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Lucette
My Birth and my Adopted Family
Lucette Ait El Hadj –
I woke one night and thought ‘My children know very little of my
background’ so I decided to try and put down what I could remember about
my first few years in Algeria.
It will only be the memories of a five-year-old, so don’t expect too
much.
I was born on Friday March 13th 1936 at 3 p.m. in the village of Azazga,
Beni-Ghobia, about 100 miles from Algiers. My mother was a Berber girl called
Dehbia Ait El Hadj, which means my grandfather must have made the
pilgrimage to Mecca as you can only keep the prefix ‘Ait’ of the family El Hadj
for one generation. All good Muslims are expected to go to Mecca at least
once in their lifetime. My father was a Dr. Lejeune, a French doctor who
probably worked in the hospital in Azazga. I have no idea how he met my
mother but he was quite happy to acknowledge me as his daughter but not to
give me his name as I might have hurt his family in France.
Working in Djemâa Sahridj, a little village about twenty miles from
Azazga were two English missionaries with the North Africa Mission. Their
names were Elsie and Margaret Fearnley. They were running a little
orphanage. I was their ninth orphan. Margaret came to collect me when I was
twenty days old and named me Lucette. I don’t remember much about Elsie at
that time as she became ill with a nervous breakdown and went back to
England. I later met up with her again in 1942 when we eventually came to
England.

The Adopted FamilyI don’t remember the boys as they had left for a French orphanage
early on. I later met two of them in
Switzerland.
Jacques- Jacques was a Kabyle and
lived with the Aunts (Margaret and Elsie)
until Elsie left for England, when he went to
Monsieur Roland in Tizi Ouzou, who ran a
French orphanage for the North Africa
Mission. Later he was educated in France
and eventually worked for IBM. He had a big
job. He married Denise, a Swiss worker in
the orphanage. They live in Switzerland and
have three children. We have kept in contact
with him.

The only photo of all three boys.
André, Mahoosh, Jacques.
Jijiga, Unisa, Jeanne and Lucette.

3

André and Jeanne

André – André was
also Kabyle. He had the same
background as Jacques. He
also went to M. Roland and
then to France. He married a
Swiss girl, has a big family
and lives in France on the
border with Switzerland.
André was a long-distance
lorry driver. He drove a winecontainer lorry from France to
Switzerland. He had a bit of a
sideline in contraband wine.
He had a bad accident when

a train hit his wine lorry on a level crossing.
Mohoosh – Mohoosh was also Kabyle but he died at a very early age
of meningitis, so I don’t remember him.
There were six girls. Jeanne was the oldest, then Gigiga, Malika,
Unisa, Suzanne and myself the youngest.
Jeanne – Jeanne was the
twelfth child in the family. Her father left
home before she was born. He was a
drunkard and just left the family to
themselves. Auntie Margaret went
there and actually delivered Jeanne
and took her straight away to look after
her.
Jeanne now lives in Hemel
Hempstead. She is married with two
sons and two grandchildren. More of
her later.

Elsie Fearnley and Jeanne

Jijiga – Jjijga was a Kabyle girl. Her parents didn’t really want her, as it
was expensive to bring up children. Girls were not wanted, so she came to the
Aunts, but when she became old enough to look after the goats her parents
wanted her back. So she was returned to her own family.
Malika – Malika was also a Kabyle girl. She eventually contracted polio
and went into a nursing home in Switzerland. I have since heard her condition
improved and that she is married and lives in France.
Unisa – Unisa was also Kabyle. I don’t know anything much about her
except she also married a Swiss and lives in Switzerland.
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Suzanne – was Kabyle. She was mentally deficient and eventually
went into a mental hospital.
Lucette – Berber/French. You know the rest.

There is one other member of the
family I have not mentioned yet, and that’s
Bisto our mongrel dog, loved by all of us.

The six girls and BISTO

Well that’s a synopsis of the family, and I’ll talk about them more later
on.
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My Life in Algeria
Djemâa Sahridj The North Africa Mission was founded in 1881 at Djemâa Sahridj. I
believe Auntie Margaret and Auntie Elsie started at Djemâa Sahridj in the
early thirties. We have
photos of them there in
1933. We lived there for
quite a while. I don’t
remember it very well. I
remember more of our
later times at Mekla.
Also living in the
town of Djemâa Sahridj
were Mr and Mrs Wilson
who were North African
Missionaries. They lived in
a lovely house up on top of
a hill. As we came down
from the hill there was the little
Elsie, Margaret, Harold Hunter, M. Arthur,
church with an adjoining little
Mme. Arthur and Edith Hunter (neé Fearnley)
Algiers 1933
school where Mr Wilson used
to teach. He had a model
railway that ran all round the garden, not a tiny thing but one that you could sit
in and ride all the way round. This was fantastic for encouraging boys and
girls to Sunday school and such
things. During a whooping cough
episode Jeanne, Malika and I were
taken from Melka to Djemâa Sahridj
on a donkey, (I was three at the time),
to Mr Wilson’s little school to have our
Smallpox vaccines. Now I remember
this distinctly because I was the last to
go in and I sat on a man’s knee and
had my injection. It was not until I was
eleven that I was told that this was
actually Dr. Lejeune, my father. This
was the one and only time that I met him [He had asked to see me].
Jeanne, Lucette and Malika on the donkey

The Bungalow at Djemâa Sahridj –
Jeanne has told me the
bungalow at Djemâa Sahridj was
long and rectangular. At the front
was a deep well with a large palm
tree behind it. This was our sole
source of water. The bungalow
was surrounded by a lovely
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garden tended by Judi. There were orange, lemon and pomegranate trees
and a vegetable garden.
When Auntie Elsie left for England, André, Jacques and Mohoosh were
sent to M. Rolan’s. Jeanne was very upset as she had really bonded with
André. She did not eat for several days.
The girls all stayed at Djemâa Sahridj until we moved to Mekla. I
believe Jjijga went to her parents and Suzanne went to a mental home at this
time. Auntie took Jeanne, Malika, Unisa and me when she moved to Mekla.
Malika and Unisa were there for only a short time, then left for M. Rolan’s
orphanage. This was probably
Christmas at Djemâa Sahridj with Elsie and Margaret
around the time we were
interned.
At Christmas the North Africa Mission sent us all second-hand dolls.
We loved them.

The Wedding –Christmas 1938?

