
The Historic New Orleans Collection 

Oral History interview with Roulhac Bunkley Toledano 

2016 APR 27 07:23 AM 

MSS 629.65 

 

MARK CAVE:  What is your name?   

ROULHAC TOLEDANO:  Roulhac Bunkley Toledano. 

CAVE:  How do you spell your last names? 

CAVE:  R-O-U-L-H-A-C.  It’s a French town in Auvergne, but 

it’s a family name in my family.    

TOLEDANO:  And your maiden name, how do you spell it? 

CAVE:  Bunkley.  B-U-N-K-L-E-Y, Scottish. 

TOLEDANO:  And Toledano is T-O-L-E-D-A-N-O. 

CAVE:  And I’m Mark Cave with the Historic New Orleans 

Collection.  It’s Wednesday, April 27th, 2016.  We’re here 

at the Williams Research Center talking about your life and 

your career.  Where were you born? 

TOLEDANO:  I was born in New Orleans, December 16, 1938, 

simply because my father was in med school here as had his 

father been, from West Texas. 

CAVE:  Talk about your father. 

TOLEDANO:  My father was a Scottish-American, but long time 

American.  His mother, Loutie Scott Allen, Texas style 

Loutie for Louisa.  Her family was Louisa May Walcott in 



Providence, Road Island in the early 1600s, before 1650, 

and how they got to Holly Springs, Mississippi I have no 

idea, but after the Civil War her family moved west.  The 

Comanche were still in charge of West Texas even after the 

Civil War, and Quanah Parker finally -- he was half -- he 

was a hero of the -- Cynthia Anne Parker was a captive and 

she had married Chief Nocona, and her son, Quanah, was the 

great hero of the Comanche and he rode over to Fort Sill, 

Oklahoma and said, “We give up, you’ve got it, let your 

people come in.  The few of us that are left, we’ll go to 

New Mexico.”  I understand, most of them, their descendants 

live in a small town in New Mexico, not too far from Santa 

Fe, and I said to my friend, Janet Urian, “Oh, I want to go 

see him.”  She said, “You don’t want to go to that town, 

they’re still mad.”  Then my father’s people were Scottish 

and my -- E.P. Bunkley was my grandfather, he was a doctor, 

had gone to Tulane, and his ancestors, he said one day, had 

stepped off the boat on the coast of North Carolina ten 

generations before him.  He said -- but we had come from 

Ireland, but we’re not Irish -- and the story was that in 

1588, or somewhere there about, Queen Elizabeth had decided 

to fence some of Scotland in.  I have no idea what my 

ancestors did, whether they were sheep herders or whatever 

they were, they escaped to or ran to Northern Ireland.  But 



you can tell by looking at my grandfather they never 

married anyone Irish; he’s extremely Scottish seeming, 

although the name Bunkley is not really Scottish, I don’t 

think.  There’s some talk that it’s a Corn -- maybe 

Cornwall or something, I don’t know.  But, at any rate, 

they came up the coast of North Carolina and did the usual 

trip, North Carolina, Tennessee, down to Texas when the 

Comanche left.  And they were in their wagons with the 

horses waiting for the Comanche to get out to establish a 

hospital because they knew all these ranchers would be 

moving in and it would be the only hospital between Abilene 

and Fort Worth.  So I grew up with my dad’s and my 

granddad’s and my great-great uncle’s three-story hospital 

and it was the only brick building in about five counties, 

I think. 

CAVE:  Where was this? 

TOLEDANO:  They tore it down last year.  That part of Texas, 

I read in the Smithsonian there’s talk of abandoning it 

because there are little towns every 15 miles because in 

the old days the county seat would be in the middle of the 

county, and all the towns would be 15 miles around it 

because that’s how long it took to come in a horse and 

wagon and do business at the county seat and get back home 

the same day.  So I was born in New Orleans because my 



father was third generation doctor at Tulane Med School, 

and my mother, from Demopolis, Alabama, had graduated from 

Newcomb and a couple of years later I arrived.  My dad was 

the only married man in his class at Tulane, in med school, 

which I thought was very -- he had gone to the University 

of Texas undergrad, but Tulane Med School. 

CAVE:  What were their names? 

TOLEDANO:  What? 

CAVE:  What were your parents’ names? 

TOLEDANO:  My mother was Phylis -- P-H-Y-L-I-S, one L, 

Gewin, G-E-W-I-N.  And [00:05:00] her mother was Maude 

Monnier Gewin.  The Monniers were from Demopolis, Alabama -

- they were French Huguenots, and they had fought for 

Napoleon, their ancestors, obviously. They had fought for 

Napoleon and I don’t know how, but Madison arranged a land 

grant for them -- President Madison -- in north Alabama and 

they called it Marengo County.  The county seat is Linden, 

and Demopolis, the city of the people.  But cotton -- they 

realized about cotton immediately, so they bought the 

slaves like a house afire, and the town is now probably 75 

percent or more black.  The -- my fondest, or unfondest is 

the way you want to think about it, memory was standing as 

a little bitty girl with my grandfather, Roulhac Gewin, I 

was named after him, and he was an Irish-looking fellow 



with a whole lot of gray hair, small man with blue eyes.  

And I’m holding his hand because his son, Roulhac, had been 

killed when he was about 10 or 12 on the Tombigbee, when 

the sand sunk in on the banks of -- the limestone banks.  

They were supposed to be limestone but they discovered that 

a Negro had dug out the limestone and sold it, which is 

illegal.  So my grandfather, his father-in-law Henri August 

Monnier, born in Orbe, Switzerland, but he was sheriff, and 

he wouldn’t let my grandfather go after this man who had 

done it.  So they had to run -- get the man out of town and 

settled in some other place because my would have been 

uncle was dead.  So I was the first grandchild so they 

named me -- I’m Roulhac in Alabama and Texas and when I 

went to Spain my junior year they said, “There’s no “ac” in 

Spanish, you know, there’s no “ac”.”  So they had to say 

“Roulh-ah-c” and when I came back I married Ben C. 

Toledano, and the first thing his father said, Frederick 

Albert Toledano, who grew up speaking French, “My dear, may 

we call Roulh-ah-c, not Rolack?”  I said, “I don’t care 

what you call me, it’s OK.”  So, I’m Roulhac in Louisiana 

and other places. 

CAVE:  What brought you back to New Orleans? 

TOLEDANO:  Let’s see -- oh, all right.  I grew up in West 

Texas and my father was in World War II in New Guinea.  He 



was an Army Air Corp surgeon.  And during that time my 

mother brought me and my little baby brother, who’s three 

years younger or whatever, he may not have been born then, 

to Mobile where my maternal grandfather was US Marshall.  

So my first memories of Chatham Street in Mobile, Alabama 

right off Government Street.  And even at that time -- my 

remembrances of Mobile are Irish and German, you know, 

background.  And yet, Mobile was founded by the French 

before New Orleans, but they have lost, in my mind, every 

aspect.  There is, I think, a Mandeville family or couple 

of families that I knew at the time, but my -- we lived on 

Chatham Street because we had -- they had to move from 

Demopolis to Mobile when my grandfather was made United 

States Marshall.  When I was little bitty girl my mother 

began to teach school so she wouldn’t be worried about my 

grandfather.  So I would go to school with her every day 

and she taught -- get ready -- the 15-year-old town whores 

who serviced the service men getting on the boats and the 

trains in Mobile at the Mobile River in the train station 

to go to war.  They rounded up these 15-year-old girls and 

put them in a school bus and brought them to the public 

schools, but no one wanted to teach those horrible people.  

