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in the bayou it’s hard for an outsider
to distinguish lines. Lines between
properties, families, your two pounds
of crawfish and my three. It is equally
as hard to draw lines between parts of
town where the two-lane Louisiana
Highway 23 runs through unincorporated community, after swampland,
after grassfield, until it hits the edge
of the state and dumps into the Gulf.
Triumph, Louisiana, rests somewhere
along that highway, somewhere where
few say they exist.
Since the late 1800s, natural disasters have repeatedly quashed the
town’s attempts to rebuild, leaving it
ultimately nonexistent to the naked
eye with no signs announcing your
arrival or departure. Resting on the
tip of Louisiana’s boot in Plaquemines
Parish, the Southernmost parish in
the state, Triumph has been washed,
blown, and frozen away, resulting in
vague territory demarcation today.
The silhouette that cradles Triumph
extends from one side of the 23 to the
other side of parallel Highway 11, and
falls somewhere between Buras and
Boothville, Louisiana. According to
longtime Plaquemines resident and
historian Richard Stringfield, “The
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borderline between Buras and Triumph is roughly a street known by the
residents and few others.” What lies
in-between neighboring townships is
a dotting of houses rising high above
thick, tall grass that grows wild; trucks
parked sporadically along the highway
with owners closeby holding bobbing
fishing rods; and the occasional bar or
sandwich shack. It was somewhere
within these fields of mud and rivers
that snaked into the bayou that we
found Triumph, and the reason the
community’s name still rings true.
My friend Charlie’s car rolled south
on the highway along a 65-mile stretch
from New Orleans to Triumph. Cows
dotted the fields to the left, then to the
right, then to the left again, each farm
distinguishable only by the number of
tractors lined against their fences. As
we pushed further south the houses
began to spread, the number of gas
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stations lessened, and the ocean/
bayou water crept up closer to the car
every time we looked out of the windows. Another friend in the car, Elias,
reflected later, “Nothing seemed to
grow upward, save the occasional cypress tree. Instead everything seemed
to ooze out, almost like moss or wild
weeds. The land looked soft, even if it
was hard under your feet. The kind of
earth that seemed almost too moist,
like it would swallow you up if you
stepped too hard.”
The people in what we figured to
be Triumph were quiet, skeptical, and
took our orders for $1.50 beers and
fried shrimp sandwiches with hesitation. Understandably, as we were the
group of 20 somethings with more ink
than the local newspaper and questions no one had asked them about
the town in years, if ever. In Triumph
it is easy to detect the sense of community, rootedness, and distinction
between those who know the answers
to all of an outsiders, questions, and
those strangers dumb enough to ask.
Plaquemines historian Rod Lincoln
noted, when I asked how people manage to define the boundaries of each
unincorporated community, “I don’t
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think distinguishing between Buras,
Triumph, Boothville, and Venice is an
issue for anyone in that section of the
parish. Locals all know where the lines
are.” In communities like Triumph,
landmarks established by those who
support the city define where the lines
are drawn, even after a hurricane has
wiped the physical landscape clean.
Stringfield explained that despite
the quiet, desolate nature of Triumph
in 2014, it hadn’t always been that
way. “The reason why the lower portion of the community was given the
name Triumph came from the Civil
War battle in April 1862. The battle
lasted well into the night and many
vessels were damaged or lost on both
sides. At the apparent end, the Federal commander landed his boat in
the area near present Citrus City, and
claimed a triumph, and so wanted the
area named.” From there Triumph established a post office, became home
to many slaves looking to escape their
plantations, and moved on to become
a player in the area’s major industries.
Thriving tent camps and townsites inhabited by workers employed by multiple oil refineries, rigs, and shipping
companies in the area once filled the
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now-empty properties. Citrus groves
lined the lots of plantation homes,
and the Plaquemines Parish Fair
and Orange Festival was held annually at Fort Jackson. And the first ever
Plaquemines Mardi Gras celebration
took place in Triumph where a cross
was erected during a mass held near
what is now officially known as Bayou
Mardi Gras.
Unfortunately, as time passed the
lower portion of Plaquemines that Triumph is located in was hit repeatedly
by devastating freezes that wiped out
the citrus industry. Hurricanes Betsy,
Camille, and Katrina left much of the
population pushed out, reluctant to
return. The oil industry moved North
and without people to buy goods or
support the community, the majority
of businesses that managed to withstand hurricanes shut down. Today,
bartenders, like our friend Dale at
Bucks and Boars on Highway 23, are
the only ones around to answer the
question: “What is there to do in Triumph?” His answer—“Nothin’...”—
was given by the multiple people we
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asked it of, in hopes of finding something to do. According to parish native Commander Eric J. Becnel of the
Plaquemines Parish Sheriff’s office,
“Now, the majority of structures in
the area are mobile homes. With new
FEMA regulations and guidelines on
elevations and changes in building
codes, it is extremely costly for those to
rebuild. Katrina proved that nothing in
the Parish was safe.”
Today simply living in and around
Triumph provides current residents
with a sense of understanding about
community, landscape, and living
that they hold onto. Although their
predecessors that formed these towns
are long gone, those that came before
Lincoln, Becnel and others living in
Plaquemines today passed onto them
a community that fostered a sense of
purpose in the area. Born and raised in
the parish, Lincoln described life in the
parish as a learning experience unique
to the South, offering knowledge
gained only through tactile experiences had living on the bayou. Surrounded
by a number of forts established during
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the Civil War, animals that claimed the
swampland as their home, and booming oil refineries, Lincoln’s childhood
in the Southern region of Louisiana
fostered a sense of awareness that
was, in his case, gained through understanding a deeply rooted history
and landscape. “We grew up knowing
that we lived in a historical area where
LaSalle landed near us to claim the entire Mississippi Valley for France,” he
says. “We recognized when the storm
birds came flying in we should expect
hurricanes to follow soon afterwards;
we knew that supporting the oil, gas
and Sulphur industries were critical
to national security; we understood
the value of the mink, otter, nutria,
rabbits, and other animals we trapped
and hunted.”
If anyone has been triumphant it is
the men and women that first drew
those lines in the soft, seeping bayou
mud years ago. And similarly those
who have withstood the earth’s attempts at moving them. Quoting my
friend Elias again, “If the world were
flat, Triumph is what I imagine a place
at the end of the world to be like. A civilization on the outskirts of humanity,
barely surviving, but refusing to die.”
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In Triumph—a place I know exists despite my inability to map it out by eye,
and despite Mother Nature’s attempts
at destroying it—the sky doesn’t burn
yellow at midnight like it does in the
big city, but a beautiful, deep pitch
black; the jukeboxes still take quarters
and ring “Sweet Home Alabama” into
frequented bars; and the catfish continue to bite leaving old-timers and newcomers alike with fresh fried fish sandwiches everyday of the week,—which,
in my opinion, seems more triumphant
than anything.
Elias sums this place up perfectly: “I
think the most triumphant thing of all
is that it still exists. This is a place with
no protection from storms, no natural
resources, and for such a poor area,
goods are priced quite high. I think it’s
triumphant that the individuals who
live there have managed to maintain
a unique identity and community despite the fact that the area has literally
been wiped clean. The people feel connected to something, which makes it
unique.” R

