
DURAND HERITAGE FOUNDATION 
Dedicated to the Preservation of our Family Heritage 

John Durand Scholarship Program 
Application criteria and deadline information for the John Durand Scholarship Program are now available for 

the 2026-2027 school year.  Click on the "2026-2027 Scholarship" button on the Durand Foundation website 

home page for more information. 

Board Activity 
The 2025 annual meeting was held on Oct 25. Meeting minutes are posted under the “About” banner item on 

the DHF website. Look for “Board Minutes”. 

Subscriber Legacy Library 
The library has been expanded and access unrestricted.  Library items can be viewed but not edited. 
A "Card Catalog" needs to be developed.  Any volunteers? Access the Legacy Library under the “About” ban-
ner item on the DHF website. 

Family Tree Online 
Updates to the DHF online family tree will be suspended while a merge with Canadian Jean Durand descend-
ants occurs through the winter and spring.  Updates to the tree will continue but will not be posted until the 
merger occurs.  The April 2026 Bulletin will explain the project's beginnings and significance. 

“The Year is 2026…...” by John Durand 
Cousin John left us in September 2020. In 2006, one year into his tenure as DHF Chairman, he wrote a Winter 
2006 article prophesizing how our next year will appear.  Read it and see if he is talking to you today. Write 
down your thoughts and send them to us at info@durandfoundation.com. 

Msgr. Arthur H. Durand Survey Project 
A query to the DHF by Linda Morelan Manke last summer triggered an expanding project about the early pio-
neer days of our Durand ancestors and cousins as they spent their early years in the Faribault, Rice County, 
MN area. Read about this project beginning on page XXX. 

Willard Edmund Durand by Janet Durand Schultz 
Spring 1999 Newsletter reprint 
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Jacqueline “Jackie” Durand Delany Mestad Backer (October 30, 1941 - October 12, 2025) 

Rose Marie Durand Wong (August 8, 1940 - September 8, 2025) 



by John Durand

Theyear is 2026. Stuart, my new
est grandson, is 20 years old, but
I am dead and gone,

r Indeed, almost everyone who
helped start the Durand Heritage

r Foundation back in 1998 is but a mem

ory. But the DHF? It's still going strong!
The newsletter has been in publica

tion for almost thirty years, and those
• who inherited a collection of the early

issues consider each one a treasure, no
• matter how crude an effort.

In northern Wisconsin the DHF

owns a small building, the Durand
Heritage Center. The Center houses a
fire-proof archives room where visi-

; tors can view family artifacts - photos,
: manuscripts, family albums, tools, even
; homemade clothes. Volunteers keep
• the Center going during the summer
; months. My grandchildren have visited
. the Center many times, and from what
• he learned there my grandson Ellis even
• wrote a school paper about his pioneer-
• ing great-grandpa (and got an A!)
: Because family manuscripts and
• documents continue to turn up, be
; printed, or converted into electronic
• media, the inventory of family-re-
j lated publications for sale through the
• Durand Heritage Center has grown
i from 5 items to 23.

: The DHF genealogy contains al-
; most 17,000 records. My grandchildren
j can trace their Durand ancestry back
• fourteen generations. When they were
• younger they used to make fun of some
i of the old-fashioned names.

• But in 2026 the DHF is not just
; about old-timey stuff. Several years ago
; my granddaughter Giselle spent two
; weeks of her summer break living with
• a Durand family in rural Quebec. Her
• experience was part of an exchange pro-
: gram arranged through the DHF. That
• same summer the host family's daugh-
i ter lived for two weeks in Minneapolis
i with Giselle. They both loved their
: experience, and as adults continue to
• exchange occasional visits. I wish I
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could hear them chatter in their curious

mixture of French and English.
In 2026 the DHF Scholarship fund

has grown to over $200,000. It awards
several $2,500 scholarships each year.
Since its small beginning with the first
JohnnyRide in 2004, the DHF scholar
ship fund has boosted the educational
aspirations of almost 100young people.
Of course, the annual JohnnyRides are
but a dim memory, but through gifts
and bequests to the DHF scholarship
Fund (including a couple generous ones
from scholarship recipients) the fund
continues to grow.'