But my mother, “I’ll teach them.”  She took me with her to 

the school and at the end of the year these girls had made 



the highest grades of anyone in the whole school because my 

mother was determined to make them understand that these 

girls could be smart, too.  So my memories of Mobile are 

things like that and then as soon as the war -- my mother 

determined that I would start school in where I would grow 

up which was Stamford, Texas in Jones County, named after 

Anson Jones I, Lieutenant Governor of Texas, under Sam 

Houston, but he killed himself.  So I lived in Jones 

County, a small town, ranching town.  My grandfather, as I 

said, had a doctor -- E.P. Bunkley [00:10:00] was his name, 

married to Loutie Scott Allen Bunkley.  There was the scene 

between my grandmother and my grandfather.  Roulhac is too 

young to go to school.  The law in Texas, you have to be 

six years old to start the first grade or kindergarten or 

whatever it was, I don’t know.  And my mother said, “I 

don’t care, she’s going to start school.”  And my 

grandfather said to his daughter-in-law, “But I am mayor as 

well as the most important doctor in West Texas and I can’t 

have you break the law.”  And so she screamed at him -- my 

mother had a lot of spirit -- “Well, she can go with the 

Mexicans.”  He knew she would say no because the prejudice 

against Mexicans in Texas in the 1940s and ’50s when I grew 

up seemed to be much worse than for the blacks here in New 

Orleans; it was terrible.  They came to school with us in 



the ninth grade, but they had their own school first 

through ninth and Texas has a good school system, so they 

were well educated.  So my mother said, “All right, she can 

go with the Mexicans.”  He went, “gulp.”  I went with the 

Mexicans in kindergarten -- first grade, I guess, and I did 

not learn a word of Spanish but they had come to school not 

ever hearing a word of English and Mrs. [Knowles?], that 

teacher, did not know a word of Spanish.  She said, “I’m 

here to teach them English.  I don’t have to know Spanish.” 

So, I went to school with them and then in the second grade 

I started in Stamford public schools, which was right down 

the street from my house.  I do remember that since it was 

so close, they told me to go walk to school about five 

blocks.  Coming home that first day I felt like I was lost 

even though I didn’t know whether I was lost or not.  So I 

hid under somebody’s steps, I don’t know why.  I was about 

five or six.  I hid under the steps and the police and 

everybody were after me and finally they found me under 

some steps and nobody could ever understand what I -- no 

one was after me.  They said, “Did someone chase you?  Was 

some evil man nearby?”  “No, no, I’m --”  Hid under steps.  

So I went to Stamford High School and graduated at 17 and 

like my mother before me, I came to Newcomb in fall of ’56, 

I presume.  I majored in art my first year and I think it 



was my first year Miss Kohlmeyer taught painting, Ida 

Kohlmeyer, was the painting teacher.  Because she had just 

at that time come back to get her master’s in art.  She had 

retired -- she didn’t paint for a while when she was -- and 

it was already recognized.  And [Mark] Rothko was there, 

Mr. Rothko, the artist -- and he was -- I think they made a 

special place for him up in the attic or something.  But we 

did not get to see him except coming and going, but she 

would take courses with him and then she would come down 

and teach us how to paint squares.  We did a lot of 

squares.  Squares are more difficult than you know in the 

Rothko style.  You spend a whole lot of time doing oil and 

turpentine and lots of Terra Verde and ochre and burnt 

sienna and raw sienna and washes.  Then slowly you add a 

little more medium to your paint and finally you get to the 

top, but always some of this base shows through.  Then on 

the third or fourth level you can start putting thick paint 

and having what looks like Mrs. Kohlmeyer and Rothko 

paintings, but I presume not as good.  In fact, I don’t 

know whether any of my -- I think some of my squares exist 

on friends’ walls out in Texas, I don’t know.  Mrs. 

Kohlmeyer said, “Roulhac, I think perhaps you should change 

to art history.”  That was the greatest gift anybody gave 

me because Alfred Moir was there.  I don’t know whether you 



ever knew Mr. Moir, M-O-I-R.  He spent all -- he was an 

American something in Rome.  You know, that American 

academic blah-blah in Rome and he came back to Newcomb and 

his lectures were fantastic.  I learned a great deal about 

architecture.  They did not emphasize anything about 

Louisiana art and architecture, it was European.  I went to 

Spain my junior year, University of Madrid.  It was the 

finest year of my entire life to this day.  At the 

University of Madrid another girl from New Orleans at 

Newcomb went, Caroline Werner.  Her father was the -- she 

was Norwegian, and her father was the Norwegian consulate.  

Only years later, like last year, she said, “I’m not 100 

percent Norwegian, I’m a little bit German, but we don’t 

tell anyone.”  But [00:15:00] she lives on somewhere in 

Texas.  So off to Spain -- 

CAVE:  How old were you when you went to Mobile? 

TOLEDANO:  I was about -- when I was in Mobile I was just 

about four or five -- four. 

CAVE:  And how many years did you stay there? 

TOLEDANO:  Well, in Mobile during the war I must have been 

there when I was like three and four, and then I started 

school in Texas.  Even though my father was still overseas, 

my mother wanted me to start school where I would end 

school. 



CAVE:  And what school did you go to in Texas? 

TOLEDANO:  In Texas just Stamford -- the town was just 5,000 

-- Stamford, Texas and that was it.  You went to Stamford 

High School. 

CAVE:  What do you remember about Stamford High School? 

TOLEDANO:  Well, of course, I had a wonderful time.  We won 

the state championship in AA football three out of four 

years in a row.  We went up to some town near Amarillo for 

the finals and that’s really West Texas.  Where Stamford is 

West Texas supposedly, it’s nothing compared to Amarillo.  

My brother, Thomas Alan Bunkley Jr., lives in Amarillo now; 

he’s a lawyer there.  But I had a best friend, Judy Metz, 

M-E-T-Z.  Her father was another doctor in town.  My third 

friends was -- were Martha and Anne Hudson.  And Anne 

Hudson is now married to Mark Shields, a notable columnist 

and speaker on TV, whom she met in college.  But everyone 

was arch-conservative except Martha and Anne Hudson’s 

family.  She wouldn’t have married Mark Shields if she’d 

been an arch-conservative, whatever that is.  (laughs)  My 

town was mostly ranchers, and it was a German and Swedish 

town because Sam Houston -- a lot of Germans came to fight 

in the Texas Rev -- but there came Augustus Magnus Gustavus 

Swenson -- S-W-E-N-S-O-N.  And I don’t know -- he gave Sam 

Houston a bunch of money to get a bunch of soldiers to win 



the revolution in ’38 or ’40 or whatever it was. Afterwards 

Sam Houston said, “Oh, I can’t repay you enough, here are 

ten counties in Texas,” or something -- I don’t -- you 

know, don’t check that number ten, it may be less.  But at 

any rate, they got all these Germans and -- he went back to 

Sweden and, my God -- the town was Swenson in Sweden, and 

he brought everybody from over there to Stamford and they 

are farmers and ranchers until this day.  My grandfather 

was a doctor but he had an 8,000-acre ranch about 20 miles 

out of town and we loved that ranch.  So I grew up on a 

horse at the ranch.  The ranch was partly on the Brazos 

River and the California Creek, which are the only two 

sources of water out in that vicinity.  We would pack up 

and go.  My mother would bring potato salad, I remember, 

and we -- the only tree of any size on the whole 8,000 

acres was one pecan tree.  So we’d go to the pecan tree on 

the California Creek and start a fire.  Ultimately my 

father built a stone fireplace because my mother liked to 

bake bread, and she would not eat dinner without her hot 

baked bread.  So we baked the bread and ate the dinner and 

packed up later on and went home.  But we spent a lot of 

time growing up riding the fences and the roundups were 

wonderful.  All of the ranchers around either came -- the 

owners themselves came -- or the -- they sent a hand.  And 



Rick Perry’s ranch was on one side.  Rick was much younger 

than me, so I did not really know him, but I knew his 

father, and Rob Brown.  Well, both of those ranches struck 

oil like a house afire.  And for some reason we never had 

an oil well in the whole time.  But my father was a doctor, 

it was not a matter of life or death.  But we never had an 

oil well.  I ran into Rick Perry somewhere, he’s speaking 

everywhere, and he announced that he was so sorry that the 

now owner of our ranch had just ruined that ranch.  I said, 

“What do you mean ruined the ranch?  What’s to ruin?  It’s 

just a bunch of flat acreage with mesquite trees.”  “Oh, 

the oil wells everywhere.”  I said, “What?  How could that 

be?  We never found oil wells.” You can dig deeper now and 

when we owned it you could just dig so deep and now you can 

go deeper and it’s just full of oil.  But I grew up in that 

ambiance of westerners who were generally German or 

Swedish. 

CAVE:  What led to your decision to go to Newcomb? 

