, USA.  My arrival, the 14th child born on April 16, 1929, was to my parents, Leonard Doucette and Annie Cyr.  The entire brood consisted of eight girls and five boys preceding me with one other girl taking over my crib.

My parents are all that that word entails.  My hard-working Dad remains throughout his life a simple laborer.  He had the patience of Job!  Mom, his better-half, glows and glories in the arts and skills which not only make her a housekeeper, but more so, a home-maker and as such she stands out as the “femme-forte” at our home-front.  We are poor in worldly goods, but financially well-off in spiritual benefits due to the deep Christian values that our parents imbue in us daily. 

Since I think of myself as a normal human being, I like to believe that I have inherited genes from both parents.  Paternal genes contribute largely in making me a compassionate type of soul.  Maternal genes endow me mainly with a genuine sense of humor which will be a saving power many a time.  

My school years take me to Lincoln Grammar School, which at the time included the freshman and sophomore years of high school.  Here, devoted lay teachers as well as Good Shepherd Sisters keep me mentally alert, or “on my toes” as one would say.  Though physically “fragile” I give my all to my studies which are always a delight to me.  The Sisters who influence me most deeply at this point in time are, without any doubt, dear Sister Bernadette Laliberté (S.S. Alphée,) who remains “Ma chère Mère” through the thick and thin of my life;  Sister Clara Arsenault (Sister St. Marguerite de l’Eucharistie), my third and fourth grade teacher, who is my first contact with a religious teacher and whose influence marks, no doubt, the beginning of my vocation; Sister Renée Caron (Sister St. Marcella) whose enthusiasm as 7th and 8th grade teacher calls the best out of me and heightens my love for knowledge; Sister Marie Assunta (Mamie Levasseur), my high school teacher whose patience and kindness enkindles all the more the already burning desire of walking the “Nun’s Way!”  Then, off to St. Agatha Boarding School with the Daughters of Wisdom for my junior year. 

[One fact about her father not mentioned here was that he was a faithful servant of the Grand Isle “Fairy Boat” that left Grand Isle and crossed the St. John River to “Rivière Verte” (Green River in New Brunswick, Canada).  Americans liked to shop in Canada and Canadians liked to shop in the United States.  Without the “Fairy Boat,” they had to travel to Madawaska, Maine to cross to Edmundston, Canada.  The local Doctor Faucher also served Canadians any hour of the day or night and Mr. Doucette could always be counted on to make the crossing with him.]

[Another event that happened to Georgeanne as a young girl was when she was afflicted by a partial paralysis and had to be carried home from Lincoln School.  She and her mother had a great devotion to Thérèse of Lisieux and placed Georgeanne’s healing in the hands of the “Little Flower.”  Georgeanne finished that school year at home.  She continued to pray to St. Thérèse for a complete recovery and her prayers were answered.  The statue of St. Thérèse of Lisieux given to her by her mother remained forever at her bedside and she placed herself in her protection every day of her life.]

From the 8th grade to my entrance into the convent, I spent much volunteer time at the Rectory helping the cleaning woman with small duties.  My dear mother did the laundry at the Rectory.  For this, the Pastor, Father Lionel Brunnelle, paid my room and board at the Boarding School staffed by the Daughters of Wisdom located in St. Agatha, Maine.

The summer of 1946 brings me to my second phase of life which begins in August when I enter the Biddeford Novitiate.  That first year of Postulancy is spent at Saint Joseph School where I follow regular courses and receive my high school diploma in June of 1947.  Nothing extraordinary happens during my first two years of apprenticeship, except that I am happy and when one is happy that covers about everything.  “Un people heureux n’a pas d’histoire” sums it all up.

My motto as a young religious and for many years of my religious life was:  “Debout!  En Avant!  Toujours Mieux”!  It was only upon making my thirty-day retreat later that I changed my goal.

My Junior Professed years are spent likewise happily in Biddeford where for three years I    taught various grade levels.  Then, for a year in Lawrence, Massachusetts, I was a third grade teacher.  This year, I can truly say that I am lonely…perhaps the first and last time that I experience such feelings— with the exception of my years on an island (Bar Harbor, Maine).  So alarming is this short-lived period that I resolve to write to Father Lionel Brunnelle, my former Pastor of Grand Isle, Maine.  Father decides to answer my letter LIVE to my great surprise!  I can still see and hear him as he is about to leave “Well, my “chère ange” (as he likes to call me), you decide now if you want to come home or not.  If you opt to stay, you had better make up your mind to be a happy religious, for remember, my dear, “qu’un saint triste est un triste de saint.”  I promise him never to forget this and he leaves.  My canonical year finally comes, where at the Mother House in Quebec, along with my group and other wonderful Canadian Sisters, I complete another full year of studies, but more important to me, I pronounce my final vows with a firm resolve to live fully my Novitiate motto:  “Debout!  En Avant!  Toujours Mieux!”  This motto is well-defined and will surely make of me a “happy” saint!  In time, I will change my motto, but it is too early to let you in on it.

My first assignment after perpetual vows brings me to the small and cozy convent of Hamlin, Maine situated on the river bank of the St. John River.  It is here that for six years I daily commute to St. Mary School in Caswell Plantation.  Here I can honestly say that the best of myself is spent teaching the very poor of this region.  I have fifty students crammed in a small classroom comprising grades three, four and five. In addition, I am the Principal of the school.  After leaving this “front line,” I am named to our more spacious Van Buren Convent.  After several years, I return to “Home on the Range” where this time I again teach at St. Joseph School in Biddeford, Maine.

