








Dawn Pomes still remembers 
how helpless she felt seeing her 
4-year-old son Cody’s toys tossed 
so carelessly among the debris of 
mud and marsh grass that fi lled her 
recently built home.
     For some reason, that was 
the boldest demonstration of the 
vulnerability she felt after Hurricane 
Katrina. Th e toys underscored the 
seemingly random devastation of 
their entire way of life.
     “I know a lot of people who 
lost their homes, and everybody 
is scattered now,” she said. “It will 
never be the same.”

      Pomes grew up in Chalmette, and had moved to her new 
home in Slidell fi ve months before evacuating for the storm. 
Located on a quiet, oak tree-lined dead end road, her home is 
secluded but convenient to Slidell.
 “We had bought that 35-acre property when my son was 
a year old, and I wanted to be in that house before he started 

kindergarten,” she said. “We had picked out the plans and made 
the exact changes we wanted. It was our dream house, a place we 
thought we would never move from.”
 Long-time residents said they’d never fl ooded, and Pomes 
and her husband, Chris, purposely built up their lot an 
additional 12 feet.
 “We got 5 ½ feet in the house, so it had to be a huge tidal 
wave,” she said. “We thought we had built high enough.  I was 
actually more worried about wind damage from the storm, but 
that was minimal.”
 Th ey had evacuated, so Cody wouldn’t be traumatized by the 
storm. Initially, they evacuated to Vicksburg, MS then they went 
to Marksville, LA to stay with a family friend until it was safe to 
return to Slidell.
 “After the storm, we lived with my mom at her house in 
Slidell until we got a FEMA trailer that following January, 
and Cody loved spending so much time with her,” Pomes said. 
“He seemed to take it all in stride. I guess he was too young to 
understand the impact of the storm.”
 But Pomes was devastated.
 “Th e marsh grass was the worst,” she said. “It was piled up 
against the front of the house and the back of the house. Th ere 
was mud all over the house, and everything was tossed about 
everywhere. We eventually had to get a bobcat to move the 
marsh grass from the front of the house.”

 And snakes were everywhere — in the cabinets, in the drawers.
 “Chris and his dad fought with the snakes,” she said. “Th ey 
were leaving the doors open because there was no power, and an 
alligator wandered into my bedroom one night.”
 Her husband’s crab shipping business on the Rigolets was 
also destroyed. Pomes was grateful that Boh Bros. managed to 
set up a base of operations in Baton Rouge, so at least she had 
a job.   
 With so much uncertainty, everyone, including Pomes, was 
happy to be earning a paycheck.
 “Boh Bros. was involved in many emergency repairs, so it 
was important that they get back up and running.  It was also a 
priority for them to make sure their employees were paid which 
is a testament to how much they value their employees.”
 Pomes celebrated her 25th anniversary with Boh Bros. in 
August. Her husband, Chris, rebuilt his business.
 Th ey are back in their house, but the quality of the 
contractor’s work in the post-hurricane scurry to complete 
everyone’s home was a bit shoddy. Many of the oaks along the drive 
to the house have since died from Katrina’s saltwater storm surge. 
 Th ey have considered moving because there will always be that 
fear of it happening again. hey had a scare with Hurricane Isaac 
where the water rose pretty high but luckily didn’t get into the house. 
 “I love our house and property and would hate to move, but 
hurricane season is always a stressful time of the year.”

An avid fi sherman, Buck McCalla 
had fi rst-hand knowledge of how 
much Louisiana’s coastal marshes 
have deteriorated in recent years. 
Consequently, he was mostly packed 
and ready to evacuate when he woke 
up on Sunday, August 28 and saw 
on the weather radar that Hurricane 
Katrina had increased in strength 
and was headed straight for south 
Louisiana as a Category 5 storm.
      “I’d been living in Chalmette 
since 1972 and fi shing my whole 
life, so I’d seen a lot of changes 
with erosion,” McCalla said. “I knew 
the Gulf wasn’t far away, but right 
back there. When she was coming, 
I knew it was going to be bad.”