TOLEDANO:  Well, [00:20:00] my mother had gone to Newcomb.  

It was a fait accompli because since my father had gone to 

Tulane, and where I lived in Texas you could get on highway 

80 and go all the way to Alabama, straight to Demopolis, I 

believe it is.  So we would get in the car but we would 

come down and go to New Orleans and stay in the Roosevelt 



for five or six days.  I remember as a child my brother and 

I would be taken by my mother and father to Tujague’s to 

eat or Felix’s.  So we would eat and then they’d stick us 

back in our rooms in the Roosevelt and they’d go out and 

have a good time, and we’d stay in the Roosevelt.  So then 

we would go to Alabama for two weeks or a month and my 

mother just took me out of school, my brother and I. We’d 

leave Stamford school for two weeks or a month, but we 

could catch up easily, and the people at the school knew 

that was going to happen with Dr. Bunkley.  So we would go 

to Mobile and my uncle Henry Monniet Gewin lived there with 

-- and he had made the highest grades anyone had ever made 

at Vanderbilt in med school.  As a result to this day, in 

fact, I saw a magazine with his picture on top, and he went 

-- so therefore he went to Yale during the Second World 

War, really when I was a little girl, to do his intern and 

residency and he married the dean of Yale’s daughter, Hilda 

Belanger.  I don’t know how to spell Belanger, B-E-L-A-N-G-

E-R.  Dean Belanger, that’s all I called him.  And I was in 

their wedding and it was a big event to go up north, my 

God.  So my grandmother and my mother and I came because my 

grandfather was busy dying of TB at home, Roulhac Gewin, in 

Mobile.  So we went to the wedding and I was in the wedding 

and it was in Washington, Connecticut, Congregational 



Church.  It was all like Greek to us, all this stuff that 

went on.  But it was great fun and my first introduction to 

that life up there, Yale, and the Prescott Bush’s lived 

next door.  Hilda and big George grew up together and it 

has always amused me because I would go to my aunt Hilda 

Gewin’s house in Mobile after she’d married my uncle, and 

there would be all these letters around and they were all 

from big George Bush.  “Dear Hilda, I’m going to be 

speaking near Mobile at Point Clear,” or whatever, “I know 

you don’t have time to come, but I just want you to know 

that I’m thinking of you because I’m in your area.”  Letter 

after letter after letter.  Big George Bush, they were 

obviously very close.  They had four boys.  All of my 

cousins were younger than me because my mother was the 

eldest in the family.  But the Mobile thing continued.  My 

grandfather died.  My grandmother lived to be 94, Maude 

Monniet Gewin, and she entertained us in Mobile and 

Demopolis and then she would come out to Texas. 

CAVE:  Talk more about your experience at Newcomb College.  

What years were you there? 

TOLEDANO:  I was there from 1956, I guess, until ’60, except 

for my junior year in Spain.  I started in art, but as I 

told you, Miss Kohlmeyer suggested that I change to art 

history, which I did, and somehow Dr. Moir was there.  I do 



not know who taught one course of architectural history, 

but that struck me.  So my degree is a BFA, not a BA, but a 

BFA in art history because they just wouldn’t put on it 

architectural history as they had suggested because they 

didn’t know whether that was a valid thing because I was 

the first person who’d ever done it, I think.  So I enjoyed 

Newcomb a great deal.  I was in Josephine Louise house my 

freshman year.  Then as I went up to Spain my junior year, 

and I started dating Ben C. Toledano my freshman year, like 

once every three weeks.  I remember the most interesting 

thing about my dates with Ben C. would occasionally -- we 

would go to the home of Merlin McCullar who lived in the 

Garden District somewhere around here, and he was from 

Florence, Alabama, but he was an extremely well known 

architect at that time.  I can’t name the houses that he’s 

built, but M-C-C-U-L-L-A-R.  And he had a wonderful 

apartment and he always entertained us and was very nice to 

me although I was quite young -- about six or seven years 

younger than Ben C.  He was a senior in architectural 

school when I was a freshman at Newcomb. 

CAVE:  How did you meet? 

TOLEDANO:  How did we meet?  A [00:25:00] girlfriend of mine 

and I were looking for the Young Democrat Club at Loyola, 

but we couldn’t find Loyola, it was September.  We didn’t 



know where Loyola was.  So we found -- someone said, “Oh, 

there’s a club meeting up there.”  And it was the Young 

Republicans and Ben C. was the chairman.  Judge Wisdom was 

speaking, Judge John Minor Wisdom, and I thought he was 

drunk.  Even as a freshman -- we shouldn’t quote on that, 

that was just my impression.  He was very strange.  And 

later I knew him but not at that time.  We just listened 

and I shook hands with Ben C. and whatever and he called.  

We dated once every three -- I dated other people.  When I 

came back from my junior year in Spain, in October of that 

year he said we should get married.  And I cannot believe 

that we eloped.  When we came back to Ben C.’s house on 

Lowerline Street, his sister was there, Suzanne and we walk 

in the door and Suzanne says, “Oh, my God, what about 

[Tatine?]?”  He’d been dating Tatine Mora casually all this 

time.  And I thought, if I’d known about Tatine, I wouldn’t 

have married Ben C.  And of course they kicked me out of 

the dormitory at Newcomb, but I continued on in Newcomb and 

graduated with honors.  You can’t be Phi Beta Kappa if you 

have a BFA.  I had persisted in doing all the painting work 

with Miss Kohlmeyer to have a painting degree, but I also 

had an art history, so they combined it. 

CAVE:  Talk about Miss Kohlmeyer. 



TOLEDANO:  Miss Kohlmeyer, she was so energetic, and she was 

a good teacher.  She wasn’t there just because she -- OK, I 

just finished my degree in painting.  I’m a great painter.  

But she literally taught us a great deal about how to put 

paint on a canvas.  Now we had Mr. Steg.  Somewhere we 

should get his first name.  Of course we called him Mr. 

Steg.  And we had other -- Alfred Moir was the lecturer, 

but Mr. Steg and Mr. Treviño were there.  I literally 

learned about print making from Mr. Steg, I think.  I 

learned how to do an engraving and a soft ground etching 

and a lithograph.  Well, later in life you would not 

believe the professors that teach art at universities have 

no idea what an engraving and an etching and a soft ground 

etching and all of those things -- it’s not, you know, 

prints don’t seem to be so popular anymore.  They would 

come into my antique shop and they would look at something, 

“What’s this?” and I would tell them and they’d say, “I 

didn’t know about that,” and I would faint on the floor.  

But it’s true, I mean, obviously everybody vaguely knows 

what a lithograph is, but they didn’t know that an 

engraving you got a burin and you dug out, whether it’s 

going to be a wood cut or a copper plate or what, you dug 

it out with a burin.  With the etching you just had like a 

pencil and at the end was something that looked like a 



needle and you held it in your hand like a pencil and just 

cut in, and that’s how you did an etching and so on.  I 

enjoyed -- I’m not a detailed person, I will say that -- 

but I did enjoy Mr. Treviño and Mr. Steg from that point of 

view.  I remember one time we took drawing and we had the 

naked lady standing there and we would do them and they 

asked -- Mr. Steg said, “Let’s discuss these works, these 

drawings you’ve made,” and Sandra Draughn, who is Sandra 

Draughn Freeman, I believe, she was to critique mine and 

she said, “Oh, that’s the worst of all of them.  It just 

has that face and that chest and the whole piece of paper 

is covered from side to side.”  Then like the most -- 

Bonnie Broel, she still lives here, B-R-O-E-L.  Bonnie’s 

picture -- Bonnie was trying to be like an illustrator.  So 

you had a canvas, a piece of paper 16 X 20 inch, she had a 

little bitty naked lady who was like in a magazine.  She 

had seen Vogue Magazine, the women there, she wanted to be 

an illustrator for fashion, and it was a little bitty 

thing.  And it was, “Oh, that’s the best one,” and, of 

course, I was practically in tears about the critique of 

mine.  Mr. Steg said “Roulhac’s is the very best one of 

all, except for one vertical line that she put in the wrong 

place.”  So, I [00:30:00] always liked him.  I was so 

grateful for Mrs. Kohlmeyer for changing me over to art 



history because she realized I was -- I never could draw -- 

I never could draw well.  I remember in high school the 

Garden Club had invited me to go to Breckenridge, Texas, 

which was 60 miles away, and I had to paint or to make a 

drawing in front of all these ladies with music playing; a 

drawing of roses on a blue background.  I had to draw this 

in front of them with pastels and sign my name and then 

turn around and bow.  It was the hardest thing I’ve ever 

done.  I practiced for days on end because draftsmanship is 

not truly my field, and I still have that or someone has -- 

I think a good friend of mine has it framed in her house.  

