Interview, Fr. Félix Géraud, White Father, 2008 1
I am happy that you have agreed to tell us about your missionary life
I was born in Séverac le Château on January 8, 1927, in the house of my maternal grandparents. I grew up
where my father worked in the railways. Then, in 1936, he was transferred to Béziers. So we went, with
my little brother, to live there.
In 1939, war broke out and my father was mobilized. He was taken prisoner. The Red Cross organized
stays abroad for the children of prisoners (because of famine). We had several destinations: Algeria,
Spain, Switzerland, Tunisia or Morocco.
You could choose?
Yes, it was in 1941, I was 14 years old and I wanted to go to Algeria. About forty children left together.
No regrets leaving your mom?
Yes, of course, but I thought it was only for the holidays.
So in Algeria you went to a host family?
Yes, they took me to a village in Ain Taya, east of Algiers, not far from Cap Matifou, at the Tamaris
Hotel, next to Maison Carré. It was a big hotel. I was helping out, carrying water, ice, glasses, bread, etc.
There were spa guests? Some tourists?
Yes, there were sometimes 200 people, tourists and spa guests. And, among them were American and
German spies. We found out afterwards.
You stayed for a long time? Holidays?
Yes, because the Red Cross asked to extend our stay, because the situation was not getting better in
France. When school started, I was put in Maison Carré, near the White Fathers.
So that’s when you got to know the White Fathers?
Yes, but after a year, the Red Cross said that the children should be reunited with their families. It was in
1942. The ocean liner Lamoriciere was on the Algiers-Marseille trip… I was sad, but I went to pack my
bags. The hotel manager told me "The war is not over... so stay here". I jumped at the opportunity and
stayed at the Tamaris Hotel... because I didn‟t want to leave.
[Captions page 2: top, 1st Communion, St Mazaire Parish, Béziers; bottom, My parents Arthur and
Albertine]
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Were you alone? Or with other comrades?
Two or three others stayed but I don‟t know. The others left with Red Cross nurses, And, do you know,
the liner sank off the Balearic Islands, with all passengers. A big storm had engulfed them.
So, you were really protected. What luck!
Yes, and you'll see it was only the first time. My whole life has been about luck and protection. In any
case, concerning the Lamoriciere, France was, for some time, in the dark about this shipwreck. We in
Algeria knew. It was terrible for the families. The accident was reported in Historia magazine.
And for you, what happened?
Well, when the holidays were over, I was sent as a boarder to the Maison Carré College, not far from the
White Fathers' mother mission. Unfortunately, in 1942, in November, the American landing in Algiers
caused the closure of all schools.
Could you return to France?
No, because the war did not allow it. I went back to the Tamaris Hotel, which had just been requisitioned
by the Americans and now a hotel for pilots for 1942, 1943 and 1944. I worked as a waiter in the service
of the American army. One good thing about this, I learned to speak fluent English and to get to know
others better, the hotel employees, mostly Kabyle... We were good friends.
During this period, the White Fathers whom I saw from time to time, advertised for Kabylia. I was
enthusiastic. So I went to speak with the White Fathers, telling them that I liked it.
Did you already have views on missionary life?
Yes, I wanted to be a White Father!!! The father of the novices, Father Blin told me that I had to learn
Latin and advised me to go first to the little seminary of Saint Laurent d'Olt to finish my secondary
studies. This was good for me as it was at my grandmother's!
But, you haven't been home for 4 or 5 years?
And no, I couldn't, because of the war
How did you return?
Well, when the Americans and the Allies occupied Italy, it was the end of the bombing. I was able to take
the boat to Marseilles; the port was completely destroyed as it was still wartime. It was early 1945.
I went to Béziers, my father had been repatriated from captivity and returned to the railways. It was a real
reunion.

You must have been happy to find your family? Had you told your parents about your desire to be a White
Father?
Yes, I wrote to them. They weren't very enthusiastic, but they did not oppose my studies, despite their
preference for the local clergy.
Have you had this missionary call as some of your confreres have had?
The origin of my White Father vocation was the friendly and cordial contact with a group of Kabyles,
permanent workers at the hotel; where I worked. We shared everything, the work, the difficulties, the
good moods... My Kabyles friends were well known to the White Fathers... Much of what they did could
not be improved. I was up for it.
So you went to Saint Laurent d'Olt?
