
Train   Trouble   

My   name   is   Jackie   Houghaboom   Trayah.    I   was   one   of   four   girls   growing   up.    Frances   was   the   
oldest,   then   Mary,   then   me,   and   the   youngest   was   Laura.    My   mother   had   a   Nursing   Home   in   
our   house,   and   we   had   three   ladies   living   with   us   that   she   cared   for.   

It   was   February   27,   1964.    I   was   babysi�ng   a   couple   of   houses   down   on   Main   Street   in   Milton.    I   
came   home   and   my   sister   Frances   and   Willie   Soderberg,   a   good   friend   of   the   family,   were   
playing   cards   so   I   joined   them.    Frances   was   taking   care   of   Laura   and   the   pa�ents   that   were   
living   in   our   house.    Mom   and   Dad   had   taken   my   sister   Mary   out   for   an   early   Birthday   dinner.   
When   they   got   home,   Willie   wanted   my   sister   Frances   and   I   to   go   for   a   ride   in   his   first   car.    Willie   
had   just   turned   16   the   day   before.    Mary   wanted   to   go   also,   but   our   mother   told   her   no   because   
she   needed   to   get   our   li�le   sister   Laura   to   bed.    Anyway,   we   were   just   going   to   go   around   the   
block.   

I   am   not   certain   which   way   we   went,   but   I   would   say   up   school   street   and   over   by   railroad   
street.    As   we   were   crossing   the   train   tracks   on   railroad   street   our   car   was   suddenly   struck   by   a   
train.    At   that   �me   there   were   no   flashing   lights   at   that   par�cular   railroad   crossing.    The   next   
thing   I   remember   was   hearing   a   voice:   “these   two   are   gone,   but   this   one   is   s�ll   alive”.    My   sister   
Frances   was   21   years   old   and   our   friend   Willie   was   just   16.    At   the   �me   I   was   15   and   I   was   the   
only   survivor   of   the   accident.   

I   was   transported   to   St.   Albans   hospital.    The   next   thing   I   remember   was   arguing   with   the   
doctor.    He   told   me   what   happened,   and   he   said   it   happened   a�er   midnight.    I   told   him   he   was   
wrong.    It   was   before   midnight.    When   my   mother   heard   me   arguing   with   the   doctor,   she   told   
my   dad   I   was   going   to   be   ok.    My   parents   had   to   deal   with   losing   a   daughter   and   a   very   good   
friend   and   having   their   other   daughter   in   the   hospital.    Yet   the   sound   of   my   voice   was   reassuring   
to   them   that   I   was   ok.   

I   don’t   understand   why   I   survived   the   accident   and   the   others   did   not.    I   actually   was   not   even   
seriously   injured.    However,   I   was   injured   enough   that   I   was   in   the   hospital   for   about   two   weeks.   
This   caused   me   to   miss   the   wake   service   which   God   knew   I   would   not   be   able   to   handle.    He   
protected   me   and   now   had   me   in   a   very   safe   place,   in   the   hospital.    This   allowed   my   parents   to   
deal   with   the   wake   and   funeral   services   of   my   sister   Frances   and   good   friend   Willie   without   
worrying   about   me.   

My   �me   in   the   hospital   was   very   hard   for   me   because   I   had   lots   of   �me   to   reflect   and   realize   
that   I   did   not   get   to   say   goodbye   to   my   sister.    It   felt   like   she   was   away   and   would   be   home   soon.   
I   am   not   sure   how   my   parents   did   it,   but   God   gave   them   the   strength,   and   they   came   and   were   
with   me   every   day.   

A�er   I   returned   home   from   the   hospital   things   were   never   the   same,   I   felt   I   had   to   watch   what   I   
said   about   my   sister   because   my   father   would   be   very   sad.   

I   remember   very   clearly   the   first   �me   I   rode   over   the   railroad   track   where   our   car   was   struck.    A   
priest   was   at   our   nursing   home   visi�ng   his   Aunt.    He   asked   her   and   I   if   we   wanted   to   go   for   a   
ride.    It   seemed   like   a   gi�   from   God   that   he   would   send   me   a   priest   for   this   important   moment.   
I   said   yes   and   asked   him   if   we   could   go   down   Railroad   Street   and   cross   the   railroad   tracks.    A�er   
he   took   us   for   our   ride,   I   thanked   him   and   told   him   why   I   wanted   to   go   that   way.    He   was   very   
surprised   to   hear   my   story.    I   thanked   him   very   much   for   his   help.   