But mercy, my mother pushed me into the arts, I would say. 

CAVE:  What did you do after graduating? 

TOLEDANO:  I was, as I said, I was married when I graduated.  

Ben C. did not like to be a lawyer.  He was a lawyer here.  

He graduated from Tulane Law School.  We went to 

Chattanooga, Tennessee and taught at the McCallie School, 

and I taught French two hours a day.  French, I had taken a 

course of French in Spain because I double dated with 

Prince Juan Carlos de Borbón y Borbón, the future king and 

now the un-king, and you had to talk French when you were 

with him.  That was just protocol.  I mean, he spoke 

Spanish, obviously.  He was Spanish, so to speak, even 

though his bloodlines were all French.  So I had to run to 



the Institut Francais, quick, of course in French.  So I 

learned from Spanish to French to Spanish again, no English 

was involved.  Later, when I was in New Orleans, Maurice 

and Jacqueline Denuzière, these particular French authors, 

came to New Orleans to write a number of books, Bagatelle 

was one of them.  They wrote a series of books about French 

and Spanish Louisiana because on a trip here they had been 

impressed with the oldest plantation in Louisiana, Angele -

- I can’t think of her last name right now, but that’s the 

name of the plantation and she’s a friend of mine.  So they 

came back to write all these mysteries and they said, “Why 

do you say ‘je puis allez avec vous’? Je puis is not 

French.”  I said, “Well it means I am able or I can,” and 

they said, “Well, no.”  I said, “My teacher from Marseille 

told me it did.”  And she said, “Uh,” I said, “She was an 

old lady from Marseille.”  I said that’s it, it’s antique 

Marseille -- uh, you know, port city in the south of France 

-- uh -- that is not to be considered anything.  So je puis 

is Marseillaise, I learned.  So I always use je puis just 

to be cute. 

CAVE:  How did you get into historic preservation? 

TOLEDANO:  How did I get out -- I can’t remember, I’ve been 

in it so long.  But let’s see.  I know, Mary Lou 

Christovich gave a lecture at the Theta House, or I don’t 



know where the lecture was.  It may have been at her house 

at the lakefront, but it was for Thetas and she was a 

Theta, and I was a Theta, and she was older than I am, 

eight or ten or whatever years, and she gave this lecture.  

It was a lecture about saving the Vieux Carre, I think.  

That early we were not into anything but maybe saving the 

Vieux Carre.  And afterwards we were talking the other day 

and she said, “You came up to me and said you wanted to be 

involved in saving buildings in New Orleans.”  So after I 

was married, she was very active, perhaps a founder of the 

Friends of the Cabildo, and so naturally I joined the 

Friends of the Cabildo.  It was through Mary Lou and the 

Friends of the Cabildo that we began to work on this and 

strangely enough, the idea of writing books on architecture 

was an idea that Betsy Swanson presented to me.  She had 

worked for Bernard Lemann making lists and surveying all of 

the architecture of Orleans, St. Bernard Parish, and 

Orleans, St. Bernard and Plaquemines Parish, I think.  This 

was a three-year professional job she had had, and she 

photographed.  She [00:35:00] had all these hundreds of 

photographs.  I remember she appeared at my house and I had 

known -- Betsy was a year or so ahead of me in Newcomb.  

But afterwards -- after she graduated -- she did the slides 

-- she was the head of the slides at the art school.  In 



those days it was slides.  So she did the slides and if 

Miss Poesch was going to do -- Jessie Poesch was going to 

do a lecture, she arranged the slides accordingly.  So I 

got to know her then, but not well.  Her mother -- Betsy’s 

mother -- had been a librarian because she had been a widow 

since Betsy was born more or less, and I knew her as a 

librarian at Tulane.  Betsy came to my house and she said, 

“You know,” I remember in the hall of my house, “We should 

write a book about architecture of New Orleans with my 

pictures, but with the text, but make it a beautiful book, 

not what I did for Dr. Lemann.”  I said, “That’s a really 

good idea.”  But, you know, you don’t get anything done 

volunteer.  I knew already it was going to be a volunteer 

effort without Mary Lou Christovich.  I didn’t know her 

very well at the time, but I knew that.  I think it was out 

at the lakefront.  So we made a trip out to the lakefront 

when she lived out there and presented all this to her.  We 

started and I remember trotting up and down all of the 

streets of all of the books with Betsy, and Betsy would 

take the photograph and I would shoo away any people so 

that the photograph would just be direct, simple, and black 

and white, obviously.  Then I would do the address.  I’m 

the one always accused of the wrong address to the right 

house to this day.  I remember one time we were doing 



volume four, The Marigny, I believe, the Creole suburbs, 

but that included the Marigny.  And we were going down 

Chartres Street, picture, picture, picture, and we pass a 

corrugated tin barn kind of thing -- this is the way I 

remember it -- and we walked on past to Bartholomew Street 

where there was a house.  I said, “Wait, there’s a French 

Colonial-looking column with the (inaudible) sticking out 

at the bottom.  That’s a column.  We’ve got to go look.”  

And we looked inside and there was the Lombard House.  It 

was in a big mess at that time.  That was the one that Fred 

Starr has bought and renovated or restored perfectly, and 

written a great deal about it.  But Betsy and I -- that 

thing would have been torn down or fallen down if we just 

hadn’t seen that one little column.  Then to one side lived 

a gal, a couple, and he became president of the Vieux Carre 

Commission or whatever, the Vieux Carre Survey or whatever.  

He knew that it was a good house, but among all of us we 

activated and saw that it -- we didn’t spend money or 

anything, but we just at least did publicity so that it got 

saved.  And we saved a lot.  Then the Lower Garden District 

didn’t even have name.  And we said -- I said, “That’s the 

worst neighborhood from Carondelet, Baronne, Dryades, but 

look at all those great houses that they have there.  Let’s 

include that in the book that had Coliseum Square.”  One of 



our volunteers was Camille Jones, who then married Duncan 

Strong.  So she bought a house that she had researched 

doing volunteer work for the Friends of the Cabildo, and 

that was 1717 Coliseum where she and Duncan live.  Their 

daughter, Felicity, is named after the street that she had 

researched.  So all this volunteerism did create an 

interest and we had finished the book that was to be the 

Lower Garden District and Betsy’s and my house and Betsy 

says, “What are we going to call this book?”  I said, 

“Well, whatever the neighborhood is.”  But the 

neighborhood, as you know, is a bunch of -- the Livaudais 

Plantation and the [Coulon?] all these little bitty -- no, 

the Livaudais was huge, but it was mostly the Garden 

District, but he had another little one, I think, in the 

Lower.  We couldn’t name it after one of them.  We’d have 

to name it after all of them.  So, it was Betsy who said, 

“Well, it’s below the Garden District.  So we’ll call it 

the Lower Garden District.  That is, as I remember, how 

that term -- and everybody uses it as though it’s been here 

forever, but it just came with the book on architecture. 

CAVE:  OK.  What other preservation projects were you 

involved with? 

TOLEDANO:  Oh, put your money where your mouth is.  Lots of 

-- Betsy and I did about over 40 houses.  We didn’t make 



any money.  I go around town [00:40:00] and I saw two on 

Nashville driving down to Rose Marie’s house yesterday.  I 

saw another one on Nashville that we had done.  We just 

sold them as fast as we could, Creole cottages, shotguns.  

Then -- how did we do -- I did the Maison St. Charles Hotel 

because we got involved in doing in this terrible part of 

the Lower Garden District, and we involved -- a French man 

came to town, Mr. [Rosion?], to do business with a friend 

of ours in Lafayette.  We all had lunch and I said, “I want 

to show you this neighborhood of old buildings, ” -- 

because he had already seen the French Quarter -- “That I 

wish we could fix up.”  But I wasn’t -- I’m terrible at 

raising money.  I was just doing this just for good taste.  