Yes, first at St Laurent D‟Olt, then at Bonelles, a new seminary that started in Paris. I was with Rabin and
Duclos. I passed my baccalaureate and then went to the army. And yes, we had to go to Indochina. The
soldiers had lost a lot of men, so the army had to renew the stock!!!! They took all the little young priests,
future priests who were in the seminaries. However, previously, it was necessary to attend the military
school of Saint Maixent.
Saint Maixent l'Ecole? I am Saint Maixentaise!
Ah well, so you know the barracks. It was in 1950 because I was suspended. Afterwards, they sent me to
Maurienne, near the Italian border. There too, I was hot!2 There was a fire in a forest. So we're leaving...
There was a big tree burning at the foot, but, as it was at night, I hadn't noticed. A friend yelled at me,
"Back off, this tree will fall". I didn‟t take the step to the place where the tree fell!!! I was very surprised!!
What luck!
Another time, I was asked to clean the rifles. I looked inside. The first had nothing, but when I went to
look at the second, it fired and the bullet brushed against me. There was a great silence in the room.
Everyone looked to see if there was anybody on the floor...
How long you were in the military?
A little over a year. After the army, I went to the novitiate with Father Grillou!! After the novitiate I was
sent to Holland for three years of theology with Father Pageault. Then, as I spoke English in Scotland to
Monteviot for a year; it is where I was ordained.
Were you ordained in Scotland? Well, you are the first I’ve met ordained in Scotland.
There were 23 priests including three French.
[Captions page 4: top, Pere Blanc‟s house, St Laurent d‟Olt; middle, Bonnelles Seminarians at Bonnelles,
1947; bottom, Sceond class at Bonnelles]
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[Captions between pages 4 and 5: left top, The Tamaris Hotel and the beach when the American forces
disembarked, 1942; left middle, Military, at the Alps at Maurienne; left bottom, Algeria, I returned to
greet the Carreras family of the Tamaris hotel when I was at Moriciat, 1953; right top, White Fathers at
Lourdes military pilgrimage; right middle, In the Alps at Tignes; right bottom, At Sherenberg, Holland,
the French group. On the right is Fr Maillard killed in Uganda in 1983]
So what did you ask for your affection?
Well, Kabylia didn't say anything to me anymore!!! I was sent to Uganda. I hadn't asked for anything in
particular, but I had met in Paris a Father who had just returned from Uganda. He had written an Uganda
language grammar. I asked him to give me some tips.
He had taught me a few prayers, with Maria, Pater, sign of the cross, hello, good evening, etc. He taught
me lessons from 9 am to noon.
What was the dialect?
There were several languages, but this was called Runyankole or Ruchiga, with other Bantu languages. In
any case, he did me a great service by giving me ideas. Besides, I later met him in Uganda, sometime
before his final return to France. Now he is deceased.
How did you go to Uganda? It was not the perilous journey of your predecessors, I suppose.
By plane, Marseille with stopovers in Rome, Cairo, Khartoum and arrival without problem in Entebbe in
Uganda
Uganda, Diocese of Mbarara
A few details about the south-western region of Uganda at the time of my arrival.
Christian communities had already existed for about 20 years. The conversions of young men and young
women were regular but limited. We didn't see adults, let alone seniors.
Pagan cults were prohibited by law as being anti-European. However, the influence of former soldiers
was considerable. They had visited Egypt, Palestine, the Indies and Europe in the years 1939-45. Back
home, they praised schools, hospitals and religion and everything they had seen in Jerusalem, Bethlehem
and Nazareth. They encouraged women to go to the parishes for education and to be baptized.
In the years 1955-65 there was a kind of movement in favour of the Church. Many young people wanted
to be baptized, but it was necessary to wait several years before having a place in the catechism of the
parish.
Did they need motivation to wait like this?
Yes, at home, they memorized prayers and even the elderly were taught and initiated during the days of
Lent. This movement of sympathy towards the Church was explained by the influence of catechists in the
villages

The pioneer of the diocese, a catechist Muganda Johana Kitagana had installed prayer leaders and
catechists in strategic locations: markets, crossroads, administrative centre ... There were small chapels
run by local catechists and, several times a week, there were lessons in religion, writing and reading.
People were hardworking?
Absolutely. Besides, this Muganda's influence was considerable, even twenty years after his death. He
was even credited with miracles during his lifetime.