 His neighbors had picked on him the day before for being 
overly cautious as he boarded up his windows and made 
preparations to leave his home. Of course, he didn’t realize at the 
time that he would be leaving forever.
 “I had just fi nished remodeling that house, so all that money 
just went,” he said, throwing his hand up in the air. “I had made 
kitchen cabinets from 150-year-old long leaf pine.”
 McCalla evacuated with his wife and son to a relative’s home 
in Brookhaven, Miss. 
 He was receiving updates on conditions back home from 

some friends who worked for the water board and with St. 
Bernard Parish, until the phones went dead.
 “I already knew it was bad before they showed it on TV,” 
he said. “I just felt devastated. It was terrible knowing that all 
my neighbors and remaining family I had down there, that 
everything was destroyed, and of course, not knowing my 
future, if I was going to have a job or a place to live. I had no 
idea what I was going to do.”
 Th e family traveled from Mississippi to McCalla’s mother’s 
home in Crossville, Tenn. where they enrolled their 7-year-old 
son in school.
 “I had to bring him to school to enroll him with all new kids 
and leave him there,” he said, tears coming to his eyes. “I had to 
get him started there because I didn’t know what was going on 
here and where we were going to live.”
 Leaving his family in Tennessee was diffi  cult, but McCalla 
knew he had to return to Louisiana to try and patch together 
what remained of their lives.
 “I fi gured Boh Bros. would survive but I didn’t know in what 
capacity,” he said. “I got ahold of Walter (Dauterive, welder shop 
foreman), and he told me that they were setting up shop in the 
old Louisiana Machinery building in Hammond. I packed up 
my Goodwill clothes and came on down.”
 McCalla lived in an offi  ce in that building for a few months, and 
he worked on equipment that he knew guys in the fi eld were using on 
important projects that were helping to restore people’s way of life.
 “Work helped me get through it,” he said. “Working seven 
days a week, I didn’t have time to think about the bad things.”

 When Boh Bros. made the decision to relocate the former 
Japonica Street mechanics/equipment shop to Hammond, 
McCalla bought a house in Loranger.
 “I didn’t want to make that long commute to Chalmette, and 
Loranger is only about 22 miles from the Hammond shop,” he said.
 Th e only family McCalla had left in Louisiana, his brother 
and sister, moved to Texas after the hurricane. Many of his close 
friends returned to the old neighborhood because of their jobs in 
nearby oil refi neries. McCalla still misses them.
 “It’s tough when you’re used to seeing those people everyday,” 
he said. “Th ey can’t just up and leave, and it’s an hour and a half 
ride to Chalmette from here.”
 McCalla also misses the way of life he enjoyed in the close-
knit, Chalmette community. 
 “It was a good life, with low crime and close fi shing,” he said. 
“I could get up on a Saturday morning, leave the house at 6 a.m. 
and be fi shing for 6:30 a.m. Now, I have to get up at 3 or 4 a.m. to 
get to saltwater fi shing where I can catch speckled trout and redfi sh.”
 However, McCalla admits that the neighborhood has 
changed. Many of the old familiar faces and places are only 
shadows that haunt remnants of the devastation that seem to be 
everywhere, even 10 years later.
 Besides, he’s put down new roots — both at Boh’s mechanics/
equipment shop in Hammond, and in his new home. 
 “When I moved into my new house, I learned that the guy 
across the street is from Chalmette,” McCalla said. “Maybe a year 
goes by, and a couple from Chalmette moves in down the block.”
 He added that it makes sense for Boh Bros. to have its 

equipment facility in Hammond because it’s centrally located to 
serve projects in both New Orleans and Baton Rouge.
 “I hope Boh Bros. doesn’t decide any time soon to move it,” 
McCalla said. “I’m kind of partial to the area now that I live 
here.”
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	 Spera, who had spent most of his 33 years with Boh as an 
operator, was happy to be doing something so familiar amid the 
tumult of the disaster.
	 “That was a relief to me to come back and be on a piece of  
equipment and do what I knew best,” said Spera, who is a second- 
generation Boh operator. “My father, Joe Spera, was here for 38 
years. That’s what I’ve done all my life. That’s who I am, what I am.”
	 By the time Boh had won the contract for construction of 
the new Twin Spans, most of the company’s employees had 
returned, allowing Spera to resume his role as foreman.
	 When Emile Rome, Boh’s former training director, 
announced he was retiring in 2013, he recommended Spera for 
the position. Thirty years of field experience, combined with 
OSHA 500 outreach instructor credentials, made Spera a perfect 