And I said, “See those two buildings there?  That belonged 

to the famous General Beauregard,” because I had run the 

title on those two buildings to find out why they were 

there.  Two townhouses, I think, on Clio, just beyond St. 

Charles, toward Carondelet as I recall.  They belonged to 

General Beauregard, and I said, “General Beauregard was the 

great, great, great uncle of Ben C. and my kids, but I 

couldn’t figure out why he would own these two houses 

because he had one son, I believe, René.  I found out he 

had bought those houses because John Bell Hood was -- he 

had lost, I believe, an arm and a leg, in the war, the 



Civil War, and he gave money to John Bell Hood and then he 

knew that Jubal Early was in deep straights over there in 

Virginia.  And he -- I may have this wrong, but I think he 

brought Jubal Early to town and he gave him some of the 

rent from those houses, but they had asked Beauregard -- 

Mr. Howard and the lottery had asked Beauregard to stand up 

and pick the winner of the lottery on the stage.  And the 

lottery paid huge amounts of money in that period, I mean, 

like $30,000.  That would be like millions, a lot of money.  

So Beauregard was paid a lot of money to draw.  So he had 

Jubal Early on the other side to draw, so Jubal would get 

some of that money, too.  He apparently did good works, but 

he saved two buildings, that’s what I was interested in.  

But we took those two buildings and anything else on that 

square and turned it into a hotel.  And Peter Trapolin, I 

had known, and so Peter come help us.  You know, when you 

do a hotel, you’ve got to do an architect because we had 

saved everything on Carondelet and Baronne and Dryades 

without an architect.  We just did them with our 

carpenters.  We had Floyd [Ramonik?] who was -- and Archie 

Swain, they were black, but Floyd Ramonik was clearly a 

mulatto with green eyes, and the name suggests to me 

Barcelona, you know, Catalonian, but he didn’t know.  So 

then we had to get another crew to build this hotel and so 



I spoke Spanish and I’d encounter all these carpenters who 

couldn’t get jobs, they were immigrants here from all these 

South American, Middle American countries.  I’d talk to 

them in Spanish and I said, “If you work for me, the chief 

guys are black, and if you’re not prepared to work for two 

black guys all day -- because I’ll meet with all of you all 

at 7:00 in the morning, and I’ll say everything that they 

tell me, I’ll tell you in Spanish and you’ve got to do it, 

but still, they’re your boss, and if you’re prejudice you 

can’t work.”  So we all got together.  We had about five or 

six blacks and five or six Hispanics from Guatemala and 

strange countries, and it worked out very well.  We did a 

131-room hotel.  But we had to get an architect for the 

hotel, for all the others we just did them and got permits.  

So we got Peter Trapolin and he designed the hotel, which 

is right there at St. Charles and Clio and Erato, the 

Maison St. Charles Hotel.  But when we got through, you 

know the neighborhood was still iffy.  It was right off of 

-- right near the Pontchartrain and right near Lee Circle, 

but that area was just considered “ack”.  So, we had to 

sell it to a Quality Inn, but I had the Quality Inn just 

put their name in small letters on the side rather than a 

big one.  They put the big sign Maison St. Charles, and 

it’s been a success. 



CAVE:  When did you first come into connection with the 

Historic New Orleans Collection? 

TOLEDANO:  When did the historic -- I had -- my [00:45:00] 

mother-in-law was really, really good friends with Mrs. 

Williams -- must have had a sis -- no, Mr. Williams must 

have had a sister.  Anyway, she was very good friends with 

one of these Williams ladies.  We would go to lunch and it 

was through my mother-in-law and her best friend, Mrs. 

Williams, I think may have been her name but I don’t 

remember.  You all would know.  And they introduced me to 

Kemper Williams and his wife’s name was Lila? 

CAVE:  Leila. 

TOLEDANO:  Leila?  And, you know, at the time I -- you know, 

hello, how are you, and they would come over to Ben C.’s 

mother’s house and we would chit-chat, but I was quite 

young then. 

CAVE:  What was your impression of them? 

TOLEDANO:  Oh, they were just charming and lovely and among 

-- not to be funny -- the most refined people I’d ever met 

nearly.  They were very, very Anglo to me and the 

Toledanos, I mean, Ben C.’s mother was a Casañas, but they 

say Casanas, Barcelona, and Mr. Toledano was a de La 

Villebeurve.  His name was Toledano but everything else was 

French from 1719.  He’s descended from the (inaudible) and 



the de La Villebeurve from -- and they’re all Brittany.  

You’ll find most Creoles around here if you research them, 

they’re from Brittany.  And I went to just the other day, 

or recently, I went to Brest with a French friend to see 

Lafayette’s ship come in, the Hermione and we stayed in a 

little town nearby.  When we went into Brest I said, “You 

know, Ben C.’s ancestors came from here but this downtown’s 

awful looking.  How did they come from here?”  He said, 

“Well, you bombed it to death during World War II.  You had 

to kill all the Germans, so we don’t mind, you saved us, 

but at the cost of my town.”  But the port, the port in 

Brest is fantastic and there must have been thousands of 

people there and the Hermione comes floating in and the 

port is medieval.  My God, all of these stone buildings and 

lighthouses and things, it was fantastic.  It just reminded 

me because Ben C.’s ancestors de La Villebeurve came from 

Rennes, but then they -- that’s the capital in the middle.  

So they had come to Brest to come over here to Louisiana. 

CAVE:  So when did you start going to events at the 

Collection? 

TOLEDANO:  What’s that? 

CAVE:  When did you start going to events at the collection? 

TOLEDANO:  Let’s see.  So, Mary Lou gets me all involved in 

the Collection and we would -- let’s see, of course we 



would only go to across from the Royal Orleans at first.  I 

don’t have any idea of the dates.  I don’t have any feeling 

of that kind of thing.  But Buddy Frazier was here, and he 

was a very good friend of ours.  I remember very well, just 

to support him, going to events over there.  Then I was 

excited when they got this building over here and developed 

it.  I seldom ever go to the other one now.  I just come 

here to do research at the library and that kind of thing. 

CAVE:  You mentioned you had an antique store? 

TOLEDANO:  Yes, I did.  I don’t know how that happened.  Ben 

C. and Edwin Blair started a bookstore on Prytania Street, 

and I think it was named Bozart Book and Print after -- who 

was it that said, “the South is the Sahara of the Bozart?”  

B-O-Z-A-R-T -- Mencken, H. L. Mencken.  And so they named 

it B-O-Z-A-R-T, “the South is the Sahara of the Bozarts,” 

it was Bozart Bookstore.  Well, they didn’t have time to 

deal with it.  So I took it over and the books were there, 

but I kept adding antiques, antiques, antiques.  So I had 

that for a number of years right there on Prytania, semi -- 

right next to what was named McKenzie’s Bakery.  One time 

some black folks came in and they robbed me.  And the fools 

took my credit card with the name Roulhac Toledano on it 

and went next door to buy cookies at McKenzie’s, and of 

course they get this credit card and they knew me.  So the 



people still had me in my antique store, there were five or 

six of them.  So McKenzie’s called the police and saved me 

for sure.  I had that store there for a while, but I had 

four children, too, so the store had to be -- I took it 

over from Ben C. and Edwin Blair because they didn’t have 

any time to do it.  So when I got it I added the antiques 

and then I didn’t have any time to do it. 

CAVE:  Where is Ben C. now?   

TOLEDANO:  He is in Columbus, Mississippi [00:50:00] in 

retirement there.  He was staying at our home in Pass 

Christian, Mississippi.  We had a lovely little old cottage 

in Pass Christian.  Katrina did not blow it down, but 

strangely enough it blew everything else down in the area.  

And our little old house was still there and another we 

owned next to it was still there.  But that was depressing, 

so he moved to Columbus.  When we had gone to move to 

Virginia -- I said to my son the other day, “Why did we 

move to Virginia?”  It’s been 30 years.  He said, “To get 

away from Margot.”  Well, Margot was the lady lawyer at his 

office.  He was one of the first firms to hire women and 

they had Camille Jones, later Strong, was working with Ben 

C. and Margot [Bretts?], from Baton Rouge, but she had gone 

to Newcomb and to, I think, Loyola Law School.  And she was 

crazed about Ben C.  I knew she was crazed about him -- I 



mean adoration.  So, I said to my son, “Well, she came up 

two weeks later.”  There was a car that drove up front.  

