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Celebrating the Life of

Carolyn Sue “Susie” Harris
Saturday, June 5, 2021   2:00 p.m.

Broussard’s Chapel
Nederland, Texas

Reverend Tony Harris 
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Katie Meaux 

“Amazing Grace” 
by Alan Jackson

Obituary 

“The Rose”
Carl Stewart
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Prayer

“Go Rest High On That Mountain” 
by Vince Gill
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Carolyn Sue ‘Susie’ Harris, 72 
years young, of Fannett, passed 
away Tuesday, June 1, 2021.  She 
was born September 2, 1948, in Port 
Arthur, to Joe and Lolly Almond.

Susie met Gus, the love of her life, 
on a blind date in 1966 in Buna, 
married shortly thereafter, and 
cherished over fifty-four years 
of wedded bliss.  

Known as “Mrs. Susie”, she 
touched many lives during the 
thirty plus years in her day care 
businesses.  However, the most 
cherished name to her family 
was “Mom” or “MawMaw”.  She 
could always be found at every 

activity and celebration of her kids and grandkids.  She had a heart full of 
love and she treasured family gatherings, especially Easter. She loved to 
laugh and tell funny stories about her family.  No matter what the situation, 
she could always find humor.  

Susie suffered with severe Rheumatoid Arthritis and other conditions 
for twenty years but one would never know it from her strength and 
stamina.  She never complained and still had her laugh even in the last 
few days.

Those left to cherish her memory are her husband, Gus Harris, of 
Fannett; sons, Roger Harris and wife, Kelli, of Fannett; and Mike Harris 
and wife, Susan, of Buna; daughter, Amanda Harris Meaux, of Beaumont; 
grandchildren, Larrit Harris, of Beaumont; Dustin Tillery, of Fannett; 
Jaci Harris, of Fannett; Colton Harris and wife, Aaren, Emilee Wood and 
husband, Michael, and Korbin Harris, all of Buna; Katie Harris Meaux, 
of Galveston; and Cameron Meaux, of Beaumont; great-grandchildren, 
Anna Harris; Wesley and Korbin Wood; and Jason Dean – on the way;  
loving brother and sister, Avery Almond and wife, Luz, of Gause, Texas 
and JoAnn Rieve and husband, George, of Labelle.  Also, special loves- 
her Petey Bird, Percy the cat, and grand-dog, Harlow.

Okay Mama, when we all get our second wind we’re leaving, so we will 
see you again someday.
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The Meanest Mother (Mawmaw Edition)

I had the meanest mother in the whole world. While other kids ate candy 
for breakfast, I had to have cereal, eggs or toast. When others had cokes 
and candy for lunch, I had to eat a sandwich. And you can guess my mother 

fixed us a dinner that was different from other kids, too.
But at least, I wasn’t alone in my sufferings. My siblings had the same 
mean mother as I did. My mother insisted upon knowing where we were 
at all times. You’d think we were on a chain gang.  She had to know who 
our friends were and where we were going.  She insisted if we said we’d 

be gone an hour, that we be gone one hour or less--
not one hour and a minute. 

The worst is yet to come. We had to wear clean clothes and take a bath. We 
had to be in bed by nine each night and up at eight the next morning. We 
couldn’t sleep till noon like our friends.  So while they slept my mother 
actually had the nerve to break the child-labor laws. She made us work. 
We had to wash dishes, make beds, learn to cook and all sorts of cruel 
things.  I believe she laid awake at night thinking up mean things to do 
to us. She always insisted upon us telling the truth, the whole truth and 

nothing but the truth, even if it killed us
- and sometimes it nearly did. 

By the time we were teen-agers, she was much wiser, and our life 
became even more unbearable.  None of this honking the horn of a car 
for us to come running.  She embarrassed us to no end by making our 
dates and friends come to the door to get us.  If I spent the night with a 
friend, you can imagine she checked on me to see if I were really there.  
I never had the chance to elope in Mexico. That is if I’d had a boyfriend 
to elope with. While my friends were dating at the mature age of 12 and 

13, my old fashioned mother refused to let me date until 15 and 16. 
As the years rolled by, first one and then the other of us was put to 
shame. We graduated from high school. None of us was allowed the 
pleasure of being a drop-out. My mother was a complete failure as a 
mother.  Out of three children, none of us have ever been arrested, we 
all have families and gave her beautiful grandchildren, do work that we 

are proud of, and go to bed each night in homes that we’ve paid for.  
And whom do we have to blame for the terrible way we turned out?  
You’re right, our mean mother.  Look at the things we missed. We 
never got drunk, took up smoking, stayed out gallivanting all night, or a 
million other things, the other kids got to do. She forced us to grow up 

into God-fearing, educated, honest adults. 
As I try to raise my own children, I stand a little taller and am filled with 

pride when they call me mean. Because, you see, I thank God, 
He gave me the meanest mother in the whole world.
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Please sign Mrs. Harris’ guest book and share your memories at 
broussards1889.com

Gathering of Family & Friends
Friday June 4, 2021

6:00 p.m. until 9:00 p.m.
Broussard’s Chapel
Nederland, Texas

Pallbearers
Larrit Harris
Dustin Tillery
Colton Harris
Korbin Harris
Michael Wood
David Brower

Honorary Pallbearer
Cameron Meaux

Interment
Greenlawn Memorial Park

Groves, Texas