Lucette, Malika and Bisto
- at Djemâa

The Bungalow at Mekla It seemed very big to me but I was only five or six. It was a long
rectangular bungalow with rooms going off both sides of a central corridor.
There were two bedrooms at the front facing the main square of the village
with the front door in the
middle. There were two other
bedrooms on the left hand
side and on the right was the
living room cum sitting room
with a big open fireplace. The
kitchen was beyond that.
The living room always
reminded me of the story of
the Tailor of Gloucester, the
part where the cat catches
the mice and puts them under
the tea-cups on the sideboard
Jijiga, Malika, Lucette, Unisa, Suzanne and Jeanne
Christmas 1940?
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whilst the old tailor is sitting in front of the blazing fire, very ill.
The kitchen was fairly big, and reminded me of Cinderella, with the fire
and range and a big table in the centre.
The kitchen door lead out into a big courtyard and on the left-hand side
there was a store cupboard.
Going back to the bedrooms I remember that all four of us got
whooping cough at the same time. Auntie Margaret put us in bed in the same
room, top-to-tail so that she could sleep on the floor and keep an eye on us.
There were buckets spaced strategically down the long corridor for whoever
started coughing and whooping because some of us were sick. However we
all got over it. It must have been a terrible time for Auntie Margaret.
Outside the French windows, leading off from the sitting room, was a
patio that went all the way round the house to the courtyard. This had a roof
over part of it to keep the place cooler. Up a few steps into the main garden
was the cabinet. I hated the cabinet. It was the toilet, which was a bucket
with a closed in wooden seat with a hole in it. I was petrified of the cabinet. I
was sure a snake or scorpion would come out of the hole and get me!
Coming out of the kitchen door we came straight into a square cobbled
courtyard, fairly big. On the left we had our storeroom, then following round
there were two massive iron gates which were kept locked. Further round was
a room where the Aunts used to hold meetings for the Kabyle women and any
services that were being held.
Next to this room was the stable. I don’t think we owned a donkey
though we used one quite a lot. Lots of things were kept in there including
chickens at one time. Bisto had his kennel in there and I think he had another
in the courtyard for when it was
cooler.
Round again, just outside the
stable was a big concrete square
bath, about three feet high, which
was used for the washing. It had a
sloping concrete projection in the
middle on which the clothes were
rubbed. Malha our Kabyle helper
used to do all the washing there. I
Malika, Lucette, Unisa and BISTO
remember this bath very well
because I was walking on the top of it, it was about three inches wide at the
top, and I fell in and cut my head very badly. Auntie Margaret had to get a taxi
or a friend, I’m not sure which, to drive us to Tizi Ouzou, about fifteen miles,
for me to be stitched. I still have the evidence!
Going up a few steps from the courtyard was the garden. It was mostly
vegetables and a chicken run. At the edge of the garden and overlooking the
courtyard was a massive mulberry tree, which gave us shade on the patio.
The only problem was that when the mulberries were on the tree there were a
lot of wasps. We rarely wore shoes so it was rather dangerous walking there
at that time. The native boy was kept busy sweeping away the mulberries
most of the day.
Round the garden was a high brick wall and this had broken glass all
the way across the top to keep intruders out. The road passed along the side
of the wall outside.
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We didn’t have running water. It all had to be collected from the
fountain in the main square. We had a big cylindrical zinc water container
which was on wheels and the native boy used to fill it every morning from the
fountain and trundle it back into the courtyard for us. This would be used for
washing, baths, everything. He also had the unenviable job of cleaning out the
cabinet and doing the gardening and any other odd jobs around the place.
We had a big zinc tub, which was filled with water and left in the sun,
while we had our siesta. When we got up it was bath-time in the courtyard. I
don’t know what happened in winter. I expect we had our bath in the kitchen.

The Village at Mekla I will now try and describe the village of Mekla.
Mekla was built round a main square. We lived on that square.
Going round from our house to the left we came across the fountain
where we got our water. In the middle of the square was a very big date palm.
I will always remember it. It was a fantastic sight.
As we went round from the fountain we came to the baker’s shop, and
then there was a little road going off towards Tizi Ouzou. On this road was the
grocer’s shop. Now a Madam Reneé who was a very good friend to us ran the
grocer’s.
The road continued all the way round the village. Opposite our back
gate lived the Eglans. Jeanne tells me René Eglan used to produce little plays
using us children. One of these
plays was Snow White and the
Seven Dwarfs. Needless to say, I
was Dopey and I had to take two
steps forward and one step back.
Another time he dressed us all up as
a wedding procession. I was the
bride. Jeanne was the bridesmaid.
Going further round on the
road we came to Malha’s house. It
was a one-room, mud-floor building.
Dressed up by Renée Eglan
The fire for cooking was in the centre
of the room and the bedding at the
side. She used to live there with her husband and they had pomegranate
trees in the garden. I love pomegranates.
The road continued round the whole village, passing the school and the
turning off to Djemâa Sahridj. We then come to the turning to the cemetery.
We often walked down to the cemetery. It was a very nice walk with prickly
pear trees by the side of the road. The cemetery was enclosed by a high wall
and had big fir trees all round. The noise of the wind in these trees used to
frighten me. I gather from Jeanne that the French used to leave beads and
other jewellery round their graves and we used to pinch these. I really don’t
remember it. I suspect I was lead into bad ways!
Continuing past the cemetery road we came to Madam Turell’s house.
She was the schoolteacher. I remember she was always very smart with high
heels but she was rather unorthodox. I don’t think she would last very long in
England. More of her later.
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The road then continued round to the river and it met the Tizi Ouzou
road. I remember once two native boys were walking from Tizi Ouzou to
Mekla. They were brothers and at mid-day when the sun was at it’s highest
the younger boy decided to stay under the olive trees and go to sleep. The
older boy continued walking. Unfortunately, when the younger brother
continued on his way he found his brother had died of sunstroke. The vivid
memory I have is of the ululating women when the body was brought into
Mekla. This sound was much more haunting than when you hear it on
television travel programmes.