But, by whom had these zealous catechists been trained?
These catechists had been trained by Johana Kitegana who had arrived in Kabale in 1909, sent by
Monsignor Streicher, bishop of Kampala, This catechist died in 1939, but all alone, he had done a great
service. When the first White Fathers arrived in Kabale, after the war of 1914-18, in 1923, they found, in
the village itself, the most important administrative centre, some catechumens who were waiting for their
arrival to be baptized!
First Nyakibare appointment in 1957
Where is this parish in relation to Kampala?
400 kilometres south-west of Kampala, it was, at that time, a parish as large as a French department. In
addition, it was an unhealthy region, prone to epidemics, (typhus, cholera). The bishop, Monseigneur
Lacoursiere, had decided to build a hospital ... It was built a few years later, thanks to nuns from Breda.
So, you arrived in this region not very hospitable ... There was, I suppose, a priest?
Yes, this parish priest from Nyakibare had installed a network of catechists, around sixty. They advised us
to administer the sacraments of the sick. My first job was to answer these calls, at least one request a day.
This kind of work had two advantages for me, I learned the language and I got to know the roads, the
schools, the chapels and, above all, the people of a country new to me.
In all the parishes, there was a Father in charge of the schools. But, with the independence of Uganda, in
1962, responsibility for schools came under the supervision of the Ministry of National Education and
local administration. The Fathers were then able to devote themselves to the apostolate of the laity.
Do you stay long in Nyakibare?
No, in this parish of Nyakibare, I only stayed for a year. Then I went, for a little over a year, to Kabale,
the district capital. Then I was sent to the parish of Bukinda in 1962.
Parish of Bukinda in 1962
[Captions on page 6: top White Fathers of Kabale Diocese, 1977; bottom Bukinda Church, benediction
course, 1967]
It was in this parish that I got into trouble with members of a new religion
What was the name of this religion?

The Bahia, a kind of Macedonian system of several prophets encompassing several beliefs of different
origins. We were lucky to have in our parish, an unusual person, Paul Ngorogaza. So I went to see him to
tell him the situation. To help the Church, he decided to go himself, to see the new members of this
religion, to explain to them that one does not change a religion by means of signatures. His intervention
was decisive! Our Paul enjoys great prestige among the population. (He was president of the region, judge
and member of several committees). After his intervention, we heard no more about the Bahia religion in
the diocese.
Toulouse, in 1965
After three years in the parish of Bukinda, I was appointed to Toulouse for missionary courses and then to
Arbrèle, in 1965, for a theology course.
Return to Uganda, in 1966 Nyarushange Parish
So you went back to Uganda?
Yes, we had divided the diocese of Nyabikare and they asked me to take a new parish! Finally!! Where
especially there was nothing! So I settled in a house in the diocese but which did not belong to the parish.
There were two Dutch fathers with me.
This parish was called Nyarushange, in the new diocese of Kabale. The parish was divided by a swamp
with lots of water. The parishioners could not come to the parish because they had to cross the cold and
muddy water to come to us. So with the help of the villagers, we drained the submerged land and built a
bridge for easy access from one side to the other. This swamp was 70 hectares in size…
There must have been mosquitoes?
No. There were particularly monkeys which destroyed the crops of the neighbouring populations!! When
all the development work was finished, we kept 10 hectares for ourselves, to cultivate and put animals,
and all the rest was given to the residents. But, this beautiful land made people envious and one fine day,
a rich man from the region, who had shops and also, a beautiful Mercedes, went to see the people and
asked them to come and see the land that he wanted!!!
I went to the residents to tell them "Be careful, there is someone like that who wants to take over the land.
I warn you.”
When the gentleman arrived with his Mercedes, they were waiting for him with stones. There were at
least some people. When he saw the stones, he turned around and disappeared ... We never heard from
him again!!!
At least it was effective!
Absolutely, the villagers understood that you shouldn't let it go.
AM Did they put cattle on this land?
No, they cultivated; sweet potatoes, but, especially sorghum. Local custom is that the first harvest is for
the one who donated the land... So I got 60 sorghum bags for the schools.

[Caption, page 7: construction of the 60 metres bridge]
Did that allow you to feed others?
Oh, you know Africa ... We were mowed down!!! After the bridge, we had to build the road to go to the
other and easily pass by car to visit our patients and go to catechize.
You were very helped by the population?
