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A hundred years Happily Ever AfterHappily Ever AfterHappily Ever AfterHappily Ever AfterHappily Ever After
Recent ly married in Phuket

Malin Mukka and
Shane Doolin were
married at Impiana

Phuket Cabana
Resort & Spa ,

Patong Beach on
November 22,

2007

Walaiporn Areerat
and Witoon
Wongpikul were
married at Pra Pitak
Grand Ballroom of
the Metropole Hotel
Phuket on November
18, 2007.

Madame Fernande Marie-Louise Rouve-Bronner
is a resident of Kata who recently celebrated her
centennial birthday. As a French school teacher,

she has lived through two World Wars and taught three
generations of students over a 40-year career as a teacher.

The Gazette’s Skyler Swezy recently met Madame
Bronner to see what pearls of wisdom she had to offer
the younger people of Phuket.

Madame Bronner is presented with a hand-drawn portrait of her
daughter, son and self by Mom Tri and friends.

M adame Fernande
M a r i e - L o u i s e
Rouve-Bronner
has witnessed a

century. On October 15, 2007 she
celebrated her 100th birthday with
friends and family at Mom Tri’ s
Boathouse. After being a sea-
sonal resident in Phuket for 18
years, Madame Bronner moved
to the island in 2003 and now lives
in a hillside villa overlooking Kata
Bay.

Her 67-year-old son, Louis
Bronner, lives down the hill from
her, serving as the general man-
ager  of Mom Tri’ s Boathouse.

“I would like to speak En-
glish with you, but I have forgot-
ten,” she says, hinting slight frus-
tration before proceeding to
speak clearly in French.

She is poised in a wheelchair
wearing a blue flowered dress,
her burgundy-brown hair pulled
up in a tight bun. While her skin
and wheelchair denote old age,
her blue eyes remain lucid and
piercing; eyes that have seen two
World Wars, a technology explo-
sion and a tsunami, and continue
to consume literature on a daily
basis.

Madame Bronner devoted
her life to education. After be-
coming the first college graduate
in her family and one of the first
women to graduate from her uni-
versity, she taught three genera-
tions of students in France dur-
ing her teaching career of more
than 40 years.

Madame Bronner was born
in Aveyron, in the south of
France. The youngest of six sib-
lings, she grew up on her family’s
farm in Vabres-l’Abbaye.

At the age of 10 her schol-
arly aptitude was already appar-
ent and her pious family was
shocked when her elder sister
persuaded her to attend a public
school rather than a Catholic
school.

“I still had to visit the priest
twice a week to study the Cat-
echism,” she recalls. “One day
when our whole family was at
church, the priest announced to
the congregation, ‘Even though
Madame Fernande attends the
school of the Devil, she is the best
at Catechism!’ My father was
very proud.”

In school during WWI, she

remembers tracking the German
advance. A large map was hung
on the classroom wall and every
day the students listened to war
reports on the radio and marked
the front lines with small French
and German flags.

After secondary school,
Madame Bronner left the farm to
attend the University of Toulouse,
where she developed a heavy
caffeine addiction and excelled in
mathematics, physics and chem-
istry.

“My father said, ‘You will
not work on the farm; you will
study.’ I put all my energy into
studying and became the worst
coffee drinker you can imagine,
drinking seven to eight espressos
a day,” she recalls.

Madame Bronner studied
voraciously to surpass her male
peers and was the only woman in
her class to pass her department’s
probation period. Sometimes she
bought books instead of food,
drawing her parents’ concern
when she returned to the farm
much skinnier during the holidays.

“I received my diploma, then
returned home and proudly pre-

sented it to my father. He said,
‘Gosh, I would prefer that, instead
of having a diploma, you look a
little better. Now go to the kitchen
and eat,’” she says.

Although passionate about
pursuing a doctorate in medicine
or engineering, a lack of educa-
tional funding prompted Madame
Bronner to choose a career in
teaching. “My father could no
longer afford to pay for my edu-
cation, so I decided to become a
teacher,” she says. She began
teaching at the age of 23 and
worked steadily until retiring at
64.

One of her most vivid
memories of WWII stems from
a moment right before the blood-
shed began. “I was rushing to the
farm after receiving news of my
mother’s death,” she recalls.
“Preparing myself to face the
shock of seeing my dead mother,
I rounded the last corner and
came upon a young soldier walk-
ing down my street. He was in
uniform, on his way to get on a
train and go to war. The year was
1940.”

In 1945, Madame Bronner
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and her husband, an architect
helping to rebuild their country,
moved to Alsace and then to
Paris. In the wake of the war, she
found herself with up to 70 stu-
dents in a class, ranging from
seven to 20 years old.

Her son recalls her being a
strict but fair teacher. “There was
order in her class but she had
good relations with everyone. If
it was time for a joke she made
it, but when it was over, it was
over,” says Louis.

“When we moved to Paris,
a lot of the students were Ger-
man Jews and it was impossible
for me to pronounce their names.
One day, while calling roll, the
way I pronounced a student’s
name sounded like ‘shit’ in Ger-
man. All the students began
laughing so I banged the table and
a glass broke. After that, nobody
dared move a finger.

“Those were hard days,
teaching 70 students in one class.
I would go home and go straight
to bed,” she says.

She was the only teacher in
her school who required her stu-
dents to wear uniforms, which
prevented clothing from being
used as a representation of eco-
nomic class. She also refused to
distinguish any children as better
than others by declining to issue
awards at the end of a school
term.

“My principle was that ev-
ery student is good. There will be
no first or last,” she says.

Madame Bronner taught
the children and grandchildren of
her former students. She was
scheduled to retire at the age of
60, but insisted on teaching four
more years.

When her teaching days
were over, she became an avid
reader, and still is today. When
former French Ambassador
Laurent Abulin gave her a novel
by W. Somerset Maugham, she
read it in a few hours then  ex-
claimed, “Why did I have to wait
until I was 98 to discover this fan-
tastic book?”

After living through a cen-
tury of changes, Madame
Bronner doesn’t believe techno-
logical advancements necessar-
ily equate to better  quality of life.
“Television has become a catas-
trophe because it’s addictive.
People lose any taste for open-
ing a book,” she says.

Madame Bronner doesn’t
consider her longer-than-average
life as amazing and declines to
designate a specific period as her
happiest. “I have enjoyed almost
everything. If I had a preference,
it would be proof of egoism.”

She is anything but egotisti-
cal. Her son Louis says, “When
I asked her if she wanted to con-
duct this interview, she said, ‘Why
do they want to interview me?
I’m not special.’

“I would describe this as
distinguished humility,” he adds.

Madame Bronner leans for-
ward in her wheelchair, opens her
eyes wide and says in clear En-
glish, “If you understand me, no
compliments.”