The School at Mekla As we came out of our front door we went up some steps to a higher
level which was above the fountain. There was a grassy area and then the
school-house. I remember the schoolhouse as a square building with desks.
We all used slates. I’m afraid Mme. Turell did not have a very good temper
and many slates were broken on pupil’s heads. She had a garden to the side
of the playground, of which she was very proud. She grew some irises there.
One day one of the native boys lay down in her iris bed to keep cool. She
came out and was so livid that she jumped up and down on top of this boy in
her high heels. I can still see her face.
We used to have a flag-raising ceremony every morning in the
playground when the whole school would line up and sing a patriotic song
dedicated to Pétain. We had to have our arms raised in a Nazi salute. All
French Algerians were supposed to be pro-Pétain and the Vichy government.
We were interned for two years in the village, in fact until the Allies landed,
because Auntie Margaret was English. Jeanne and I were picked to raise the
flag more often than the others. It was very obvious that Auntie Margaret was
being watched to see if she approved of our taking part in this ceremony. We
were quizzed quite often to see if she was listening to World News in the
evening. I didn’t know anything about this because I was only four and a half.
It had all been kept a secret from me but Jeanne was very aware of it. The
Aunts never told me that they were listening to the news at night when we
were in bed.
Jeanne started school when she was five but at that time we lived at
Djemâa Sahridj and we had not yet moved to Mekla. Every morning Judi, the
gardener, would take her on a donkey for the three-mile journey from Djemâa
Sahridj to Mekla. As the school was closed at lunchtime she used to go over
to Mme. Reneé’s for her lunch. She would also make the return trip from
school on the donkey.
From the playground I remember watching the camel-trains laden with
salt going past the school and up the Djemâa Sahridj road. I don’t know where
they were headed.
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Marshal Pétain When France was on the verge of defeat in 1940 Pétain became Prime
Minister. He signed an armistice with Hitler that allowed for one third of
France to remain unoccupied by Germany. His Government of unoccupied
France at Vichy was authoritarian and from 1942 was dominated by Pierre
Laval whose collaboration with the Germans eventually resulted in his
execution as a traitor. Pétain briefly imprisoned Laval for collaboration, but the
support of Germany secured for Laval his virtual leadership of the Vichy
Government. Pétian was sentenced to death in 1945 for collaboration but was
reprieved and imprisoned for life.
The Vichy Government was feared in Algeria, where Jews and the
Allies were treated as enemies.

Living in Mekla Living in Mekla before the Allies landed was a very difficult time. There
were a lot of food shortages and we were rationed. We could get only one loaf
a day. I think this must have been a very worrying time for Auntie Margaret as
the money from the North Africa Mission had stopped coming in and she
really had no money to keep us. I remember eating bread with garlic rubbed
on it, dipped in olive oil. This was our staple diet for quite a long time. One
day a shepherd boy came to the door with a rabbit. Auntie Margaret managed
to buy it for a few sous but when she got in the house she burst into tears
because she had nothing to cook it with.
The local shopkeepers were very good to us, Mme. Reneé especially.
Also there was a native shopkeeper who lived just opposite our house who
said to Auntie Margaret that she could take money out of his till whenever she
needed it. I don’t think she ever did. It was good to know people were caring.

Rheumatism Treatment During the time of the village internment Margaret had really bad
rheumatism in her shoulders and back. As we could not visit the doctor Mme.
Renée, the grocer’s wife came to treat her! She came with six glass vessels
or suction cups, resembling large egg timers open at the bottom. She pushed
cotton wool to the top part of these ‘egg-timers’. This was then impregnated
with Methylated Spirit. Margaret lay on the bed, face down, exposing her
back. The cotton wool was lit. The ‘egg-timers’ were clamped onto her back
and as the oxygen in them was consumed Margaret’s flesh was drawn up into
the vessel like red golf balls. All six were put on her. I was horrified. I was sure
she would be burned. The flames went out when all the oxygen was used but
the contraptions were left on until they cooled and fell off. When they came off
it took about twenty minutes for the ‘golf balls’ to go down.
In 1955 while in tutorial at Central Middlesex Hospital we had a lecture
on Inflammation Control and we were shown these vessels and told that
twenty years ago they had been used to relieve inflammation. I was able to
say I had seen them being used only ten years previously.
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The Wedding Feast –
Auntie Margaret took us to a Kabyle wedding feast. I don’t think we
went to the actual ceremony, just to the feast afterwards. It was held in a
native’s little hut or house and we all sat on the floor round a huge terracotta
dish. It was about four feet across and about four inches deep. Now the dish
was filled with cous-cous, which was all round the side. In a well in the centre
was a piquante cassserol of lamb. It was very like a targine. Everybody sat
cross-legged round this dish, the men wearing their burnooses and the
women with their colourful dresses and turban hats. We were given wooden
spoons and we all just dug in. It was a fantastic experience.
There was a lot of singing and the women made that peculiar sound in
their throats. I think it is called ululating. It is a sound you hear only in Africa. It
is a sound that is made in sorrow or in celebration.
I believe it was Malha’s wedding. Malha used to be our cook and maid.
She was a young girl but sadly she died just after childbirth. She died from
retention of urine. Oh for a catheter! Such an easy treatment and to think
someone should die just because there wasn’t one around.
I have put in a photograph of one of those terracotta dishes just to
show you how big it was. In the dish are André, Jacques, and Jeanne. I
believe the fourth is Mohoose.
They are having a bath. You can see it
was big enough to hold four children.
I have also included a photograph of
Auntie Elsie tending an old man who had
infected bites on his arms and bad eyes, which
she had treated. I have put this in to show you
the kind of dresses and head-dresses the
ladies wore. Jeanne is standing by Auntie Elsie
in a little white hat.

Bathtime

Practical Missionary Work
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The Mission at Fort National During the time that we were interned Auntie Margaret somehow got
permission for us to go to Fort National to visit some Norwegian missionaries,
Willy and Harriot Hegoy, who were good friends of ours. We stayed with them
for the whole summer. I imagine Auntie Margaret had to report to the
Gendarmes at Fort National. Fort National was about 15Km away from Mekla
and we walked all the way there. I suppose our things were taken on the
donkey. It was a very long walk for me.
The Mission Compound was superb. It was about a mile from Fort
National itself. We entered the gates and on the right was a little chapel and
on the left a gatehouse where a Kabyl lady lived with her husband. She
helped in the main house and did all the odd jobs, washing, cooking etc. Her
husband was the odd job man.
As we went up the drive, if we looked over on our right we could see
down into a courtyard, which was part of the living quarters for the boys. They
were attending the summer camps that Willy used to run. They used to have
their living quarters down there with the kitchen, dining room and dormitories.
The Chapel was built on top.
Once or twice a week Willy would give Magic Lantern shows in the
Chapel. Everyone would go. It was really exciting. We all loved it.
Continuing up the drive we came to the large main house. We lived
upstairs. The downstairs consisted of a garage and storerooms. The house at
the top was beautiful. It had a lovely outlook and a veranda running round the
outside. As we looked over the veranda we saw the croquet lawn, or perhaps
I should say the croquet pitch. I think it had been a tennis court, which had
deteriorated. We used to have great fun in the cool evenings trying to play
croquet. Whilst we were doing this there would be hundreds of bats flying in
and out of the roof of the house and going round and about. We also had a
beautiful view of the Djurdjura Mountains from the veranda. It was a really
beautiful spot.
There was a big vegetable garden and a swimming pool. Now the
swimming pool was fed by a natural stream, which just filtered in and flowed
out at the other end. As you can imagine it was always very cold. Originally I
believe it had been water storage for the vegetable garden. A brick step had
been built into it so there was a shallow end. We could swim there as long as
there was someone to supervise.