Yes, above all, we had to see with what enthusiasm people were working with us for these constructions
and for the improvement of their village. Each week, they gave a day of work for the parish and they
brought bricks. It was also, for them, a satisfaction to participate in the installation of their parish.
Did you have a lot of parishioners?
When I arrived, there were about 5000. When I left, there were 12,000. In 23 years, it's normal. Many of
our parishioners went abroad to seek fertile land elsewhere. We baptized 500 catechumens at a time.
Everyone wanted to become a Catholic. We have, on average, 70 marriages per year, which was well
below the average. We had to regulate a lot of marital situations, that's why, for the jubilee year of 1983;
we had organized a campaign in favour of marriage. With the help of Catholic Action, we married 500
couples in eight Sunday ceremonies. These wedding masses were followed by festivities because many of
our Christians feared the expenses occasioned by these family celebrations.
Are you comfortable with the local language?
Absolutely, and often I chatted with the locals. They talked a lot about the past, the fathers who had come
in the past, from the region, they told a lot. It was very interesting, One year, on retreat to Billiere, I went
to the library and came across a book, (it is really the hand of an angel who guided me), with lives of the
first missionaries in Tanzania and Rwanda. To get there, they passed through Uganda and my parish ...
with names, dates and the characters they had met. The names of the Fathers… it was extraordinary, I
decided then, to write the history of this parish of the diocese, since I had a lot of information. It was
became a passion.
Father Dufays' book3 wrote of the arrival of the first missionaries in Rwanda and the founding of the
parish of Rwaza in 1903. The borders had not yet been demarcated on the ground, so the Father located
the southern territory of the diocese from Kabale in Uganda. Not very precise. It gave the names of the
places that the Fathers had visited during their visit, in particular their interview with the former Queen of
Rwanda, Muhumuza, who had come to the region to recruit soldiers. She wanted to reclaim the throne of
her late husband, the King of Rwanda, Rwabugiri.
This detail was for me a beginning to begin the history of the Diocese of Kabale. Then the Father related
the arrival of a great famine and then of the Catholic catechist, the first catechist, Johana Kitegana.
[Captions page 8: top and middle, Everybody brings bricks to the site of the future church; bottom, First
offering of sorghum]
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[Captions between pages 8 and 9: left top, White Fathers‟ house, left middle church construction, left
bottom, the back of a truck ties together six beams; right top and middle, strengthened with reinforced
concrete, right bottom, fixing the cross on the church‟s top]
With the few notes in French left by Fathers Gorju, Nicolet and Satet 4translated into English, I added
some details on the origin of the Vyabingi5 cult which was also very widespread in Tanzania, but
originating from western Uganda. Oral tradition reports information about the origin of this cult. The
former dethroned queen, Muhumuza, who was of this cult, used it to gain influence with local populations.
She promised hundreds of cows to future fighters... But, the locals were suspicious because they did not
have very good memories of the king, her husband.
Anything else?
Yes, I also found a deposit of lime, a mountain of lime, discovered by the English. They had built a lime
kiln. The site was so isolated that they couldn't export their production. So they decided to quit about 20
years ago. I said to myself, let's make lime. I spoke to the minister who wrote me a very favourable letter.
We started cleaning the site and the oven. The only thing missing was the match to light the lime kiln. As
always, someone from the ruling party came and said, "This kiln is mine." In this country where there are
no property maps, we did not know.
So I said to him, "If this oven belongs to you, we will solve the problem, we will go to the Commissioner
Alas, the activists, the men of power he spoke to had decided to arrest and deport me. Fortunately, on the
way, friends warned me that there were trees being transported to make a road-block. "Be careful, you are
going to fall into a trap, be careful." We continue, we are going to go to the commissioner... Someone
looked out the window and saw the trees that were being transported... We went fast on the R5, a big
boost and zoom; we had time to disappear before they had time to put the trees in place on the road!!
When they saw that we were disappearing, they took a big car to follow us… a real 10-kilometer course (I
had an R 5 and them a Land-Rover). After 10 kilometres, they ran out of gas...
Really, you and the luck!
FG It's true, but I was hot
The commissioner, he couldn't do anything?