fit for the job.
	 Hurricane Katrina’s impact has been far-reaching and 
lasting, Spera added. 
	 “I lost two friends to suicide,” he said. “When I think 
about what brought them to make that decision, I realize that, 
ultimately, Katrina was the cause of it.”
	 The friends didn’t have insurance or jobs to come back to, so 
they were left homeless.
	 “That’s what caused them to get divorced, and ultimately, 
it caused them to take their lives,” Spera said. “The storm took 
them. It makes you realize how fortunate you are to have a 
family and a company to support you.”
	 Humor always helped to relieved the pain; he often talks 
about the level of flood water stating, “I only had about 12 inches 
of water in my home, that’s 12 inches on the second floor”!
	 Spera’s father and father-in-law built their home in Meraux, 
so it was difficult for his wife to leave it. However, their new 
home in Poydras (which is seven feet higher) is close to the river 
levee and on a much larger property that allows room for their 
quarter horses to roam.

Nathaniel Sherman had seen a PBS 
special about how a Category 2 or 
3 hurricane had tested the limits of 
New Orleans’ levee system, so there 
was no way he was going to stick 
around when Katrina was heading 
for New Orleans as a Cat 5.
     “We stayed for Betsy in 1965 
and had to sit in the house for two 
weeks with two feet of water,” he 
recalled. “Everybody said Betsy 
was a once in a lifetime event, 
that it would never happen again. 
Nobody goes through that twice in 
a lifetime.”
     So, for the first time in his life, 
Sherman evacuated to Houston, 

bringing his wife and three of his daughters to the safety of a hotel.
	 Three other of his daughters are police officers and had to 
stay behind.
	 “Leaving three of my daughters behind was the hardest thing 
I did in my life,” he said. “I couldn’t get in touch with them for 
days, only seeing news reports of what they were going through. I 
was a worried soul.”
	 Even after he learned that the levees had breached, he didn’t 
imagine that his home on Bundy Road in eastern New Orleans 
would be flooded.
	 “Never in my wildest dreams did I think my house would 
flood because I live in an area that never floods,” Sherman said. 
“I even left my 2000 Yukon Denali gassed up and ready to go. 
I told my daughter that, if the city got water, she could use my 
Denali because it was higher up than her car.”
	 When he finally made it back into the city and to his house 
on Bundy Road, Sherman realized that he had lost everything.

	 “I don’t want to say lost, because we replaced it,” he added. 
“The only thing, really, was my mom’s house. She was 89, and 
she lost everything. I think that’s what killed her. It grieved her 
that she couldn’t get back to her house.”
	 At the time, Sherman had been Boh Bros.’ crane yard 
foreman for eight years. He knew that, if anyone were to fix the 
breaches at New Orleans’ three outfall canals, it would be Boh Bros.
	 “I called everybody I could think of, trying to find out what 
the work situation would be,” he said. “I managed to get 
in touch with Harold Douvillier, my immediate supervisor. He 
said, ‘If you could get back, we will give you a place to live and 
we can save the city.’ That was important to me, to save the city. 
This is my city. My family and my life are here.”
	 Sherman and his son, Oran Perrier, who is a pile-driving 
foreman for Boh, rolled up their sleeves and went to work at 
the London Avenue Canal. Initially, Sherman worked as a pile 
driver, driving sheet piling to close the breaches there.
	 “It didn’t seem real to me; it really didn’t,” Sherman said. 
“It was almost like a dream, a nightmare, really. I saw this guy 
bringing in these bodies, and someone said, ‘It’s their parents, and 
they don’t want you gawking because they are dead.’ I couldn’t 
believe it. I would never do something like that.”
	 He focused on doing the job at hand, and in between, helped 
to search the water for people living or dead.
	 “For lunch one day, I went with state troopers to search a 
house for dead bodies,” Sherman said. “Thank God the house 
was empty that we went to search.”
	 Once the initial emergency repairs were made to the 
breaches, Sherman moved on to be part of the team that built 
the interim pumps and closure structures at the canal.
	 “We would meet at the 17th Street Canal and then convoy out 
to the London Avenue Canal on that road we built,” he recalled. 
	 An earlier Boh crew had built a limestone road to bypass the 
floodwaters that remained on the Orleans Parish side of the 17th 