Scorpions The routine in the morning was always to shake out our shoes to make
sure there were no scorpions or spiders inside. One day one of the boys from
the boy’s camp found a big scorpion in his boot. We had been told that if you
surround a scorpion with fire it will turn it’s tail up and sting itself to death.
They decided to try this. Sure enough, when the paper was lit the scorpion
went round in a circle once or twice and then turned it’s tail up and stung
itself. We were quite pleased with the experiment but later when in England I
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heard a radio programme about scorpions and they said it was a fallacy and a
myth. I wrote to the Radio Programme saying I had seen it in North Africa but
I received an answer back saying no this doesn’t happen. I think that in fact
we had just cooked our poor old scorpion.

The Town at Fort National I would now like to tell you a little bit about Fort National itself.
Fort National was a working fort. It was a walled town with big, thick
walls all the way round with houses built into them, just as I imagine Jericho
would have been.
The Army lived inside these walls. There was a big gate at the front,
which was always guarded. It was closed at night and opened first thing in the
morning. Inside the market would be held. This is where we would do all our
shopping. The aromas were fantastic. They were from the many spices and
food which were being sold. It was the kind of smell you just never forget.

The Allied Invasion While we were staying at Fort National the Allied Invasion took place.
The first we knew of it was when two Spitfires flew very low over the Fort
dropping leaflets about the Allied landings. They then flew over our compound
just where the boys’ camp was. We almost had to duck, they came over so
low. It was really quite exciting. Later on I remember there was a dogfight right
over our house. I think it was between a Messerschmitt and a Spitfire. It went
on for quite a while and I just stood there and watched until Willy Hegoy
grabbed me and carried me inside saying it was dangerous to be out there. I
was quite annoyed.

Jeanne’s AccidentJust after the Allied Landing, Willy Hegoy invited
some American officers to stay at Fort National. It was at
this time that Jeanne had a very nasty accident. She had
been playing with Willy and he had picked her up and put
her out of the patio door on the veranda. Jeanne tried to
rush back in and put her arm through the glass window.
She severed an artery in her arm. Blood was gushing
everywhere. The American soldiers were excellent. They
put a tourniquet on her arm and field dressings from their
Jeep and rushed her to the local doctor in Fort National
where poor Jeanne was strapped to the doctor’s table. He
prodded around removing the pieces of glass from her
Wounded Jeanne
arm, then tidied up the wound and did the necessary work
on her arm. In those days they used clips rather than stitches. All this was
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done without anaesthetic. She says she remembers screaming and
screaming the whole way through the procedure.
Soon after this we were released from our internment so we stayed
with Willy and Harriot for that summer. Later we moved on to La Parmerai
La Parmarai was Willy and Harriot’s winter quarters. It was another big
compound just outside Algiers.

Jeanne
Margaret
and
Lucette

La Parmarai La Parmarai was a very big compound. The American forces
commandeered it when they arrived. They took over the whole compound and
had their ‘Nissen huts’ up in the woods. They also took over a part of the
house. We retained a part but the American Officers took the rest. There were
a lot of outbuildings and their kitchens were just next to the house. This was
fine at first because we used to get left-overs and we fed quite well for a short
time until the officers found out what was happening, when it was all stopped.
The cooks were quite good to us. They would tip us the wink when they were
taking the waste food down to the dump to be burnt. We would go down,
collect it, reheat or cook it. We would also get treats like half tins of
marmalade, which had just been thrown out. This was good because we just
boiled it up again, jarred it, and we had marmalade for breakfast.
I think the Americans were quite glad when we left after two months
because we were rather a nuisance to them. I remember one particular
event. The Nissen Huts had a door at each end and a wooden floor. I was
dared to open the door and run right through and out at the other end. I did
this the first time and there was no problem. I was proud of myself and did it
again. Again there was no problem. On the third time an American jumped out
of bed and bellowed at me. Apparently he had been on night duty and was
trying to get his sleep. You can imagine the noise I made banging up and
down that wooden floor even without shoes. That was the end of my game.
On another occasion around siesta time, all was very quiet when we
found a Jeep on a high jack, obviously waiting to have something done to it.
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We clambered in. Jeanne was in the driving seat. We played in there for a few
minutes and then, guess what she started the engine! The jeep revved up and
they were out of those huts like greased lightening. We were in trouble again.
I think the worst thing we did was when we found a petrol can in the
wood. We set light to it. Well, all hell was let loose. They did manage to get
the fire out before it caused any real damage, but that was the last straw. The
Commandant came to see Aunty Margaret. We were up before him and that
was the end of our pranks for a long time.
We stayed at La Parmarai for a couple of
months whilst Auntie Elsie and her younger sister
Constance were ‘pulling strings’ in London
attempting to get us a passage home on one of the
troop ships. I gather this was quite difficult, as
normally there was no repatriation during a war. How
they did it I have no idea. It took about two months to
happen.
Whilst we were at La Parmarai waiting for our
passage home, Auntie Margaret had to acquire
passports for Jeanne and me. Now in those days the
French passport photo had to be a side view
showing the ear. Mine is shown here. She also had
to try and buy us some shoes for the journey home.
She scoured Algiers but could not find any.
Eventually in the souk she found sandals made out
My car
Passport
PhotoThese are what we came home in.
of old
tyres.