No, he was also of the party. He could do nothing against these thugs. They tried to take the oven, but the
residents, as in the swamp, received them with stones... So they gave up. On the other hand, Catholics
have made a big mistake all over the country, water, sand, clay and lime belong to everyone. It‟s free, but
for them it wasn‟t local custom. It is the right of the pasture land and the soil belongs to you. But, it is not
like that in law. So they went to trial and they lost the money and suddenly lost everything, land, money,
because they were never able to get the necessary papers. Shortly after these adventures, I was transferred.
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After this story, don't you think there was pressure?
No, I don't think so because there had been a change of government and the one who had run after me and
wanted to expel me had been put in prison!
God is just!
And yes! Before we leave Nyarushange, there is the story of the Rubabu bridge! The parish, even after the
drainage of the swamp, remained landlocked and there was no road on the other side. The village was on
one side, the swamp which had its solution with the bridge and on the other side, there was a wide and
deep river which also required a bridge. Also, for Lent, I ask for help from the Dutch bishops. Granted, I
let the residents know, as I had I planned, as for the other bridge, to call on the residents,
[Captions page 9: top, the finished church at Nyarushanga; bottom, to preserve the interior church walls it
was necessary to use flat stones]
Among these residents was a minister of the new Amin Dada government. In the Council of Ministers, he
became the promoter of this project... This concerned him in the directly because he had pastures on both
sides of the river!
Amin Dada wanted to show that the new government was a government of action and, so, he paid the
costs. The T P 6 received the order to build where I had chosen the location. It was done within a
reasonable time and without my money, which I returned to the Dutch organization... Fortunately, I had
not embarked on this project, because the work was beyond my means.
Was life under Amin Dada hard?
Yes, as early as 1977. Amin Dada suspected, with good reason, of plots around him. Secretly he had
given orders to kill all the officials of the Acholi tribe, who were in the police, education and
administration. As a diversion, he spoke out every day against the Americans and people who had no
reason to imagine what was going to happen.
I went to see one of my parishioners, chief of the Kabale police station. When he saw me, without saying
anything, he got into my car and asked me to leave and take him away from there as quickly as possible.
He did not want to carry out the order he had just received, namely to kill all the police officers of the
Acholi tribe who were under his orders.
We quickly escaped and, as a result, some police officers were spared thanks to the sudden disappearance
of this courageous man.
My God, if it had been known that you were the one who had disappeared this man!
We lived like this, on the alert. Another time, with a White Father, we were going to Kampala. The army
asked us to take a soldier with us. He sat in the back seat. We arrive at a roadblock run by rebels who
were joking with the passengers on a bus… When they see our car, end of the joke… They also see the
soldier in the back seat and notice that we are two European White Fathers… In order not to get us into
6
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trouble, they let us pass with our armed soldier... In other circumstances, the soldier would have been
taken prisoner or killed. The soldier was saved and kept silent for the rest of the trip. It was also a moment
of intense emotion, emotion and gratitude for us.
Were you afraid?
I don't know ... but God was protecting me, for sure! It was also during this period that Father Maillard,
parish priest of Vumba, got into trouble. He continued, despite the rebellion which was organized, to
regularly visit the Christian communities of the parish. One morning, a few kilometres from the parish, he
was ambushed... He was injured in his knees. He turned around towards a small hospital. We treated him
and sent him to our hospital in Nsambya. I went to see him. He was in pain, but confident he'll get away
with a stiff leg. I went to the French embassy to report the accident which, it seems, was a mistake... The
next day, Father Maillard died of an embolism.
The guerrillas had no reason to ambush Father Maillard's car... It was said that they wanted to stop the
treasurer's car to take the money intended for the officials‟ pay. Father's car was known to everyone... For
this ambush, they used young boys who had little discernment... Was it a mistake or a set-up?
[Captions page 10: top, infants‟ school, Kirvanba, Nyarushanga, middle, gathering in preparation to
celebrate 40 marriages; bottom, The church is too small!]
Wasn't it good to live in this country?
No, Subsequently, I was transferred to another parish, to Rwengeri, a recently settled territory with a
virgin forest, park, and hunting ground. There was too much population for the land that was available 7
and that the government had decided to transform this hunting ground into a settlement area… We had a
parish, because people were starting to come (it was a 70 km road). There were schools under
construction, two churches, then the virgin forest which we passed very easily and then this famous park
with all the animals.
Rwengiri parish
What was this famous park’s name and what year was it?