She just came unsolicited to Virginia and seeing Ben -- I 

was busy opening an antique shop on the first floor of this 

warehouse that we had bought.  We had bought a big 

warehouse in Charlottesville right downtown.  And I had 

just got an award for saving downtown Charlottesville 

because it was to be abandoned essentially because people 

didn’t like the mall.  They had done one of those -- they 

were among one of the few cities -- early cities -- to turn 

their main street into a pedestrian mall --it didn’t work 

out -- for 20 years.  The mayor at the time, or the city 

councilman, one black city councilman, I was talking to 

him, actually I just met him on the street, and he said “I 

was the person that -- it was tied two to two to make it a 

mall or not make it a mall, and I voted for the mall.”  I 

said, “What made you vote for the mall?”  “Well, I wasn’t 

invited into any of those shops then, even though I was on 

the city council.”  Blacks were just [non compos?].  So I 

knew it had failed for 25 years and all those businessmen 

who had been mean to me would be out of business.  So it is 

very successful now and we live in a warehouse that we 

bought two blocks off of the downtown mall.  My warehouse 

is extremely famous because Dave Matthews, the singer, 



learned to sing there.  I just saw him the other day and he 

took his three kids over to the warehouse in front and 

said, “See that pink warehouse?  That’s where I learned to 

sing.”  His manager was one of my tenants.  He did not live 

there but his manager did and he would ask, “After my stint 

-- my gig at Miller’s, can I come over and rap with my 

manager.”  I said, “I don’t know what those words mean, but 

you can do it.  But when you leave, wake me up.  I’ll be in 

the next bedroom.  You wake me up because I’m writing a 

novel and I want to get a chapter done before the kids get 

up.”  And that’s that little book that Mary Lou and I did, 

Nankowetco.  I said, “Mary Lou, it failed.  Not because the 

writing is too terrible, but because you named it 

Nankowetco.” 

CAVE:  Talk about that project. 

TOLEDANO:  Oh, dear, how did we do it?  Well, as I said, we 

had learned so much about everything, as I recall, you 

know, doing research and this and that and the other, and I 

-- she must have been the one that suggested that we do a 

novel.  She came up to Charlottesville.  Well, she was on 

a, I think, a trip on business in Washington for a charity, 

and afterwards she came over and my mother was there.  My 

mother took care of everything and we wrote and wrote and 

wrote and wrote.  And, of course, we wrote way too much.  



We had just got carried away with Le Page du Pratz.  We had 

read his -- everything that he himself had to say in 

Natchez to New Orleans and he was over the river where 

Algiers is now.  And it gave us an opportunity to do 

geographical 17 -- he was here, I think, 1716 to 1734.  And 

we did geographicals and we wrote down every single thing 

that happened in New Orleans from 1716 to ’34.  We tried to 

edit it but we were so enthused about everything.  I think 

she mentioned the other day, and I think she’s right, if we 

would take that book and have someone really edit it, you 

know, a professional editor who’s not from Louisiana, so 

that it’s readable to -- it’s fictional history.  

Everything in that book is true except we wanted to put 

dialogue in it.  So when we got through with the thing, 

there is a portion in [00:55:00] the book somewhere, facts 

versus fiction or something, and I lifted the things that 

were perhaps not authenticated, and there were about 30 

things that we had just made into fiction, but everything 

else is all the truth. 

CAVE:  What keeps bringing you back to New Orleans? 

TOLEDANO:  What’s that? 

CAVE:  What keeps bringing you back to New Orleans? 

TOLEDANO:  Well, I love it so.  To me -- I said to Ben C. 

when we moved up there, “You’re not going to last but a 



couple of years here with this dull place.”  And it’s 

English folks and it’s country English folks in the 1600s.  

I mean, they even tell me that George Washington was not 

too exciting.  I don’t know.  George Mason is my favorite 

of the early people that were in that part of Virginia.  He 

was not in Charlottesville, but that area.  He was the 

first state’s writer apparently.  He wouldn’t sign the 

Constitution or something for awhile, whatever.  But I’m 

not interested in English history.  I’m just not interested 

in English history and although when we moved there and 

bought the warehouse and started winning awards for saving 

that part of Virginia, I wrote in weekly newspapers as I 

had here.  I wrote for the Figaro that the Glassmans had, 

Jim and Mary Glassman and Jack Davis.  I wrote a weekly 

column there.  Then, when I moved to Virginia, here I run 

into the Glassmans on the streets of Capital Hill.  They 

had moved to Washington and started the -- did The 

Washington Roll Call, which is a very influential weekly 

newspaper which is given free to all the aides of all the 

congressmen and senators.  So, they sort of ran the country 

indirectly.  I wrote House of the Month and of course I was 

paid ten times more than I was paid here.  So that got me 

to know a lot of people in Washington DC because most of 

the houses I wrote about, I would go in and meet the 



people, and they were either on Capital Hill or in 

Georgetown.  I met a lot of wonderful people, but I made -- 

I got together with Warren Robins, the founder of the 

National Museum of African Art.  Not African American but 

African, Ibo and Chiwaras and all the rest, and it’s a 

subject about which I knew nothing.  So it was very 

interesting.  It was like he would -- I would work on the 

computer at his house on Capitol Hill.  He had two houses, 

common-walled townhouses and he had an office and a couple 

of volunteers and I would work, and I began working on his 

memoirs.  And he himself was a Ukranian-Jewish gentleman 

whose mother and daddy got off the boat in Washington -- I 

mean, in Boston, excuse me, in Boston when they were nine 

years old; the two different families.  His first cousin 

was Mike Wallace, the radio-television media person.  And 

the two of them were very outstanding and I recently 

dedicated the epistolary biography that the Smithsonian 

asked me to do on Warren saying the American dream can come 

true in the 20th century.  These two [Sharfman?] sisters got 

off the boat with their husbands, and Mike Wallace, who’s 

Myron Wallick, and Warren Robins, I think his name was 

Rubenstein when he got off -- the family’s name, he wasn’t 

born.  And look what they’ve accomplished right there in 

Washington, DC and New York.  So the Smithsonian just last 



October had me finish the epistolary biography for the 50th 

anniversary of the National Museum of African Art that he 

started on Capitol Hill in the home of Douglass -- that 

first black important person in history of integration.  

Anyway, I know him better than my own name, but I can’t 

think of him now.  But at any rate, in his house and then 

he bought five more houses.  And he had this going really 

strong African museum about Africa.  And he had never been 

to Africa, but he had all these things that he collected as 

a -- in Germany.  He was in Germany from ’50 to ’60 as a 

very young man and as Rose Marie said, “Why would the State 

Department hire a Jewish man who had a humped back and a 

pigeon breast [01:00:00] to go to Germany when they were 

trying to make the Germans love us?”  You know, that’s what 

[John] McCloy was trying to do, he says so in his books.  

But at any rate, he was so successful that he became the 

cultural attache in Vienna and in Munich, Bavaria, and 

learned a great deal.  He learned how to run a country 

essentially.  Then he came back and used his knowledge to 

found a museum that no one wanted.  I have a letter -- or 

he has a letter -- and I quoted it in my book from Martin 

Luther King, you know, “Please don’t start an African 

museum.  We are not interested in all that stuff from 

Africa.  We are African-Americans.”  And of course now, at 



long last, there’s about to be an African-American museum, 

but that’s 30 or 40 years later. 

CAVE:  Can you go back and talk about the naming of the Lower 

Garden District again?  You told the story, can you tell -- 

TOLEDANO:  Well, Betsy said, “You know, we don’t have a name 

for our book,” and I said, “What are we going to call it?  