A Visit by The King and Churchill Margaret heard via the ‘grape vine’ that Winston Churchill and King
George Vl were coming over to visit the troops. How she discovered this I
have no idea. She rushed us to one of the main camps in Algiers, we waited
outside the gates and she asked the guard, who was a cockney, if the King
and Winston Churchill were going to come that way. Of course he could not
tell us directly but he said ‘If I were you I’d take a rest just over there for a little
while’. Soon after, an unmarked army car came by and we had a lovely wave
from the King and Winston Churchill. She was very pleased.
Whilst we were at La Parmarai a British ship in the harbour was blown
up by the Germans. I think they used limpet mines. We were quite a few miles
away from the harbour but the explosion was enormous. It rattled all the
windows. We went up onto a high rise part of the compound and saw the
flames. It was quite frightening. This was shortly before we were due to leave
on a troop ship to England.
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The Voyage Home and First Years There
The Voyage to England Eventually, at the end of November 1943 we had the ‘all clear’ to leave
for England. We were to embark on the Monarch of Bermuda, a pre-war
cruise ship. It had an indoor swimming pool, which was drained for the
soldiers to sleep in.
I remember it was brilliant sunny warm weather when we left in our thin
cotton dresses and rubber tyre sandals.
The voyage took rather longer than we expected. In fact we did not
land in Liverpool until four weeks later on the 22nd of December. Just outside
Gibraltar another troop ship, the Duchess of Bedford, which had been an
Arctic cruise ship fitted with ice-cutters, collided with us and made a big hole
in our side. Water poured into the swimming pool and onto those poor
soldiers. We had to limp back to Gibraltar for repairs. These took about three
weeks. I didn’t mind because I was having a lovely time on that ship. I think
quite a few of the soldiers had young children at home and I probably
reminded them of them.
At one time I was in the gun turret with the gun crew having a nice time
and enjoying myself but an officer found me there and they were in trouble.
Enemy planes could have come over any time and it was hardly appropriate
to have a six-year-old girl in the gun turret. So ended that particular game.
Jeanne and I used to get up early to watch the troops doing PT. We
made rude remarks and they hated it.
Travelling back on the ship was a young Christian Army surgeon
who made himself known to Auntie Margaret. (She kept in contact with him for
the rest of her life). His name was Ronnie Raven. Later he became a
consultant with the Royal Marsden Hospital, and operated on both Auntie
Margaret and myself in later years. He was a great help and a very nice chap.
Traversing the Bay of Biscay we had horrendous weather and Margaret
and Jeanne were desperately ill. However I wasn’t and this was a problem,
because who was to look after me? Ronnie Raven and an opera singer, who
was also travelling back to England having entertained the troops, solved this.
She was Alice Delicier, a French opera singer. She was very big and I liked
her because she had a big fur coat and she used to sit in a sheltered part of
the deck and wrap me in this big fur coat with her and tell me stories. It was
lovely.
As I said before we landed at Liverpool on the 22nd of December 1943.
Auntie Margaret retrieved our luggage but there were two items missing - A
bundle of North African rugs and a box of fresh oranges. The African rugs we
never saw again but strangely enough, ten years later. the oranges turned up
at 43 Park Road Watford. They were like little fossilised balls. How they found
us I have no idea. We had moved at least four times between the time of
landing and arriving in Watford.
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Liverpool to Poulton-le-Fylde I shall never forget the journey from Liverpool to Poulton-le-Fylde
where we were due to meet up with Auntie Elsie, her sister Edith and Edith’s
husband Harold. Their name was Hunter. Auntie Margaret put us on the train
and left us there while she rushed off to find a telephone. This was to let them
know we had arrived in Liverpool and would be on such and such a train. Can
you imagine these two little girls, who had never been on a train, stuck in the
carriage not knowing a word of English and absolutely scared to death that
the train would go before Auntie Margaret returned. She jumped into the
carriage as the whistle blew. She pulled the window down and called a porter.
She asked him if he would phone. She gave him the number, the money and
the message that we were arriving. That phone call was made. There was a
good feeling in England during the war. They were waiting for us on the
platform at Poulton when we arrived.

Mill Hey I remember my first impression of Mill Hey,
the house where Edith and Harold lived in
Poulton. It was a big three-storey house. As we
went through the front door and into the lounge
there was the biggest Christmas tree I could have
imagined. It reached right up to the ceiling and it
had candles on it. Under the Christmas tree was a
lamp in the shape of a cat with it’s tail up in the air.
He had big red eyes, which were lit up. I loved that
cat. Later Auntie Edith gave it to me and I still
have it under my Christmas tree every year.
The next day, December 23rd was a shopping day. We were
desperately short of clothes. We had pullovers because, before we had
arrived people had unravelled jumpers and knitted up smaller pullovers for us,
but we had no other warm clothes or shoes. We were taken into Blackpool
where Uncle Harold had a big men’s and lady’s outfitters. We were taken
there first. I remember Jeanne was able to get some clothes from that shop
but I had to go elsewhere because I was so small. We also had to get shoes.
All these things needed coupons but they had been saving coupons for our
return so we were all right. Also Auntie Edith worked for the W.V.S. and I
believe she had managed to acquire a few clothes for us. I really enjoyed
going to Uncle Harold’s shop because he had an old cash desk there. The
system was that you put the bill and the money into a small wooden container,
attached it to a pulley, pulled the lever and it would go right across the shop
landing at the cash desk. There it would be unscrewed the change put in, the
lever would be pulled and it would go all the way back to the counter to be
given to the customer. I loved doing this. There was another system where
the wooden containers were propelled by air pressure in tubes to and from the
cashier upstairs. It was great fun.
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As I said before, Mill Hey was a big old threestorey house. It had only one staircase but the upper
floor had been the servants’ quarters where there was
a bathroom and, I believe, three or four bedrooms.
This is where we lived. We had our bedrooms there
and a bathroom. Margaret had a sitting room, but we
always came down for meals. It was really good and I
could slide down two sets of banisters.
We stayed at Mill Hey for the duration of the
war. It was a lovely place to stay. There were big
grounds, a tennis court, chickens, vegetables, and an
orchard. There were a lot of mice in the shed where
the grain was kept. In there Jeanne and her friend
Edna played a game whilst I watched sitting on top of
a grain sack. When they moved a sack a mouse
Brownies at Mill Hey
would run out and they would try to jump on it. They
rarely caught one. It was not a very nice game.
Soon after we arrived at Mill Hey we all had to go to be fitted for gas
masks. We had to carry your gas mask wherever you went. They were in little
brown boxes with straps.

Carlton School We started school in a little village called Carlton. We had to catch two
busses to get there. It consisted of two classrooms and two teachers. The
senior children were taught by Miss Cook, who was also the headmistress.
For the younger children it was Mrs. Singleton. She was a lovely, homely,
round teacher with whom I corresponded until about twenty years ago when I
believe she died.
I was very popular at school, I suppose because I
was French. I could speak no English. The little girls all
rallied round me. I had a very smart hairstyle. Margaret
had done my hair with two plaits at the sides, which
were taken up and tied with a big ribbon on the top of
my head. At the back it was all loose. Very soon all the
other little girls came along with the same hairstyle.
Later there was a downside to all this. There was a lot
of jealousy and many of the fathers had been in North
Africa during the war and they knew what El Hadj
meant. I was ragged and teased and bullied a little
about my background. Eventually Auntie Margaret
moved us from Carlton to a little private school, I believe
only for a couple of terms, just to get me away from it
all.