From his sister-in-law’s home in 
Austin, Texas, Anthony Spera 
watched television footage of water 
pouring through the breached 
levees and realized his Meraux 
home had flooded. He turned to his 
wife and asked her one question.
     “You did not listen to me about 
dropping the flood insurance, did 
you?”
      She replied with one glorious 
syllable. “No.”
     About a month earlier, Spera 
and his wife had one of those 

heated discussions about bills. He wanted to decrease expenses 
by dropping some of their insurance coverage, but she countered 

that the flood insurance was the cheapest of them all.
	 “I told her that we would never need it because our 
homeowner’s would pay,” Spera recalled. “Fortunately, when we 
evacuated, my wife took all of the pictures and important papers. 
She was real proficient about that.”
	 They lost most everything else when 12ft. of flood waters 
inundated their home.
	 A friend offered them a place to stay in Hammond for a while,  
and then they moved into a trailer while working on their damaged 
home. The couple eventually received enough flood insurance 
and Louisiana Road Home money to purchase another home.
	 Initially, Spera, who was a labor foreman at the time, didn’t 
know if he would have a job or not because he assumed all of 
Boh’s equipment had flooded.
	 “I had no contact with anyone at the company until about a 
week later when I spoke to the general superintendent of heavy 
construction,” he recalled. “He told me that he needed me to come 
back as soon as I could to work on the emergency repair of the 
Twin Spans, but not as a foreman, as an equipment operator.” 
One week later, with a camper in tow, he reported for work.
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Street Canal, via the Lakefront Marina, to access the London 
Avenue Canal.
	 “I felt like it was all over for New Orleans,” Sherman said. “I 
just thought the city would disappear. I came because I cared. 
When Harold Douvillier said, ‘We are trying to save the city,’ 
that is all I needed to hear.”
	 Eventually, Sherman returned to working where he usually 
does, at Boh’s Almonaster Yard, but things there were most 
definitely not as usual.
	 With no traffic or lights anywhere, the silence and darkness 
were almost overwhelming.
	 “I used to get down off the interstate at the Chef Highway 
exit, see total darkness and scream, and nobody would hear 
me,” Sherman said. “I would just scream. It was like living on a 

different planet.”
	 Looking into the distance at a memory, he added, “It’s 
amazing the little things that people focus on. I would look 
around the yard, and the trees had no leaves. There were no 
birds. We used to see rabbits in the yard and hogs running down 
the highway. There were so many dead animals, and birds that 
didn’t have trees to live in. That bothered me.”
	 Sherman would work 12-hour days at the yard and then do 
whatever he could do to clean up at his house. 
	 “One day, while I was scraping up the floors, I looked out 
the window, and the streetlight was on,” he said. “That’s when I 
knew we were coming back. Hey, we bounced back. That’s what 
matters. It’s not how many times you get knocked down, but 
how many times you get back up.”

Nathaniel Sherman 
crane yard foreman
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“That was a relief to me to come back  
and be on a piece of equipment and  
do what I knew best.”
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In hindsight, the decision not to 
evacuate for Hurricane Katrina was 
not Alton Williams’ best, but he 
loathed the idea of sitting in traffic 
and spending money he didn’t have 
on hotels.
     Williams had recently taken a 
job as the maintenance man at Boh 
Bros.’ main office in downtown 
New Orleans, a move that marked a 
turn for the better in his life.
     “I had a long-time job with a 
company manufacturing products 
for the railroads and they pulled 

up and moved to Salt Lake City,” Williams said.  “They told me 
that, if I wanted to keep my job, I had to move there. But they 
don’t have any redfish or speckled trout in Salt Lake City.”
	 So Williams secured his beloved, 19-foot boat (a 2002 Logic 
186), stocked up fuel for his generator, and hunkered down for 
what he thought would be only a few days of stormy weather.
	 “It was just me and my little Shih Tzu, Peaches, who was 
only six or eight months old at the time,” he said.
	 Williams had lived for eight years in his home in Pines 