It was in 1989. It was Elizabeth Park and the village was called Rwengiri, which means the country of
wild boars. I lived with a Dutchman and a Canadian.
Were you well housed?
The Dutch, who were there, had built hard. We were far from everything. It was the most distant parish of
the diocese. We had a lot of land, the Catholics who preceded us (it was by Lake Edward) had built a
church before our arrival. We had to go to them at least two or three times a year, for visits, baptisms, etc.
Of course, we went when the road allowed, because in this region, it rains a lot. This is the Equator, if
there is no flow, then, a lot of mud.
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In this forest, did you sometimes go hunting?
I went there once or twice with a colleague who had a gun. I had a sparrow rifle; I used it to shoot rabid
dogs, because there was rabies even in the cities, because of the proximity of the park.
I didn‟t like hunting very much, but in my trips, I passed among elephants, buffaloes. It is better, of
course, to give priority to animals when they are in the middle of the road!! Lots of lions, antelopes...
Tell me about the climate?
The climate… When it's cold, down to 15⁰ and, when it's hot, 30⁰. It rains hard. The nights are cool.
Did you have African priests?
Yes, it was starting. I myself have been replaced, in my old parish, by an African of the diocesan clergy.
We were in 1989, still 10 White Fathers for a hundred African priests.
In Rwengiri, were you happy to go there happy to go there?
It was like that. But, it was war. There, during this period, we noticed that many children wandered all
day long, in the villages. So we made a kind of shelter where we would pick up boys and girls to keep
them busy and put them in school. We fed them, we gave a little soap. It wasn‟t too bad.
One day, a lady came to see me to say to me, "I have ten children, my husband died in the war, I can't
manage on my own. Can you help me and take my daughters?
So I accepted and put the two girls with the others at school. They stayed well for three or four years…
One fine day, we see a motorcycle arrive with a flag and then super official cars. An officer gets out of
the car and tells me. "Do not be afraid. I would like to see my children”. He told me that it was his two
daughters that the mother had entrusted to us. The girls believed that their father was dead; they had not
met for 4 or 5 years. They left with him after hugs and tears. Still, the officer thanked me for taking care
of them so well. He had become a great character with the current president. Thereafter, he was always
grateful to us.
How many children could you take in this asylum?
Maybe a fortnight? There were permanent and semi-permanent
Something else, which I witnessed and which I wish to clarify. After the Rio conference on climate
change, a Ugandan minister believed it would be necessary to evict people from game reserves, landless
people who had settled there for many years. Dozens of families were deprived of their properties
overnight and were forced to return to their villages of origin where they had nothing left. With the help
of Father Dumesny, we found the means to re-classify 24 families by providing them with gardens and a
place for their houses. The wealthiest people had entrusted their claims to lawyers who were successful
after 10 years of trial. However, the families we helped were too poor to afford lawyers and wait 10 years.

In the parish there were around 4000 elephants. They were doing a lot of damage. One day, Amin Dada
decides that the ivory belongs to him. He sends his family to buy the ivory. He said to the young men,
"Kill the elephants, we will buy you the ivory”. To kill the elephants, they bought cans of gasoline,
poured them on the backs of elephants and set them on fire. The elephants would run in panic and
eventually collapse and die. They just had to saw off the ivory tusks for Amin Dada.
But, the elephants, they are not stupid... They understood the danger they left for the Congo. Of the 4,000
heads, only a few dozen remained. Subsequently, the herds returned.
Did the villagers eat elephant meat?
Of course, everything is eaten in these countries. I asked people to bring me elephant molars, because I
was building a church and I wanted to try to make an altar with these teeth instead of concrete blocks... So
they brought me lots of molars. But, I had to give up because they were not symmetrical: some were
crossed, others crooked, I could not do something good. So I gave up.
Too bad, because it was, to say the least, original?
And yes, I thought that this altar would have reminded people that they were in an elephant country. We
discovered a quartz mine! Rose quartz ... I started to make a quartz altar. It was good, it was very
beautiful! The only pity is that it needs more sunlight for the altar to be bright.
What were they doing with this quartz?
Nothing, people threw it away because they were mostly looking for beryl. Do you know what beryl is?
No, not at all
This is what we call tungsten used for the manufacture of armoured steel. In wartime, it sells very well.
People were therefore interested in beryl and didn't know what to do with quartz. This is how I got the
quartz for my altar. They were large quartz stones.