Poppycock!
Is this all poppycock? Absolutely...

if you think the DHF is but a passing
fancy.

There seem to be three basic views

of the DHF and its work:

1. One view, perhaps by the ma
jority, is that the DHF is a nice little
enterprise for the time being, but it will
wither and die when its aging founders
wither and die, so let's just sit back and
enjoyits benefits whilewe can. Afterall,
it costs only twenty-five bucks a year to
keep it on life support.

2. Another view is that the DHF

seems like a good idea, but the board
tries to be too big for its britches. Why
do we need a fancy newsletter and a
website and all that other stuff? We can't

afford to be so grandiose. Cut back on
that stuff so you're not always asking for
money.

3. The third view, shared by just a
few, sees the DHF as a long-term enter
prise that will strengthen and grow with
the passing years.That iswhy those few
have willingly donated untold hours
and coped with considerable stress to
build a solid footing for the Foundation
to grow on.

I count myself among those few.
We may fail, of course. The DHF

maywither and die. We maysomeday
be no more than a handful of fading,
misplaced newsletters and a printed ge
nealogy that was out of date as soon as
it was published back in 2004.

A Legacy Fund
But if we few fail it won't be for lack

of trying. That is whythe DHF board of
directors is re-visiting the idea to estab
lish a special fund to help the founda
tion stay alive.

Like the scholarship fund, this

new fund will be invested to grow and
provide income. Donations will be
tax-deductible and no personal benefit
will accrue to anyone connected with
the DHF.The principal will stay intact.
Income from the fund will be used only
to forward DHF projects, i.e. bringing
out new publications, securing a place
for our family artifacts, converting
more documents to electronic media,
etc.

Why do we need a LegacyFund?
There are several reasons:

1. Membership dues provide
barely enough income to produce the
newsletter and maintain the website.

If we want to produce a cookbook or
other publication, someone on the
board has to front the money and hope
to get reimbursed. It'sthe same with
everything else. That situation simply
isn't fair to those who already commit
so much time and energy to the DHF.

2. Suppose someone asks,
"Say I want to leave some money to
the DHF... how will you handle it?"
Frankly, we don't havea good answer to
that right now.

3. We're reaching the time when
people like me are making provision to
leave a bequest to the DHF. We want it
to be a legal, tax-deductible transaction,
and we want to be sure it isn't frittered

Now what?

The DHF board of directors is re

viewing a set of by-laws for this new
Legacy Fund. Whether we proceedto
establish this fund depends in large part
on feedback from you. If you want to
see these draft bylaws, let me know and
I'll send you a copy.

If you don't care about the bylaws
but do want to see the DHF around in

2026, and think we might need some
thing like a LegacyFund in place to
keep it going, let me know... a note, an
e-mail, a phone call. I probablywon't be
around to see a flourishing DHF, then,
but I alongwith the rest of the board
willhelp to ensure that it'sstill alive and
well, dh

' A slightly worn JohnnyRide tee
shirtfrom 2004 recently sold on eBayfor
$152. In 2006 these shirts were offered at
a Durand family reunionfor $5, butfew
bought them.



 

 
St. John's Catholic Church 1960 1st communion class with Msgr. Durand, center front, and Linda Manke, row 3. Read the Manke article 
below and see if you can pick her out. 

 
 
Linda Ann (Morelan) Manke (see above) submitted a letter, which follows, to the Durand Heritage 
Foundation (DHF) and is allowing us to print it in our monthly bulletin. I don't remember my first 
communion, but she remembers hers. 
 
A bit of history regarding the letter: 
 
Linda contacted the DHF in early June.  She was searching for a copy of Msgr. Arthur H. Durand's 
1978 autobiography.  Early in her search she was unable to find a copy in the Little Canada area. 
She did manage to locate copies at the University of St. Thomas and the Minnesota Historical 
Society libraries, but these two sources were not easily accessible to her.  She continued her 
search which led to the DHF perhaps because Msgr. Durand's autobiography extracts have been 
feature articles in at least three or four DHF newsletters written by our Msgr. Durand expert, Ed 
Durand. 
 