1   Author:   Jackie   Houghaboom   Trayah   



Train   Trouble   

I   also   remember   every   year,   for   a   while,   on   Feb   27,   I   would   wake   up   and   see   my   sister   and   Willie   
at   the   end   of   my   bed.    I   didn’t   realize   that   it   was   Feb   27 th    when   this   was   happening.    I   guess   I   
was   blocking   that   date   out   of   my   mind   because   it   hurt   so   much.    I   would   tell   my   mother   about   it   
the   next   day   and   ask   why   I   was   seeing   them.    She   would   tell   me   that   it   was   the   day   we   had   our   
accident.    She   also   assured   me   they   were   coming   to   me   to   tell   me   they   were   ok.    A�er   a   number   
of   years,   and   lots   of   sharing   with   others   about   the   accident,   Frances   and   Willie   stopped   
appearing   to   me.   

My   husband   Reggie   and   I   were   married   in   June   1968   at   St.   Ann.    I   told   Reggie   I   wanted   to   name   
our   first   child   a�er   my   sister,   boy   or   girl.    One   weekend   my   mother   and   sisters   went   to   
Waterbury   VT   to   visit   my   mother’s   aunt   and   had   a   Mass   for   my   sister   Frances.    I   was   21   at   the   
�me   and   had   not   yet   cried   about   her.    I   broke   down   in   tears   at   Mass   and   I   realized   I   did   not   want   
to   name   my   baby   a�er   her   because   I   could   not   bring   her   back.    I   came   to   terms   that   she   was   in   
heaven.    Our   first   child   was   born   June   1969.    We   were   very   excited   and   named   him   Reggie   a�er  
his   father.   

A�er   my   dad   passed   away   in   1993,   I   was   talking   with   my   mom   about   my   memories   and   
experiences   with   my   sister   Frances   for   the   first   �me.    She   said   she   was   very   sad   that   I   felt   I   could   
not   go   to   her   earlier   and   talk   about   my   sister.    She   basically   opened   the   door   for   her   and   me   to   
have   a   deep   conversa�on.    I   told   my   mom   that   both   Frances   and   Willie   had   done   their   jobs   on   
earth   and   now   it   was   �me   to   be   with   Jesus.    They   would   be   making   a   path   for   the   rest   of   our   
family.   

Armond   Brisson   and   my   sister   Frances   were   very   good   friends.    Armond   and   others   would   come   
to   our   house   every   Sunday   for   coffee   a�er   High   Mass.    We   had   many   good   talks   around   the   
table   about   my   sister   and   Willie.    Armond   was   my   oldest   son’s   Godfather.    When   my   parents   
sold   their   home,   Armond   did   not   want   anyone   to   have   it   that   was   not   family,   so   he   bought   it.   
When   Armond   passed   away   he   had   kept   a   lot   of   my   sister’s   things   that   were   le�   in   the   house.    I   
was   called   to   see   if   I   wanted   them.    I   was   so   happy   to   find   so   many   memories   and   that   moment   
helped   me   to   heal   further.   

I   believe   people   should   feel   good   about   talking   and   telling   stories   about   their   loved   ones   that   
have   passed.    If   God   had   not   been   with   me   all   this   �me   and   cared   for   me,   in   the   way   that   He   did   
then   I   would   never   have   healed.    I   feel   people   should   be   able   to   talk   about   their   loved   ones   and   
say   goodbye.    We   have   a   job   on   earth   to   do   and   when   it   is   done,   we   will   be   with   God.    God   has   
given   me   the   strength   to   be   the   person   I   am.    I   don’t   know   why   God   saved   me   from   dying   in   the   
accident   that   day.    Maybe   it   was   so   I   could   tell   this   story   now   so   that   it   might   help   others   who   
are   struggling   with   the   loss   of   a   loved   one.    God   has   us   all   well   cared   for   if   we   trust   in   Him.     
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