Are we going to call it the something Carondelet?  We’ll 

try to come up with something -- I love the name Carondelet 

and Baronne?”  “No, that’s not going to work.”  And she 

said, “Well, it is below the Garden District,” and she said 

-- I didn’t say -- “Well, let’s call it the Lower Garden 

District.”  That’s how it got its name whenever that first 

book came out.  It did not have that name previous to that 

time.  The Coliseum Square had that name and there had been 

the Melpomene Canal going through it.  The area, as I 

understand it, was so full of Irish people because the 

Irish got off the boat and they said, “What are we going to 

do?” in the 1840s.  They said, “Run over there and dig the 

new basin canal,” because the truth was that the city had 

90 slaves, but they weren’t going to rent them to that 

mosquito-ridden area where they were digging water with 

more mosquitoes.  They would not rent theirs and there were 

a bunch of people who rented slaves, like these businessmen 

would own 30 or 40 slaves just to do nothing but rent for 



construction, but they wouldn’t rent to do this project.  

So the Irish ended up doing it.  Is it St. John the Baptist 

Church had a great -- those two beautiful churches over 

there?  They went to that church and they dug the canal and 

the church had like 6,000 Irish people, and then it had 800 

Irish people.  They just died like flies; just on the job 

digging, because they wouldn’t have anything else to eat if 

they weren’t digging and they would have the yellow fever 

and drop dead.  It was apparently a terrible undertaking.  

So we didn’t want to dwell on the Melpomene Canal and the 

dead Irish, so we didn’t go in that direction.  We just 

said, OK, it’s below the Garden District, which probably 

was better. 

CAVE: I don’t have any more questions.   Was there any big part 

about your experience in New Orleans that we didn’t talk 

about? 

TOLEDANO:  Heaven sakes, I can’t remember what we’ve talked 

about.  This is where we -- no -- my main activity was 

those books on architecture.  I felt that they were -- 

everything was -- Mary Lou and I were into cultural 

philanthropy.  We were not into teaching the children how 

to read -- I mean, the people at the jail house how to 

read.  You know, with the Junior League you can, I think, 

go teach the guys at the jailhouse how to read.  But we 



were not interested in that.  We were interested in -- 

somehow we just went toward -- and of course I had a degree 

in architecture and you could just see buildings falling 

down right and left.  I mean, the French Quarter was great, 

the Garden District was great, and Uptown was OK.  But even 

the Uptown had no controls because the people didn’t want 

controls, but they were smart enough to more or less keep 

it together. 

CAVE:  That’s good.  What was the series called again?  I’ve 

use it so many times but -- 

TOLEDANO:  The New Orleans Architecture Series, I think.  

And they’re all New Orleans Architecture, Volume I; Lower 

Garden District, Volume II.  Mary Lou did the cemeteries; 

that was her book.  And Ben C. was running for mayor or 

senator or something.  He had to run around the country in 

Louisiana giving speeches to no avail because he was a 

Republican and only two percent of the state was 

Republican, but I had a good time. 

CAVE:  Were you involved in his political career? 

TOLEDANO:  Oh, yes, I was campaigning everywhere.  His 

campaign director, I don’t know who, says, “You speak 

French, so we’re going to send you down to the Cajun 

country.”  And I remember this scene, I’m in Houma, I 

believe, and I’m at a radio station.  And [01:05:00] it’s 



going to be French radio station, and Les Domangue was the 

announcer.  And I said maybe before you interview me, we 

better say a few words in French, maybe, because frankly, 

my French wasn’t all that good.  I spoke Spanish, but the 

French was secondary.  And he said something and I said, 

“What did you say?”  “I said I asked you what your name 

was,” and I said, “You didn’t say, ‘Comment vous appelez-

vous?’”  And he said, “What does that mean?”  We did not 

have one French word in common.  So I said, “Well, we 

better write down the questions that you’re going to ask 

me.”  So we sit down and he has a pencil and I have a 

pencil and I said, “What are you going to ask me?”  And he 

said, “I don’t know how to write French,” and he was a 

French speaker his whole life, he was French, he was a 

Cajun, but he did not write French and I couldn’t 

understand his French.  But a good, good friend Ben C. and 

I got to know, Jimmy Domengeaux, he called him.  He became 

Jimmy Domengeaux.  And I don’t know how we met Jimmy, but 

it probably it had to do with Republican politics.  But he 

and his wife lived in Lafayette, I think, when it was much 

smaller.  And we would stay there while Ben C. would be 

campaigning around trying to build a Republican party, and 

one day I was walking down the hall and the bathroom door 

is open and there are seven men in there.  I look and 



there’s Jimmy in the bathtub leaning back with a big piece 

of plywood over, sort of covering up, and papers all over 

and he’s got a pencil, but he’s in the bathtub.  He’s got a 

pencil and he’s leaning against the old time claw-foot 

bathtub, and in Cajun fashion there were chairs on three 

sides of the bathtub, his cohorts planning what’s to happen 

next in Cajun country.  It was so amazing.  And one time, 

again in the Cajun country, Mary Lou and I approached 

Blanche Long, because I think Earl was in jail or 

something.  We wanted Blanche Long to use -- to have the 

public schools of Louisiana learn about Louisiana Indians 

and we had done this big exhibition at the Cabildo in the 

Presbyter and we had a catalog, Louisiana Indians 12,000 

Years, which was very controversial right there.  And we 

went to her -- they made an appointment for us to go to her 

house, and I swear, the house was -- this parlor was 

rectangular, like this room, and she was sitting in a big 

chair elevated in the middle of the room like a queen, and 

we were to sit -- there were sort of chairs on the edge 

around the room.  No chairs in the middle, no tables.  The 

middle of the room was blank, like a hall to receive a 

queen.  And we were way in the back and we asked her to do 

this.  Well, of course, she said no.  So they didn’t learn 

about it.  But meanwhile, Mary Lou and I -- because of her, 



I got onto the board of the Louisiana State Museum -- no, 

the board of the Friends of the Cabildo.  Then when David 

Treen was governor, he put Bill Christovich and me on the 

board of the Louisiana State Museum, much more powerful, 

but they didn’t do anything like the Friends of the Cabildo 

because Mary Lou had exhibitions and books and we just did 

everything, and Mary Lou was chief of that project, really 

the chief behind the chiefs.  I got to working with Mary 

Lou and it was fantastic because you learned something 

every day, yet you do something useful every day.  I 

remember when we did Louisiana, 250 Years of Life in New 

Orleans, and you must have that catalog here.  I 

accidentally saw it at Rose Marie’s house the other day, I 

had totally forgotten about it.  I think I’ve written 13 

books but I can’t -- I started trying to list them for 

today and I got through eight or nine.  I can’t remember 

the others, but they were catalogs and things.  So, 

Louisiana, 250 Years of Life in New Orleans and we’d gone 

to Baton Rouge and Woody Gagliano and other professors 

there at LSU who were specialists in things Louisiana.  We 

were specialists only in things New Orleans.  So we enjoyed 

very much doing that project to bring in essays by these 

other people.  The Friends of the Cabildo did all the major 

shows because -- and it’s a state museum and, as you know, 



in the olden days the director was the state appointee and 

it was never anyone who knew anything about museums, it was 

just somebody; a business woman or a business man.  So we 

worked [01:10:00] really hard to develop the -- we started 

the sales desk there and it was a small little sales desk 

in the Presbytere, I think, and then soon they took over 

one of the first-floor rooms in Pontalba on the St. Ann.  

And it’s a huge sales desk.  I mean, people buy things 

there all the time.  And then I started making silk screen 

scarves, 36 x 36 inches.  Every time I would write a book, 

I would make a scarf relating to the book because it’s very 

tedious to write a book.  So after the book I wanted to do 

something creative so I would take like this material I 

made -- I made this material because I took pictures out of 

the book.  And here is New Orleans, and I made sure that 

the illustrations from the book were 19th century so I 

wouldn’t get any problems.  Then I had to put borders 

around each of these nineteenth century pictures about 

Louisiana, and so I used borders around ancient maps, just 

took the map out and put my picture in, and I made this 

material, 54 inches by 54 inches, for the toile that I’m 

wearing. Then I made the same designs, more or less, 36 

inches by 36 inches and I got white already carefully hand-

sewn for the hems and flipped them down and did a black ink 



silk screen.  So I have about five or six scarves, I think 

they’re in the sales desk -- sales shop here, or they used 

to be.  It was interesting to turn our books into an art 

project; that was a lot of fun.  But we seriously, after 

the Lower Garden District, which I said Betsy engineered, 

then, you know, uh-oh, we got to do the Central Business 

District, which was Faubourg Gravier to a great degree.  