The Home Guard Uncle Harold had been in the First World War and was a major in the
Cavalry. When the Second World War started he was a ‘Captain Mannering’
running the Home Guard in Poulton. This was great because he used to bring
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thunderflashes for us to play with. We used to attend the parades and church
services. Dad’s Army brings it all back.

The Heald In 1945 Uncle met Arthur Ransom’s wife at a Rotary dinner. She talked
about the bungalow they owned on Coniston Water. She said she didn’t really
like it and wanted to sell it. He was in straight away and eventually bought The
Heald at Conniston where Arthur Ransom had done some of his writing.
The Heald was a long bungalow overlooking the lake. It had a little
cottage connected by a rough path. A. R. had intended to write his books in
the cottage but I don’t believe
this actually happened. Uncle
had some of his books, which
were autographed. We used to
go to The Heald every summer
until I was about sixteen. It was
a magical place with grounds
down to the lake where there
was a boathouse, jetty and a
small island, which he also
owned.

The Heald

We used to swim in the lake. It was very cold. We were never allowed
to swim without someone in a rowing boat in constant attendance.
I took Brian (later to be my
husband) when I was about eighteen.
We used to go fishing but he wouldn’t
put the live minnows on the hook or
remove the caught perch from the hook
so these were always my job.
During the long summer holidays
there we re-enacted some of the books
that Ransom wrote. We went to Wild Cat
Island, the gondola was still moored
there, and to the place where the
shepherds stayed and where the
charcoal burners were. You could find all
these places up in the woods. He
gleaned his inspiration from them.
Jeanne was allowed to take a
friend so we had some great times.
Fisherman’s Mate
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Tinker Uncle Harold and Auntie Edith had a little Lakeland terrier called
Tinker, but sadly he always had to be chained up as he chased sheep. If he
did escape we would not see him for about two hours and we had to spend
our precious petrol allowance going up and down the road in the car blowing
the horn. Eventually he would come down to us
exhausted. On one occasion he had chased six sheep
into the lake and they were up to their necks in water.
Not a good idea!
The bungalow was quite isolated. Going back
towards Coniston the first habitation was a group of two
or three forestry cottages. The next house was about
three miles further on. This was Brantwood, John
Ruskin’s house. Uncle knew the caretaker there and he
took us round the house and let us sit in Ruskin’s
coach. It was rather musty.
Another occupation enjoyed was tickling trout.
We had to stand in a freezing mountain stream, find a
biggish boulder or rock and then very gently and slowly
Lucette, Tinker and Jeanne
move our fingers in a tickling fashion under the rock. If
there was a fish there we carried on. They became mesmerised and flopped
into our hands. We would flick them onto the bank. I wasn’t much good but
Jeanne became quite expert and we ate trout quite often.

Donald Campbell Later Donald Cambell came to
Conniston Water for his Bluebird
trials. We were at the halfway stage
of the measured mile, so there was
always a rescue boat near The Heald
when the trials were underway. The
trials would be made only first thing in
the morning, about six o’clock when
the lake was absolutely mirror-like.
Someone would set an alarm, get up
and if the lake was like a mirror, we
would all dress and go down to the
island, stand, watch and wait for the
The View form The Heald
trial to start. It was very exciting to
see Bluebird go up the lake and back again. I remember Donald Cambell and
his chief mechanic came for coffee one morning and Uncle bought a small
boat with an outboard motor from him. I am glad we were not there at his last
and fatal trial.
The bungalow was in a wonderful position, not only did it overlook the
lake but it also looked right across to Coniston Old Man, which was beautiful.
However, I took Brian two years running before he actually saw the top of
Coniston Old Man because of the mists. He didn’t believe it was even there.
21

Ulverston Market The Heald was a long way from any shops. Coniston village was about
five miles away but there were very few shops, Each Thursday we made a trip
to Ulverston market to do the week’s shopping. Of course it was just after the
war so goods were very hard to get, but we could buy farm goods from the
market. We would all go in the car, Uncle Harold driving. He didn’t like
shopping, so when we arrived he would go round the antique stalls in the
market. He picked up some wonderful bargains. Auntie Edith was always very
wary of this because she never knew what he was going to come back with.
Once he returned with a big sailing ship in a glass case, a huge thing. She
hated it. She decided she was going to drive home and make him sit with this
ship on his knee all the way back. We went round corners at such a speed
and over so many bumps but she didn’t manage to break it. It lived on the
windowsill in the hall at The Heald after that. He also collected horse brasses.
He had a fantastic collection, and they were all hung on the beams in the
bungalow. It was our job to clean them at least once each holiday. He also
bought a German musical box that stood on the floor and had large circular
metal disks, which stored the music. We put a penny in the slot and it would
play. It was a lovely instrument, quite valuable, I believe. Unfortunately, many
years later burglars came with a removal van and stripped the whole house.
Everything went, antiques, books, the lot. No one took any notice because the
house was for sale and they assumed we were moving out, so everything was
gone.

Auntie Alice Towards the end of the war we went to stay with Auntie Alice. She was
another sister of Margaret and Elsie. She lived in Berkhamsted. She was
married to Uncle John (Douglas). They had a house called “Uphill” at the top
of one of the very steep hills in Berkhamsted. It wasn’t very nice. It was a dark
terraced house. It reminded me very much of Thomasina Tittlemouse’s house
with a range and a laundry outside with a big mangle and a copper. It had an
outside toilet. Uncle John’s three grandfather clocks were in the long dark
corridors. They used to tick loudly and they were quite eerie in the night.
Another thing I remember was that on a Sunday we would all go to
church. Auntie Alice used to do the potatoes, bring them up to the boil, put
them in a bowl and then into a Hay Box. A Hay Box was just a wooden box
containing hay. The potatoes were put in the middle of this hay and covered
with a lid. By the time we returned from church they would be cooked.