I received her inquiry addressed to info@durandfoundation.com .  I knew I had a copy of the original 
autobiography but didn't realize that I had two other xeroxed copies. (My parents loved to go to 
auctions in the Faribault area and knew that I love local history books, so my bookshelves are 
loaded with many of their "finds".)  When I contacted Linda, she offered to purchase one of the 
copies.  I told her I'd give her a copy if she would pen an article explaining why a non-Durand relative 
would be interested in Msgr. Durand's autobiography written almost forty years ago.  She agreed 
and my wife Carol and I met Linda for coffee and gave her a copy. 
 
We learned that Linda had been a student at the St. John's Catholic school in Little Canada. Msgr. 
Durand was pastor there for over 30 years and Linda remembers several aspects of his pastoral 
duties related to the growing church and the parochial school. He also gave weekly catechism 
instructions to the students in the school.  
 

mailto:info@durandfoundation.com


 She had many fond memories of Msgr. Durand in and out of class and recounted a number of them 
to Carol and me.  Not one negative story!  

Linda's description of Msgr. Durand was a bit different than those heard over the years.  Most of the 
"off the cuff" stories told to me from firsthand acquaintances suggested that he might have been a 
rather stubborn man when dealing with subordinates and church hierarchy.  Indeed, his own 
autobiography highlighted friction with the teaching nuns and the archbishop regarding a number of 
management issues.  He was NOT a fan of the ecumenical movement occurring during the 60's and 
70's.   

After listening to Linda's stories, we said our goodbyes, and I reminded her that the "payment" for 
the autobiography copy was an article for the newsletter.  

On the drive home, I remarked to Carol about how similar her description of Msgr. Durand was to 
that of a Mr. Ron Eustice when I met him in 1996.  Years before, Ron had been researching his 
Perron family roots in the Faribault area when he learned of a historical survey by Msgr. Durand of 
French speaking Sacred Heart Catholic Church parishioners just before he was assigned to St. 
John's in Little Canada in 1940. Ron visited Msgr. Durand in a nursing home shortly before Durand's 
death in 1986. 

Once I read Linda's article, I vowed to try and contact Ron and share Linda's touching story.  I was 
successful and the results of that meeting will be one of the "Features" of the April 1 2026 DHF 
Bulletin. 

Linda's article follows.

Roger Durand



MY MEMORIES OF MONSIGNOR ARTHUR H. DURAND

BY LINDA ANN (MORELAN) MANKE
Email: sacajo7@aol.com

DATED JULY 2025

I was asked by the Durand Foundation to share my memories of Msgr. Durand to be
added to their historical records for posterity purposes.

My parents lived in Faribault, Minnesota prior to my birth. They knew Father Durand
during their time there. Father Durand moved to St. John the Evangelist Parish of Little
Canada in the 1940's. My parents moved to Little Canada, Minnesota in 1950 and I
was born two years later.

Most of my memories of him began when I started grade school in 1958. I attended St.
John's Parish School, which was located on the church's property. I'm not sure when
the honorific title of Monsignor was bestowed on him by the archbishop, but that's the
only title that I ever knew him by.

Monsignor Durand was a very formidable force in the church and the school. Many of
my fellow students were fearful and apprehensive around him. His voice "thundered"

when he spoke passionately about something or if he was angry. I didn't share those
feelings. To me, he was a man for whom I had deep respect. I honestly thought he was
the holiest man on earth, outside of the Pope. His commitment to the Catholic faith and
his moral compass were beyond reproach. He never wavered on them, even if
someone challenged him. He was a very decisive, outspoken person, especially when
it came to matters of faith. Many of his sermons were filled with "fire and brimstone".
He had my complete attention when he preached, and I always learned something from
listening to him.

My earliest memory of life was when Iwas four years old and I met my little brother for
the first time. I can still picture my parents coming through the back door and into the
kitchen with my mom holding a blanket in her arms. I asked her where the baby was,
and she bent down to unwrap the blanket and show him to me. I was mesmerized by
this little being.

Myfirst memory of Msgr. Durand was at that same brother's baptism. Again, I can
picture lots of people surrounding the baptismal font in the room off to the side of the
church's main entrance. Relatives had come from Faribault, MN to serve as his
godparents. Next, I remember everything being put on pause, and the happy occasion
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had turned into all the adults being upset. I had no idea what had happened until my
mother told me the story years later.