In 1964 I made my thirty-day retreat.  After thirty days of prayerful consideration, I realize that my Novitiate motto—grand as it is—has not accomplished the results long ago dreamed of.  I still have difficulty remaining “debout” (standing), and maintaining myself “en avant” (in the lead), much less claiming “toujours mieux” (always improving).  I resolve right then and there, with the blessing of the retreat Director that I will concentrate on “Don’t try dying, but die trying!”

After a year or two in the Biddeford area, I am assigned back to good old Van Buren where I remain not until death do I part, but until health is no longer mine to cherish. I remain there from 1966 to 1971.

In 1971, I’m assigned as Coordinator at St. Edward Convent on the beautiful Mt. Desert Island in Bar Harbor, Maine.  This year is one of loneliness and I realize once and for all that I’m not made to live on an island, and so I ask to be transferred.  I was not prepared to make home visitations and do the type of ministry demanded of me there.

In 1972, I was named to St. Andre Health Care Facility which gives me the opportunity to complete my studies for a Bachelor of Arts Degree and to graduate from St. Joseph College in North Windham, Maine—not bad for a Silver Jubilee Gift!

In 1973, I move on to St. Anne Convent in Lawrence, Massachusetts to work as a private tutor in the Education Center established and run by Sister Gertrude Cormier (Sr. St. Gertrude of the Cross.)

1974 to 1977 were my last years of teaching at St. Joseph School in Biddeford, Maine where I first began teaching and earned my high school degree after entering.

From 1977 to 1981, I did volunteer work at St. Andre Health Care Facility.  Next, I became bookkeeper and treasurer at St. Joseph Convent until 1990.  

In 1990, I was named to Bay View where I helped in the Gift Shop and as receptionist.

Sister Georgeanne’s autobiography ends with her entry in 1990.  Sr. Georgeanne stayed at Bay View from 1990 until 1996. Then because of declining health she was transferred to St. Joseph Convent in Biddeford where she resided at Good Shepherd Pavilion.  Here she continued to work for the Gift Shop and helped as a part-time receptionist.

Sister Georgeanne was a deeply spiritual person who was always searching for ways to communicate love and goodness to others.  She would tell the nursing staff that they were teaching her what it means to communicate love and goodness to others.  She had the pictures of the children and grandchildren of the staff on the wall of her room and prayed for them daily.  These snapshots went to the grave with her for they were tucked into her coffin. Each night she would invite the staff caring for her to say a night prayer with her and she would bless them with holy water.  She had a good influence on the staff.  Whenever they needed prayer, Sister was the one they went to.

To her dying day, she remained very devoted to her spiritual life.  The Eucharist was central to her prayer life. She would always kiss the host before consuming it.

On the Friday before she died she sang the Weston Priory hymn “Hosea” twice with all the verses—“Come back to me with all your heart, don’t let fear keep us apart!  Long have I waited for your coming home to me and living our new life.”

Sister composed a poem to the Good Shepherd entitled “The Lord Is My Shepherd” which gives deep insight into her spiritual life.  This was read to her as she lay dying.  It follows:


Through looming shadows, as in light, your Spirit


Hovers over me, Lord,


Enlightening my path,



 Leading me



  Onward to



   Recapturing the peace,



    Designed to




Integrate the broken




 Self with its





Mystical counterpart, beckoning the





 Yearnings of the heart to envision the






Surety of one’s promised






 Heritage--such that






  Each new day holds the






   Possibility of






    Heralding a faith-filled






     Encounter, capable of






      Restoring the hope in a life

       Destined to love!

Another little poem “Thanks” that she composed follows:



There is so much reason to be joyful




  Help us, O Lord, to be grateful. For 

    All that we have are gifts from you.




      Never ceasing is your LOVE to




          Kindle in us a generous spark




              So we can sing, LORD, HOW GREAT THOU ART!







              HOW GREAT THOU ART!

Sister Georgeanne’s Mass of Christian Burial took place at St. Joseph Convent on June 29, 2017.  At her request, Reverend David Schlaver, C.S.C. was the celebrant and homilist.  In his homily, he shared the following:

“I felt very close to Sister Georgeanne over these last few years as she sat deep in prayer in her wheelchair by the entrance to the chapel at Mass.  I had to greet her before Mass and take her hand.  We would share a few words.  Something was happening between us, leading to another long meeting in her room just a few weeks before her death.

That day, she was exuberant, sharing pictures of her own family and families of the staff. She also shared fond memories of her life as a religious, grasping her heart and accepting whatever the Lord had in store for her.  Ever the teacher, she now surrounded herself with spiritual books, with new ideas and artistic renditions of saints and angels.  Her mind was alert and her spiritual heart strong.  She was clearly going to communicate love and goodness as God wills until her last breath! And she felt her Community and the wonderful staff here were teaching her how to do just that!

All of you here at St. Joseph Convent appreciated the attention and blessings she so freely extended.  With her loving God she wants us to wipe away our tears and rejoice in her victory!

Sister Georgeanne believed that she was precious in God’s eyes.  She returned His love throughout her 88 years.  On Monday she heard Him calling her name and she went to Him without fear.  Now nothing separates her from the love of Christ.  May His light shine ever upon our dear Sister Georgeanne and all of us gathered here in her memory. AMEN. 

Sister Georgeanne was buried in St. Joseph Cemetery, Biddeford, Maine on June 29, 2017.

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

The Feast of St. Martha

July 29, 2017
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