Village, in eastern New Orleans. Neighbors who lived there 
much longer said it had never flooded. The neighborhood was in 
a zone that didn’t even require flood insurance.
	 The night Hurricane Katrina made landfall, Williams 
couldn’t sleep for the howling of the wind and rain.
	 “I was trying to peak outside and see if it was flooding, but 
it was raining so hard you couldn’t see for the debris,” he said. “I 
didn’t know the levee had breached.”
	 Once the flooding started, Williams raced to move things 
into the attic.
	 “Within another 10 or 15 minutes, it was in my house,” 
Williams recalled. “It happened so fast. It was like whitewater 
rapids coming into the house.”
	 His car and truck were already under water. Williams had 
strapped his beloved boat to the fence posts, and he couldn’t free 
it before the prop and motor went under water.
	 He heard cries for help. Williams realized that two men 
were trapped against his fence by the rushing water, and that he 
would have to rescue them.
	 “I told them to grab the rope and pull themselves into the 
boat,” Williams said. “I had to get a life preserver to put on their 
Rottweiler, Minnie, because she was over 160 pounds and scared.”
	 The water was rushing in so fast from the west, from the 
direction of the Industrial Canal, that Williams was afraid his 
house would come off its pillars. He figured the boat would be 
the safest place.

	 “We couldn’t get the top up on the boat because of all of the 
rain and wind, so we held a tarp over our heads,” Williams said. 
“It was scary.”
	 Mercifully, the storm ceased its raging for a time. The men took 
the dogs and made their way into the shelter of Williams’ house.
	 Once the danger of the storm had passed, the human chaos 
began, with “gangs” of people walking around all hours of the 
day and night in search of food and shelter, Williams said. “It 
was nerve racking. I didn’t know who might try anything.”
	 Williams had water and a freezer full of enough red fish and 
speckled trout to sustain him for a while. 
	 “I would alternate the generator between the freezer, the 
refrigerator, the fan and the radio,” he said. “I heard about the 
Superdome and the Convention Center and realized I wasn’t 
going there.”
	 When he ran out of gas for the generator, he siphoned fuel 
out of the boat’s motor. Still, his supplies were almost entirely 
depleted after about 10 days, so the men tried to make their way 
toward high ground, wading through the water with the dogs.
	 “It was frustrating, so we decided to go back to my house,” 
Williams said. “We found a little flat boat that we paddled to the 
highway now and then.”
	 Eventually, the National Guard came and ordered them to 
leave, establishing a pick up point on the highway.
	 “They told me I couldn’t take my dog with me,” said 
Williams, his voice breaking for the first time. “That was pretty 

hurtful. I opened a bunch of tuna, poured water in the bowl, 
cracked the door open, and I had to leave her. I was just hoping 
she would make it.”
	 The National Guard deposited the men on the Interstate 610 
overpass, where they awaited helicopters to transport them to the 
Louis Armstrong International Airport.
	 “When I got there, that really got to me because I saw everybody 
holding their dogs,” Williams said, tears coming to his eyes.
	 Williams didn’t want to be flown off to some unknown, 
un-chosen destination, so he borrowed a phone, got in touch 
with his brother-in-law, and found out his wife was at Jimmy 
Swaggart Ministries in Baton Rouge.
	 “I walked outside, ran across a guy who had a bus, and gave 
him $75 to take us to Baton Rouge,” he said.
	 It was weeks before Williams could get permission to return 
to the city and make his way back to his home in Pines Village.
	 A big Rottweiler had taken up residence there, but there was 
no sign of Peaches.
	 “I kept calling her name. ‘Peaches, Peaches, Peaches,’” 
Williams said. “I thought I saw a dog down the street and, all of 
sudden, she was by my feet with about 300 stickers on her.”
	 The dog was traumatized and wouldn’t come close to him for 
some time.
	 “Every time it rains, she hears the thunder before I do, and 
she gets scared,” Williams said. “I just hold her and make her feel 
better. She is scarred, but she’s still living.”