And Betsy and I up and down their street taking all those 

pictures and then Mary Lou finding old pictures of the same 

buildings -- a lot of work, a lot of work. Fortunately it 

was Mary Lou that had the idea that Pelican would publish 

these books.  We didn’t know of Publican Publishing, and 

Dr. Calhoun agreed to do them.  Nobody else would have done 

them because I’m sure nobody expected to sell them.  Mary 

Lou signed the contract and she put in it they had to keep 

them in print as long as 200 were sold per year.  So every 

one of those books are still in print and you can go over 

to Pelican Publishing and buy from volume one on forward.  

So, I think, between you and me, I think it saved the CBD.  

I think it saved Faubourg Marigny.  Nobody even called that 

place Faubourg Marigny.  It was just up -- down river 

somewhere.  And Tremé -- oh, my lord, Tremé was just 

nothingness.  Even today people don’t understand where -- 

but it’s nicely -- a nice extension of the French Quarter 



if they ever finish Rampart Street, [re-do?], because it’s 

just sort of an extension of the French Quarter, and that 

part of it, past Rampart Street into Marai and all of those 

streets along there.  Then I bought a cute little house 

that I love on Roman, 1518 North Roman.  In part I bought 

it because Governor Roman was an ancestor of my kids and 

Governor Kerlerec was an ancestor of my kids.  It’s been on 

Roman between Kerlerec and whatever else, but that was 

cute. So, there was this little single Creole cottage, just 

two-bay, there are only about eight two-bay Creole cottages 

anywhere.  I mean, just a door and a window, and this one 

had -- the gabled ends had a kick on -- a kick out before 

it went up and it was too marvelous to pass up. So 14 -- it 

was just $12,000 theoretically, but then before I got 

through with all of this, there was $14,700.  Then it was 

$100,000 to get it fixed up.  I’ve got it rented.  It’s 

always been rented to the same people since I did this, and 

I can’t tell you how many years, eight years, whatever.  

And the girl is from -- this couple came to do Teach for 

America after Katrina.  So I did this right after Katrina, 

obviously.  And they rented it and she is -- her name is 

Casimir -- she’s from Saint Domingue, and she’s a black 

woman who went to Bennington College.  And her husband 

[01:15:00] is from Guadalupe.  His name is S-I-A-R, Siar is 



his last name.  They lived there and they did Teach for 

America for a number of years and now they’ve gone into the 

economy, but they live there and take care of my house and 

it’s furnished with family antiques because I didn’t want 

to put them in storage when we moved.  So we have that 

little property there and it’s helping because then Scott 

Veazey bought three or four other houses in the 

neighborhood.  And he asked me in five years I can move 

into that house, so I’m not sure.  [Done this?].  I might 

think of things more important that we did not talk about, 

what could that be being I used to be a rodeo rider.  Did I 

tell you about being a rodeo rider?   

CAVE:  No, talk about being a rodeo rider. 

TOLEDANO:  All right.  Well, as I’ve said, my grandfather 

had this ranch and he had Tennessee Walking Horses and you 

hardly go around a barrel on a Tennessee Walking Horse, but 

you move along and you’re completely still.  The horse is 

trotting but they’re taught to move their legs but not move 

their back.  And so you’re like riding in a car.  I 

remember the favorite horse was Jimmy and my first 

remembrance was like when I’m little bitty, like my daddy’s 

overseas and I’m like four or so, and my grandfather has me 

on the western saddle in front of him, and we stopped to do 

a gate.  The ranch has a lot of gates.  There’s a 



rattlesnake all curled up and he’s going to strike because 

rattlesnakes can’t strike unless they’re curled up with 

their heads coming up, and that big old head, it’s teeth, 

and it was going to get the horse or my grandfather, one.  

So my grandfather -- and I’m still on the horse, so the 

horse is getting nervous and going like that, so I’m going 

to fall off in the snakes arms essentially.  And my 

grandfather picks up a big rock and knocks the head off 

this snake and then the snake’s tail is still going like 

that and he cuts the rattlers off and they’re still 

rattling and he gives them to me.  So that’s my first 

remembrance of when we moved back to Texas after the Second 

World War.  And that ranch was an essential part of my 

life.  As I said, we would picnic at the pecan tree, and 

then my best friend, Judy, had a house -- they had a 

country house on the Brazos River, and you could swim in 

the Brazos River.  You couldn’t swim in the California 

Creek; Texas style, it’s just rocks.  When we would be 

swimming, we were told that a water moccasin could not bite 

you under water.  So we would be swimming along and there 

would be a nice water moccasin beside each of us.  And 

those big old heads and I’m scared to death of snakes, but 

we were told no problem.  Of course, all it had to do was 

stick its head above the water and get you.  But nope, we 



were never bitten.  Although, one friend, Martha Hudson, a 

copperhead struck at her as she ran over it.  You know, 

running we didn’t notice it and it stuck its head up, but 

it missed her by that much.  So I don’t have any friends 

that were bitten by rattlesnakes but you’re sick for nine 

months assuming if you’re bitten by a rattlesnake.  And one 

day we were going home from the ranch, 20 miles, and we saw 

this couple and this car and two screaming little children, 

and it’s about 100 degrees, but in Texas style we drove on.  

But when we came back they’re still screaming.  One of them 

sort of fainted, but the other one is still screaming.  My 

granddad stops and he rolls the windows down and he doesn’t 

know why this car is stopped on the side of the road.  So 

he goes to the farm and he finds a dead woman, the mother.  

She had gotten out to steal some raspberries -- not 

raspberries, blackberries.  She was in a blackberry patch 

and a rattlesnake had bitten her right here.  Now you 

usually don’t die but if a rattlesnake bites you in the 

throat or in a place around your face, you’ll die if 

somebody doesn’t come and do something real quick.  And 

even if you live, you’ll be sort of sick for nine months.  

So I was always scared to death of these rattlesnakes.  

They kill more people than any other snake besides those 

things over in India, the cobras.  Cobras kill tons of 



people, but rattlesnakes do a pretty good job, too, if you 

don’t get help.  But the ranch was essential to my growing 

up and, as I said, we’d go -- I remember I finally got a 

horse that was my life.  Her name was Judy Christmas 

because my father had ridden her in from where he -- the 

man he bought her from, and there was a string from the 

Christmas tree at my house to the back alley where the 

horse [01:20:00] was waiting and her name was already Judy 

and she was two years old, and my best friend was Judy, so 

I could not change her name.  So I called her Judy 

Christmas.  And I started when I was 15 riding the barrels 

in the rodeos because my home town had what was once the 

largest amateur rodeo in the world -- Stamford, Texas at 

the Stamford rodeo grounds developed in the ’30s by these 

Swedes and Germans. They’d say, “Roulhac Bunkley coming out 

of shoot two on Judy Christmas.”  I would ride around the 

barrels and one time, I’m so embarrassed to death, I 

knocked down two barrels, not one.  It’s embarrassing 

enough to knock down one barrel, but I think I’m the only 

rider in Texas that ever knocked down two.  But the horse 

being half Thoroughbred and half Quarter Horse, the horse 

could run really fast and then I’d have to rein her in and 

then she’d turn real fast around the barrels, and I reined 

her in too much, so she hit the barrel.  It was all my 



fault, not hers.  So I rode every afternoon.  We kept Judy 

Christmas at the one vet in town, Dr. Ballard, and I would 

go out after school and after cheerleading and all that and 

saddle Judy Christmas and I’d ride around and I’d ride down 

the highway and my grandfather, E.P. Bunkley and my 

grandmother, Loutie -- there’s nothing to do in a small 

town when you retire, they took a big ride.  My 

grandfather, I’d see him coming in their Cadillac, so I’d 

stop my horse, nobody would say a word.  He’d get out and 

then he’d come over and he would tighten the cinch, then 

he’d get back in his car and they’d ride off.  That was -- 

you don’t say too much in West Texas, you know, it’s 

different.  Life is hard. 

 

END OF AUDIO FILE 