My parents had wanted to name my brother Merle Kenneth, after my father. Monsignor
Durand told them that could not happen. They could only choose the name of a known
saint, and he said there was no St. Merle or St. Kenneth. Eventually, they settled on
Merle Steven. Monsignor allowed that because there was a St. Stephen. He
acquiesced to the different spelling.

My older brother said something like this happened to another Little Canada couple he
knew. They wanted to name their daughter Kimberly. Monsignor was dead set against
it for a while, but the parents eventually got their way. Monsignor said the name
sounded like a "town in Wisconsin." I'm sure there were many other families at St.
John's who have similar baptismal stories to tell.

The next personal memory I have of Msgr. Durand was from second grade. I had made
my First Communion, and we were gathered in the school gym for a group photo with
Msgr. Durand. Unfortunately, I woke up with a stiff neck that day and I could only hold
my head at about a 45-degree angle. I was positioned in the center of the third row for
the photograph. The nuns were determined to have me not ruin the picture. Two of
them were pushing my head, trying to get it upright. This went on for several minutes,
and I became more embarrassed by the minute. Finally, Msgr. Durand turned around
and spoke in his thundering voice and said, "Leave her alone, her head is just fine.
Take the picture!" So that's what they did, and I became immortalized as the only
person in the photo with a noticeable head tilt. I kept that photo attached to my
bedroom mirror all through grade school. 1felt vindicated that day and my respect for
Msgr. Durand grew every time I looked at the photo.

I remember a story my dad told me long ago. He had gone to confession and after
Msgr. heard his confession and gave him his penance, he said "Merle, turn out the lights
on your way out. My dad thought it was so funny that Msgr. broke protocol while in the
confessional booth and he retold this story countless times. My parents said this was
not an unusual circumstance. If he knew the voice or recognized you as you were
coming in (he always kept his curtain slightly open), he addressed you by name. When
St. John's Church began offering open confessions where you sat across from the
priest, my dad said it was no different than when your confession was heard by the
Monsignor.

Msgr. Durand always looked so imposing in his black cassock. He wore it everywhere
and I never saw him in anything else. My fellow students used to make fun of him



wearing a dress and they traded ideas about what he might have underneath it. A
common guess was either his underwear or nothing at all. Knowing how religious he
was, I did not buy into those theories, but of course, one had to wonder.

Another standout memory for me was the day John F. Kennedy was shot. It was a
Friday, and we were in Catechism class with Msgr. Durand. The principal of our school
came over the loudspeaker around 1:00 pm and announced that the President had
been shot. I can still see the image in my head of Msgr. immediately putting his head
down, clearly shaken, while he said a prayer out loud. All of us were completely silent
and it was obvious even to me, an 11-year-old sixth grader, that something BIG had
happened. Monsignor sent us back to class and about 30 minutes later, we were told
that the President had died. School was immediately dismissed, and I went home to
watch my parents' horrified reaction to the news and to see Lyndon Johnson sworn in
as the next President. The family was glued to the television that entire weekend and
we saw, in real time, when Jack Ruby assassinated Lee Harvey Oswald two days later.
That entire tragedy was etched in stone in my memory.

While preparing this document, I asked my younger brother, Steve, if he had any
memories of Monsignor Durand that he wanted to share. Below is what he sent me:

I have lots of memories (mostly unpleasant) of Msgr. Durand. I remember being in his Religion
class and using the Baltimore Catechism. We had to memorize the answers to the
questions. Msgr. demanded that we study 20 minutes every other night and an hour on
Sundays for review. Of course, I didn't do that and when I answered the questions incorrectiy, I
was "invited" to the rectory for "cake and ice cream" after school. There was no cake or ice
cream, just study time one-on-one with Msgr.

Another time he caught a group of us throwing rocks at the school bell mounted high on the
outside of the building. He chewed us out and calied us "bell busters". I ended up winning that
one though - when they demolished the old school, Itook the bell from the rubble pile. I
eventually gave it to the Little Canada Historical Society.

I also have many memories of being an altar boy with John Pojar and Kelvin Poehls. We were
constantly getting into trouble. Msgr. called us the 'Unholy Trio".