Probably what helped Ricky Tamor 
survive the horrors he witnessed 
after Hurricane Katrina were an 
abiding sense of decency, a healthy 
sense of humor, and his strong ties 
to Boh Bros.
     “My wife says, ‘When you die, 
all I’ll be able to say is he worked at 
Boh Bros. because you live, eat and 
sleep that company,’” Tamor said, 
shaking his head and chuckling. 
He’s been with the company for 40 
years, so it’s sort of in his blood.
     While Hurricane Katrina was 
on her way to destroy his lower 
St. Bernard Parish neighborhood, 
Tamor and his wife were preparing 

to celebrate the birthday of his 81-year-old father, who lives 
next door.
	 “We had a birthday cake sitting on the counter that day, and 
we didn’t ever eat it because it flooded,” Tamor said.
	 He and his father had never before evacuated for 
hurricanes. Hurricane Betsy brought 18 inches of water in 
1965, so when Tamor built his home in 1987, he built it 24 
inches off the ground.
	 “Then they built that levee, so everybody thought we would 
never flood,” Tamor said. “I didn’t even want flood insurance, 
but we had it, thanks to my wife.”

	 The morning after Katrina made landfall, he was awakened 
by severe winds. 
	 “The palm trees were bent over like that,” he said, making a 
motion with his hand flattened out. 
	 When the eye of the storm passed, Tamor went outside to 
assess the damage. 
	 “I walked up the road, and it looked like a lawn mower 
had cut the top of the trees off,” he said. “Then I looked up St. 
Bernard Highway and saw that the road was shining. I realized it 
was a wall of water coming towards me.”
	 Within 30 to 45 minutes, the water had risen to 4 feet in 
Tamor’s house.
	 “Luckily, we had an upstairs,” he said.
	 Tamor waded through his flooded kitchen, busted out a 
window screen, and managed to untie his boat.
	 “I could hear people screaming,” he said. “I told my wife, ‘I 
got to go.’”
	 Over the next few hours, Tamor rescued dozens of people 
and transported them to the shelter of the Old St. Bernard 
Courthouse. One man stayed with him to help.
	 “We would fill the boat up with dogs and people,” Tamor 
said. “We’d pull up to a roof and grab on and they would swim 
out of a window and get in.”
	 He was amazed at how well the dogs behaved, sitting quietly 
in the boat as though they were grateful to be rescued. Most of 
the people, on the other hand, were hysterical.
	 “Everything they had was gone,” Tamor said. “I was numb.”
	 After the chaos of that first day, things became eerily quiet.

Tamor’s household had a supply of bottled water and some 
canned goods in the flooded kitchen cabinet.
	 “My wife found a loaf of bread and peanut butter. We ate so 
many peanut butter sandwiches that I was about to gag,” he said. 
“She wasn’t going to eat anything that was in the water, but I 
got a bottle of rubbing alcohol, cleaned off the can opener, and 
opened a can of tuna.”
	 Although conditions were harsh, Tamor still found humor 
and joy in many things. One day, while on an exploratory trip 
in his pirogue, he saw a bull trapped in the branches of a tree. 
He was relieved a few days later to see the bull had freed himself 
somehow and was happily grazing in front of a nearby school.
	 Once the water went down on St. Bernard Highway, they 
would walk to visit relatives who lived nearby. 
	 “My daddy found a bag of crackers, and all the dogs we had 
rescued, maybe 15 of them, were following us down the road for 
those crackers,” Tamor said, smiling.
	 Eventually, they hitched a ride with some emergency 
responders in a wrecker.
	 “I had talked to Harold Douvillier (truck dispatcher for 
pile driving) and Henry Landry (general superintendent), and 