Crusaders My first contact with Crusaders was at Auntie Alice’s. She ran the
Berkhamsted girls Crusader class from her house. The classes were held on
Sunday afternoons. Later, after the war, when we moved to Rickmansworth
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to be with Auntie Elsie we joined the Rickmansworth Crusader class. We were
Crusaders from the age of about eight.
Auntie Alice was a big lady and rather frightening. We never used to
say no to her. We did everything she said. We used to have to do a great deal
of cycling with her, up and down the hills of Berkhamsted. Once when we
were out with her we heard a Doodlebug coming over. We all just stood,
waited and watched to see if it would fall on us. Luckily it went overhead.
Whilst we were on that holiday we learned to swim. Every morning at 8
a.m. we used to go down to the open-air swimming pool at Berkhamsted to
have our swimming lessons.

Rickmansworth When the war was over Margaret, Jeanne and I went to join Auntie
Elsie at Rickmansworth where the Aunts had bought a little house and started
a small deaf school for children. They had four or five private deaf pupils.
Jeanne and I started school at Chalfont. It was a little private school. We had
to go by train from Rickmansworth to Chalfont and then walk about half a mile
to the school. We stayed there until I was eleven when I started school at
Durrants, a Secondary Modern School at Croxley Green. Jeanne, who was
fourteen gained entrance to Watford Girls Grammar school to take her School
Certificate.

B.C.G.(T.B. vaccination) When I was thirteen and at Durrants a letter came through to say that
‘guinea-pigs’ were wanted to test the BCG vaccine. I thought this was good
because it meant a half-day off school. I went along with many others on a
coach. We were given a Mantoux test and a week later it was read and we
were given the BCG on our thighs.
Thirty-five years later when I was a School Nurse and giving Heath
Tests, which had superseded the Mantoux, I decided to Heath myself to see if
I had any immunity from that BCG. I expected two or three little spots on my
arm but unfortunately a week later I came up with a fourth degree reaction.
My arm blew up but I left it for a week not quite knowing what to do. I thought I
had better show this to somebody so I collared Dr. Mary Walton, our lovely
community doctor at the clinic and showed her my arm. She nearly had a fit.
She contacted one of the other community doctors and they decided I should
go to Broomfield Hospital to see a chest consultant. I made an appointment
and saw Dr Blaney. This was about a month after I had done it. Obviously he
asked me why I had Heathed myself and I had to eat humble pie and tell him
the whole story. He was horrified when he learned that I had had a mass x-ray
every year for ten years. He explained I had had TB, the x-ray showed that
but he thought it had probably been when I was a child and that the mass xrays had not showed this up. Apparently they never showed much. Come to
think of it, up to the age of six we drank milk which had not been treated in
any way. I know Jeanne had a spot on her lung. That was found when she
was in her teens.
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My Time In Watford
My Change of Name When I was about eleven, Jeanne was to be confirmed and had to
show her father’s name on the form. I asked Margaret and Elsie what my
father’s name was and they told me I was illegitimate and that my father was
a French doctor. I am afraid I gave them a very hard time after that talk. I
already had a chip on my shoulder about not having a father but to be told I
was illegitimate, in those days, was too much. I became horrible. I would fight
both of them and often pulled their hair and was grounded. I escaped through
windows. Worst of all I lied about Margaret and Elsie and told friends I was
being abused and asked them to go to the NSPCC. They phoned Margaret to
challenge her, but she explained why I was being like that.
It was after all this that Margaret decided to try to contact my father Dr.
Lejeune through Mlle. Mallet who was a social worker in North Africa with the
White Fathers (We had known Mlle. Mallet when we were in Algeria and she
had helped Margaret to get us home). She asked Mlle. Mallet if she would
contact Dr. Lejeune to see if he would let me use his name. He would not, so
Margaret had my name changed by deedpoll from Ait El Hadj to Elhad, which
sounded more French. This helped me quite a lot. It was around this time that
we moved to Watford.

Nursing Cadets When I was fifteen I started my three-year nursing cadet course at
Watford Girls Grammar School. We had school for four days, and on the fifth
day we worked in nurseries or playgroups, and in the last year, in hospitals. I
went to Central Middlesex Hospital for my cadet training.
When I was sixteen I became ill and was rushed to hospital with
suspected appendicitis. It turned out to be ovarian cysts, which were duly
removed as well as my appendix for good measure. Three months later I was
having serious pains again and went back to outpatients, but they didn’t know
what it was. This went on for a year by which time I was on pethadin daily. I
saw the consultant and he tried to refer me to a psychiatrist. When I came out
of the consulting room and told Margaret, she was furious. She stormed in
and told him what she thought of his diagnosis and discharged me. Margaret
then took me to see her old friend Ronny Raven at Harley Street. By this time
he was a consultant at the Royal Marsden Hospital. He examined me, said it
was adhesions, had me in hospital the following week, operated and said, in
another month I would have obstructed. So much for psychiatry!
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Brian When I was seventeen and still at the Grammar School I first noticed
Brian. He used to go to St Lukes Church where we went, and to Crusaders.
Also he used to cycle past me every morning as I stood at the bus stop on my
way to school. It was not until the church arranged a coach trip to hear Billy
Graham at Wembley Stadium that I actually started seeing him regularly. I
must say I was very sad to see the twin towers at Wembley pulled down in
2003.
Brian was given a small Triumph motorbike when he was seventeen.
He soon changed it for a Matchless 350cc. This was superb. We were able to
get out and about. We went to such places as FrenshamPonds,Berkhamsted
Common and Whipsnade taking picnics. We even went to the Lake District.
He drove it there and I went on the train. I loved riding pillion until we had our
second spill. The first time we just slid off on some leaves when Brian was
taking me back to the hospital, but the second was a little more serious. It was
a hot sunny day. We were coming through Harrow, round a bend when petrol
spilled from a car in front of us. We slid off instantly. I remember rolling over
and over hanging onto Brian for dear life. We were only bruised and grazed.
Brian was able to drive the bike back to Watford although it was damaged but
I had to go on the bus with shredded trousers and bleeding hands and legs.
The next day I was on night duty and I had to ‘special’ a motorcycle accident.
That did not help my attitude to motorbikes. This poor chap had head injuries
and he was nursed in ice to keep his temperature down.
Following these events Brian’s parents bought him an MG TB, made in
1939. This was something else. I decided to have driving lessons. I learned in
a Ford Anglia so had to master
double-declutching. Anyway I
went for my first driving test and
failed. For the second one I
decided to go in uniform and
passed. I was very cocky about
all this. Before driving the MG
Brian tried to warn me that it was
not like the Anglia but I wasn’t
listening. I got in, started to drive,
came to a T-junction, tried to turn
and went straight across the road
almost into a garden. The
steering was very different to the Anglia! He had been trying to tell me. That
was the last time I drove the car. In fact because I was so short, if I had my
feet on the pedals I could barely see over the bonnet.
Brian drove the MG when we went on our honeymoon in Polperro. It
was a long journey and we did not set off until 2 p.m. Halfway there it started
to rain. The electric windscreen wipers failed but they could be operated
manually, so for the rest of the journey I was working them. I had a very stiff
arm the next day. Also the handbrake was very poor because oil had leaked
into the rear brake drums. Our hotel in Polperro was on a very steep hill, so
we had a boulder, which we carried for putting behind a back wheel when we
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parked on a hill. The routine was that Brian would start the car, I would
remove the boulder and put it in the back of the car so we had it for the next
hill if we were stopping. I must have been mad.