Monsignor Durand left St. John's Church in the early 1970's. He had baptized me,
heard my First Confession, gave me my First Communion, and Confirmed me. I was
married at the church in May 1975. I was disappointed that he wasn't there to officiate
my wedding. It would have meant a lot to me to have had him there for all five of the

Sacraments I've received thus far.
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Figure 39.  Willard Durand in 1950.

Figure 40. Willard (3 yrs)
and Walter (16 months).

Willard Edmund
Durand
by Janet Durand Schultz
January 1995

Willard Edmund Durand was born in Ross, 
North Dakota on February 14, 1909 (a Valentine 
baby).  He was baptized March 6, 1909 at St Joseph's 
Catholic Church, Stanley ND by Reverend A.J. 
Arenault.  The family moved to Minnesota when 
Willard was four years old.  He attended school in 
Nary through eighth grade.

Life went along pretty typically on the farm.
Willard recalled his father making a weekly trip to
town - apparently for supplies and to sell produce
grown on the farm.  Upon his return, George would
bring a five cent bag of peanuts for all the kids to
share as their weekly treat.  On one trip, George
brought home a radio (probably battery operated as
there was no electricity). He had traded a bushel of
apples for the radio.  Both parents knew how to knit

and spent evenings  
doing so.  His mother would sooner knit a pair of socks than
wash them out.

Willard always spoke fondly of his mother.  Eleanor
certainly worked hard.  She was firm with discipline but always
fair and kind.  If the boys fought too much, she would make
them kiss and make up.  When Willard had port of a finger cut
off, Eleanor cared for it.  It was never
infected.  Even though George was a hard worker, he had to sell
the farm after Eleanor and the boys left him.

Willard's finger was cut off while Gilbert was chopping
wood.  Willard and Walter were sitting on the wood pile
messing around when Willard lost his balance.  He fell with his
hand on the chopping block--bad timing.  They looked and
looked but never found the finger.  Hair was a particular
problem.  The boys didn't get their first
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Figure 41. Willard on horse in Bemidji.

Figure 42. Wedding Day, September 12, 1932.

 hair cut until they went to school.  Willard related having
his head on his mothers lap every night before bedtime so
she could brush his hair.

The kids had to work on the farm, but had fun too. 
Willard talked about playing leap frog over the buck
sheep.  Willard didn't remember too much for toys but
they did have a ball and bat to play with.  It appears each
of the boys had a horse of their own. Willard's horse was
named "Babe".
 Willard's first job away from home was at a
logging camp in northern Minnesota.  The men spent the
entire winter there.  In the spring, when Willard returned
to the farm, George took his entire winters wages. 
Willard wanted something from his winters work so he
got a pair of long johns and an old suitcase.  George had also sold Willard's horse and kept that money
also.  Obviously, this didn't sit too well.  Willard spent another winter at the logging camp.  The
following spring he went to Duluth.

Willard met Louise Sande at the
Duluth zoo.  They were married on
September 12, 1932. They lived in
Willard's apartment for a very short time,
then bought a house at 605 Lake Ave. 
They moved to 4359 LaYaque Rd. in
January 1938.  The area is called the
"Jackson Project"  in Hermantown. At the
time friends thought they were crazy for
moving "way out there" seven miles from
downtown Duluth.

Willard and Louise had three
children.  Willard Jr. (Buddy) born June
12, 1935.  Buddy was killed in a car
accident September 19, 1954.  Mark Allen
was born November 6, 1945 and Janet
Louise on September 28, 1947.
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Figure 43.  Willard and Louise Sande Durand.

 There was a two year period during WW II when Willard worked for Duluth Iron and Marine. He
worked as a machinist building a boat named "Corvette".  Because of its speed,
heavy build, and maneuverability, the boat acted as a mine sweeper, submarine killer, and also drew
enemy fire away from the larger ships.
 Other than the two years mentioned above, Willard worked for Marshall-Wells Co.  He started
with them in 1932 and worked there until its closing in 1959.  This was the largest hardware wholesale
company in the world at that time.  Willard worked at numerous jobs within the company, finally
becoming the General Manager.  The company was bought out by Kelly-Hau-Thompson and closed. 
This put four hundred people out of work.  It was hard for Willard to leave his friends and job that he had
always thought was so secure.  He and three friends played cards at lunch every day for 27 years.