they wanted me to go to Baton Rouge,” Tamor said. “I had 
confidence that Boh Bros. would survive. I didn’t have any doubt 
because I know how we are.”
	 When he arrived in Baton Rouge, Tamor was met with tears 
of relief and hugs from everyone.
	 “They thought I was dead,” he said. “I learned that Boh Bros. 
had sent a helicopter for me because there were reports that I was 
on my roof, but I had already left on the wrecker.”
	 Landry equipped Tamor with a telephone and a rental truck 
and sent him off to the Almonaster Yard to work.
	 “When I pulled in the yard, it was the same thing,” he said. 
“When I walked up we were all crying and hugging.” 
	 The next few weeks were a blur of working long hours and 
hosting an array of visitors from all over the world who were 
involved in some aspect of the recovery efforts.
	 “There would be TV crews here constantly at the yard 
because we were building the 17th Street Canal flood gates,” 
Tamor said, beaming with pride. “College engineering students 
were coming here, congressmen, the mayor, and generals. The 
hurricane was a bad time, but I would never have met all those 
people had it not happened.”
	 He managed to make friends with the bull as well.
	 “When I was working on my house afterward, that bull 
would stick his head in the window and watch me,” Tamor 
said, eyes twinkling mischievously. “I fed him two-liter soft 
drinks by dumping them into my wife’s mop bucket. He really 
liked root beer. Some animal rescue people came and got him. 
I miss him.”

Alton Williams 
superintendent,  

main office building
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“I had confidence that Boh Bros. would 
survive. I didn’t have any doubt because  
I know how we are.”



Summer Anniversaries

45 YEARS  
James P. Landry

35 YEARS  
Charles B. Whitten

30 YEARS  
Sanders Harris 
Leonard P. Parquet, Jr. 
Robert B	. Morgan 
Joseph A. Ester

25 YEARS  
Donald J. Commander 
Daniel J. Flattmann 
Scott A. Tamor 
Dawn M	. Pomes 
Elizabeth R. Wesley

20 YEARS  
Corey M. Slavich 
Joseph Smith III

15 YEARS  
Reed A. Williams, Jr. 
Ryan A. Williams 
Clayton J. Buzbee III 
Chris H. Bechtel 
Thomas A. Parker 
Brad J. Dupuy

10 YEARS  
Ronnie James 
Bryan J. Ishee 
David L. Quebedeaux 
Robert E	. Shahine, Jr. 
Ronell Hubbard

5 YEARS  
Joseph E. Cain 
Anthony L. Jackson 
Jose H. Juandiego 
Adrian Puebla 
Pedro A. Rivera 
Dennis M. Shelton 
Laron Williams 
Leonard J. Boisseau 
Chris J. Hamann 
Leroy K. Richardson 
Jose A. Rivera 

P.O. Drawer 53226 
New Orleans, LA 70153

www.bohbros.com

Equal Employment Opportunity/Affirmative Action Policy
Boh Bros. is an equal employment opportunity/affirmative action employer. The objective of this Company is to recruit, hire, train and promote into all job levels the most qualified 
applicants without regard to race, color, religion, sex, national origin, age, disability or protected veterans status. All such decisions are made by utilizing objective standards based on 
the individual’s qualifications as they relate to the particular job vacancy and to the furtherance of equal employment opportunity.  All other personnel decisions such as compensation, 
benefits, transfers, layoffs, return from layoff, company sponsored training, education, tuition assistance, social and recreational programs will be administered without regard to race, 
religion, color, sex, national origin, age, disability or protected veterans status. Boh Bros. employees should refer to www.hrconnection.com for further information on this and other 
employment-related policies including Anti-Harassment, Discrimination and Retaliation Policy and Reporting Procedure.

Prsrt Std
U.S. Postage

PAID
New Orleans, LA
Permit No. 410

Ervin B. Harris 
Ted J. Hogan, Jr. 
Tien V. Nguyen 
Brent L. Pool, Jr. 
Michael S. Thornton 
Heather M. Grytza 
Michael G. Patrick 
Robert S. Sottile, Jr. 
Seth L. Craddock 
Edgar C. Isaac 
John P. Talkington 
Micah C. Yllander 
Bridget M. Castle 
Scott M. Melerine