I believe that during the 1990s, 1991 and 1992 that you experienced a very special event. Can you tell us
about it?
Yes, during these three years, in the diocese of Kabale, the African bishop was a Tutsi (he is still there)
and the parishioners were Hutus, so, being Tutsi, he believed himself authorized to cede the diocese to the
army Tutsi who was preparing for the attack on nearby Rwanda. In the diocese, there were soldiers
everywhere. It was very unpleasant, because they abused hospitality, they ate without paying, settled
everywhere. They had put cannons in the seminary and were taking the diocesan truck to hide the cannons
and the radars in the mountains.
The Hutu priests decided "We are boycotting the bishop, we don't want to have anything to do with the
Tutsi rebellion". I was the only French white priest. My colleagues were gone. So I am the only witness
who can say that the bishop allowed Tutsi army occupation and that everything was requisitioned by
them; the diocese truck, the cannons at the seminary, the radios, etc. Obviously, this fact did not please
the majority Hutu population of the diocese of Kabale.

Was it the same problem in Rwanda?
In Rwanda, the majority Hutu were in government. There were French soldiers to help the Hutus and to
contain the Tutsi rebellion on the border. The military situation was blocked. It was then that the staff of
the Tutsi rebellion decided, according to Spanish journalists, to bring down the plane that transported the
presidents of Rwanda, Burundi, and the 3 French crew members, on their return from a meeting in Dares-Salam. This is why, even now, Judge Bruguière is trying the current president of Rwanda because of
the loss of the three French occupants of the plane. It is based on information from Spanish journalists
and on the indications provided by one of those who carried out the missile attack.
Was this Tutsi bishop continuing the celebrations?
Yes, by the way, the last celebration he made outside Kabale was spectacular. At the end of the ceremony,
the bishop said, "Now let's say a prayer for the three bishops of Rwanda, recently killed in Kigali." People
shouted, "But it was you who sent the Tutsis."
You can see the atmosphere we lived in. And, unfortunately, it is true, he was the bishop who had
installed the rebellion in Kabale.
Where is this bishop currently?
He is still in his country, but withdrawn, without jurisdiction. For three years, we tried everything to get
the Tutsis out… to no avail. When in a diocese, priests, nuns, and laity are against their bishop, it does not
work for the Church.
The bishop believed that his duty was to help the Tutsi rebellion, and by this ambiguous attitude, he is
always well regarded by the presidents of Rwanda and Uganda.
Do you think this bishop was under a particular influence?
No, already, when he was a young priest, Monseigneur Ogez said to me: "This young Tutsi is making
Tutsi propaganda with the diocese newspaper..." then, when he had the opportunity, he came to help the
Tutsi rebellion. He had three or four Tutsi priests in his diocese who felt uncomfortable. They left as
military chaplains in Rwanda.
Is there now a new bishop? Is it better?
Yes. Monsignor Gay spent ten years in Kabale successfully. Currently there is a popular and peaceful
African bishop.
In what year did this Tutsi takeover take place?
1990, 1991, 1992 and 1994. In 1994, there were the massacres of Rwanda
How was it for you, the only white man, in the country?
Quite well, they were not hostile, I was not concerned with their problems. They let me pass in peace and,
for my part, I ignored them. The parish was 170 kilometres from Kabale. I had little connection with them
and with the bishop. A little incident shows my attitude

I needed to get my radio that the rebels had confiscated from me. So I ask the bishop to come and get it.
The bishop invites me to come to the bishopric to take it back. I arrive and, at that moment, he says to me:
"Which radio? Your radio, where did it go?” He was fooling around right and left: “Where's the radio?” I
left without a radio.
He did that, because every day, on local radio, there were people who said that, at the bishopric of Kabale,
there was nothing, when, in fact, the state commissioner lived there. One day, the president invited all the
ministers to verify, themselves, that there was nothing in the diocese. In fact, the corner was filled with
Tutsis. A minister from Rwanda came without warning. We had to invite him, he came.
The radio, the one he had taken from me, passed on the message: "Be careful, there is a minister from
Rwanda, are you going to hide?" The Rwandan minister fooled around, but everywhere he saw radio
antennas, traces of trucks, etc... And, on his return to Kigali, he said on the radio: "They took me for a
fool! This is what I saw: radio antennas, traces of supply trucks! I did not see soldiers, but I knew them
nearby.”