S.R.N. Training –
In 1954 I started my nursing training at
Central Middlesex Hospital. I shall never forget
the first afternoon. We all congregated in the
lecture room and waited for Sister-Tutor to come
and tell us what to do next. We started
introducing ourselves. I said I was Lucette Elhad
and the girl next to me said she was Lucette
Guichon. We looked at each other in
amazement.
I had never met anyone with my name.
She lived in Paris and had never met another
Lucette either. We became friends and later she
was Jeanne’s bridesmaid.
For a time we were in Preliminary Training
Lucette – State Registered Nurse
School in Neasden. Because we had been
exceptionally noisy in a lecture one day, SisterTutor made us attend an extra lecture after supper for being ‘bad girls’. As we
sat there we heard a terrific noise. The house had been hit by a tornado. If we
had not been in that lecture some of us would have been killed. The whole
side of the house was gone. The wall had fallen in on our sitting room where
most of us would have been. My bedroom was open to the air. The only part
that was not damaged was the lecture area. Eventually we were all bussed to
the main hospital where beds had been set up in the hall. We slept two to a
bed.
I found my three-year training quite difficult. We had only one month’s
block tutorial each year so the rest of our studying had to be done in our own
time, after a twelve hour night duty or eight to ten hour day duty. The sisters
were dragons. I remember my first ward – Children’s. I was at a table in the
centre of the ward cleaning 23 thermometers when I saw a toddler about two
years old climbing out of his cot. I rushed and caught him just as he toppled
over the side, but I dropped the thermometers. Sister was furious. I was sent
to Matron and she made me pay for them - £4. My take-home pay was £8 a
month. It didn’t seem to matter that I had saved a child from cracking his skull.
I was very near giving up my training many times but Aunties Elsie and
Margaret would come up to see me if I had a couple of hours off. They would
bring me a tuck box. The food in the hospital was awful. They would come on
the train from Watford to Harlesden just for two hours. By this time Brian had
started at Bristol University reading physics so we didn’t see much of each
other but he would come up to the hospital when he was home and take me
to Kew Gardens for a couple of hours. He proposed to me there. He also
wrote twice a week, which was a big help.
I never adjusted to night duty. We were on nights three months at a
time, then four months day duty and back to three months nights. That
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involved ten nights on duty and two nights off. We never really acquired a
proper sleep pattern this way. It was like being jet-lagged all the time. It was
horrible. Nowadays I believe nurses work five nights and get five nights off.
This is much more sensible.
It really was a draconian time in nursing. I remember nurses couldn’t
get married during training. If they did, dismissal followed automatically and
instantly. One girl in our year got married secretly five weeks before her finals.
All was well until two weeks before the exams when Matron found out. She
was instantly dismissed. What a waste of nursing!
Brian and I became engaged in 1957. I qualified in September of that
year. It was a big year for me. I left Central Middlesex and started at the
Peace Memorial Hospital in Watford in the A and E and Outpatients
Department. I thoroughly enjoyed that job. I was living at home again.

My Marriage and Children
In 1958 Brian graduated with a second in physics and started work with
English Electric Valve Company in Chelmsford. We married in April 1959, and
I started work at Chelmsford and Essex Hospital in the private wing. I hated it.
I had decided to take British Nationality but waited until we were
married as it was free if you were married. This meant I didn’t have to report
to the police every three months, which previously I had to do even though I
had been in the country for eighteen years. I had to have my banns read at
the French Embassy as well as our own church.
In August 1960 Steven was born. Julia was born in June 1962 and
Caroline in June 1965.
Elsie and Margaret both died in their early sixties, Margaret in January
1965 and Elsie eighteen months earlier. They never knew Caroline. They both
died of cancer.

Margaret with Steven and Elsie with Julia

Well kids, that’s it. If you want to continue the saga, it’s up to you.
Mum, May 2003
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ADDENDUM
Letter from Jacques Belabbas 13 Jan 2003
Dear Lucette,

I will try to make some comments on your very interesting paper in the Cathedral News from
November 2002 “ a Missionary Upbringing in Algeria “
I am very happy to note that we are native from the same village Beni Gobia that is a village
in the administrative district of Azazga. Probably, like me you were born in the hospital of this
small town.
The name of your family is typically Berber. As you probably know when French Civil servants
wanted to create a civil status for the Algerian population, they asked the leading citizens of
the village the name of each resident. Your grandfather was certainly the son of a man who
made the Mecca’s pilgrimage. Aït is a Berber word that mean “son of” and “ El Hadj” the title
given to each Moslem who made the pilgrimage to Mecca.
At this time in Azazga there were an English missionary Sydney Arthur a member of the North
Africa Mission with a French wife well known from the French authorities and other Christian’s
mission organizations in Kabylia, I know he was also in contact with Elsie and Margaret
Fearnley, it is why I was adopted like Mohouche and André.
I remember nothing during the time I was with Elsie and Margaret except Mr. Wilson’s model
railway you mentioned in your paper and the candles lights during the Sunday religious office.
I would like to tell you that I had contact with Malika who had serious health problems,
probably a consequence of difficulty to start a new life after leaving Elsie and Margaret.
I met her 20 years ago, she was married to a French man named Vidallin and lived in Paris.
She has 2 children adopted. My last feelings were that she was not happy. Ounissa is married
also in La Chaux de Fonds in Swizerland. I have only indirect contacts; she seemed happy
and married with a Swiss man. She is grandmother now.
You mentioned in your paper Norwegian missionary at Fort National, is Mr. And Mrs. Eggoy?
They were very nice people.
I hope my English is understandable and not a translation of French into English, I try to do
my best. If you agree I will try to write my story later, but I did not have a very happy
childhood.

Jacques
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