FRIED SHRIMP PO’ BOY
MAKES TWO 12-INCH SANDWICHES

For the fried shrimp:

To cook shrimp:

1 1/2 cups all-purpose flour

1.

Line plate with paper towels or napkins and set aside.

For the sandwich:
2 	12-inch loaves
French bread

To assemble sandwich:
1.	Slice French loaf in half lengthwise and spread mayonnaise on both sides of the bread.

1/2 	cup Jiffy cornbread
mix

2.	In a pie dish, combine the flour, cornbread mix, salt,
and pepper.

		Mayonnaise

2.

Pile with shredded lettuce, tomato, and pickle slices.

1 	Tbsp each salt and
pepper

3.	In a separate pie dish, combine the buttermilk, seasoning, and hot sauce.

		Iceberg lettuce,
shredded

3.

Pile as many shrimp as possible onto the sandwich.

2 cups buttermilk

4.	Dredge the shrimp in the flour mixture, then in the
buttermilk mixture, and lastly back in the flour mix.

		 Tomatoes, sliced

1 	tsp Tony’s or
Zatarain’s creole
seasoning
3–4 	shakes of Crystal
brand hot sauce
(Tabasco or Louisiana
brands will also work)
2 	lbs shrimp, washed,
deveined, and tails
removed
		 Vegetable oil

5.

 our 2 inches of oil in a deep, heavy, cast-iron pan
P
and heat over medium heat. Working in batches, cook
until shrimp are golden brown, about 4 minutes.

6.	Remove from pan and set to drain oil on your prepared
paper-lined plate.

		 Dill pickle, sliced
		 Fried shrimp
		Hot sauce

4.		 Enjoy with your favorite hot sauce.