The family moved to the twin cities
in June of 1959.  They lived for a year at
2949 Manson Drive in St Anthony.  They
then sold the house to buy a hardware store. 
The store was located at 5301 Chicago Ave.,
Minneapolis.  The building has since burned
down. They then lived at 5533 W 107th St.
Bloomington.  Because you couldn't really
expand the store but business was growing,
they pulled up stakes and moved to
Mankato.  They put in a brand new store in
the new Hilltop Shopping Center.  They then
lived in Lake Crystal,  MN.  

Although Willard had a life-long
experience in hardware, he could see there
must be an easier and more lucrative way to
make a living.  In 1969, he found a
laundromat-dry cleaner for sale in Chippewa
Falls Wisconsin.  Another move.  This was a
good move for them.  He was able to
semi-retire but still have a job a few hours a
day.  They were making a good living from
the business. Willard was able to buy a few
of his beloved horses.  He owned several
Welsh ponies.

They owned this business at the time
of Willards death on April 17, 1975.



































Obituary 
Rose Marie Durand Wong (Aug 8, 1940 – Sept 8, 2025), age 85 

Rose Marie, daughter of Art and Elinor Durand of Spooner, Wisconsin, passed away on September 8, 
2025, due to complication of metastasized breast cancer at the age of 85. She grew up in her family 
farm in rural Wisconsin with four siblings, an older brother, William (Bill) Durand, now living in 
Superior, WI, an older sister, Marylou, who passed away due to skin cancer, about 30 years ago and a 
younger brother, Art Durand, passed away about 15 years ago due to pancreatic cancer. Rose Marie and 
Raymond met while she was in her second year of graduate school majoring in Sociology at Louisiana 
State University, Baton Rouge, LA.  Raymond was in his final year of graduate school in Mathematics 
and receive his PHD from LSU in the summer of 1966. They dated for about 6 months and got married 
in a Catholic church, September 17, 1966.  After graduation from LSU, Raymond spent two post-
doctoral years in UCLA (1966) and U of Washington, Seattle (1967) and landed a permanent, professor 
of mathematics position at University of California, Santa Barbara (1968). While at Santa Barbara, 
Raymond and Rose Marie raised two children, Andre and Stephanie. Later on, both children moved to 
Denver, Colorado. So, when Raymond retired in 2004, they decided to move to Denver to be closer to 
their children. Rose Marie had a very sharp and curious mind. She loved history and had many hobbies: 
painting, calligraphy, cake decorating and cooking. While she was at Santa Barbara, CA, she met one 
of the most famous chefs, Julia Child, in her adult ed class. Since then, she found out that she really 
enjoyed cooking and wanted to try cooking dishes from many different countries: American, Mexican, 
French, Italian and Oriental and others.  She had since collected cooking recipes totaling up to 9 
volumes of three-ring binders. 



Jackie (on left) with twin Judy. 

Obituary 
 Jacqueline “Jackie” Durand Delany Mestad Backer 
    (October 30, 1941 - October 12, 2025), age 83

By Edmund F. Durand from research.

Jackie was born in Faribault Minnesota on October 30, 1941, the first of twin girls born to Max 
Durand and Margaret Thom and died October 12, 2025. She was 83 years young, having died 
from complications from her broken back in a nursing home in Dodge Center, Minnesota. Jackie 
was married three times and only had children from her first marriage. 
She grew up in Faribault and Rochester, Minnesota. She married James Delaney on Nov. 8, 
1958 in Rochester, MN.  She divorced him and married James O. Mestad in 1969 and divorced 
him in 1978. She married William B. Backer in 1979. He died in 2001 in Florida. She returned 
to Rochester soon after and lived there ever since. 
Jackie’s parents, her older sister, and her second and third husbands, predeceased her. Survivors 
include her older brother Richard, her twin sister Judy, her three children from her first marriage, 
James and Joseph Delaney and Elizabeth Delaney Solem, stepchildren and grandchildren. 
She requested that her ashes be dumped over a Florida State Park, which her son Joseph did.  I 
got my information from three sources, Nazaire Durand 6 Generation Information, Family 
Search and Minnesota Official Marriage System (MOMS).     

Anna Webber
Highlight
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