Since you did not have a radio, how would you have communicated if you had a glitch? Were you really
isolated?
Well ... We didn't have a glitch! Praise be to God! The radio, the bishop had given it... Finally, this bishop
compromised the Church for three years. The Christians were in revolt against him... There were serious
consequences. The Vatican appointed an administrator to Kabale, Monsignor Gay and a Canadian; as he
was successful, he was appointed bishop. The diocese had to be taken over.
It was in this diocese, according to Spanish journalists, that the Tutsi had decided to shoot the plane to kill
the President of Rwanda. But every time we say this to President Kagame, he replies: "No, it is the French
who are responsible because they are the ones who shipped boxes full of machetes, they are the ones
responsible for the genocide."
How long did you stay in this country? At Rwengiri?
From 1989 to 1994. All these years with the Tutsis who subsequently returned to Rwanda. You know the
rest... The genocide.
Yes, a terrible genocide
It was then that the Tutsis, in Rwanda, killed Father Valmajo, of the diocese of Byumba... a Catalan. After
that period, I left and I was appointed to Mbarara.
Parish of Mbarara
Then you went to Mbarara?
Yes, it is a parish of 200,000 inhabitants where there must have been 30 to 40,000 Catholics. My job was
to help the two priests of the parish.

Apart from this hectic and settled life, did you still work in this parish?
Yes, interesting work. I was with a Dutchman, a farmer by trade. He had everything we needed to feed us,
chickens, pigs, ducks and cows ... But since there was no grass, the cows burst one after the other! We
had meat to eat.
I was doing pioneering work by installing new schools, new chapels and organizing the catechumenate.
Excuse me, I would like to know who made the appointments, the White Fathers?
No, by the bishop of the diocese: We needed another parish because there were too many people for one
parish. The municipality gives us a very good site and I start the construction. First the Fathers' house, a
temporary chapel for Sunday Mass and then the church.
In this new parish, do you still have the same dialect?
Yes and it was a big advantage for me, because some of my colleagues had to learn three or four
dialects!! Not me. At the same time, I worked at the Poor Clare‟s who had installed a new monastery in
Mbarara.
The superior was A Françoise, Father Payor's niece. She had founded a convent where I said Mass every
day. On Sunday, I was in the parish. I liked this job very much, I did it for at least ten years. Then, Sister
A Françoise, who had stayed for 20 years, left to found another convent elsewhere. I was also in charge of
a weekly prayer group. In fact, normal work.
In this parish, were you with White Fathers?
Yes, three and even four Dutch and Belgian White Fathers and I, the only French. This mixture of
nationalities was wanted to show that we were sent from the Vatican and not from a colonialist country.
So you stayed 13 years in this parish?
Yes, from 1994 to 2007. It was my last parish before returning to France for health reasons.
What happened to you?
I had shoulder to shoulder pain. I went to a doctor who told me it was blood pressure. He gave me
remedies. Another time, I lost consciousness while celebrating Mass.
So I came back to Paris to consult a cardiologist... while he was examining me, I felt bad!
Oh, how lucky it happened at the cardiologist!
He phoned Saint Joseph Hospital where I was hospitalized for three days with drip, injections, etc. I was
told that I have blood clots from the carotid artery. So any accident that I have would be in my head... I
had my mouth aside etc... Since then, I've been there. I left Uganda with pyjamas and a toothbrush,
thinking to leave quickly, and return... I was sent here to Billère.

How old are you?
81 years old
Oh, was it time to go back? You have to decide one day!
Well, I would have liked to stay one or two more years. I will tell you why. I had children to take care of.
Their parents and the little ones, two girls and a boy, lived as best they could in the park. They had no
land. They picked up all possible illnesses by living with the animals. They were told to come to the
village or they were given land. But, the parents' health was already badly shaken, and shortly after their
arrival, they died. So we had to take care of the three children, I took care of it especially.
When the parents died, I put them in boarding school and on vacation, they returned to the parish. They
have been successful since one girl is about to graduate as a nurse, the other is well married and the boy is
a plumber. That's why I wanted them to finish before I left. I send them money.
Are they supported since your departure?
The student is taken care of by the nursing school, and for the holidays, she returns to the parish to lend a
helping hand. The young man has a room: he is a plumber and drives a taxi. The third is married. They
are doing well, but, I would have liked to stay for them.
Are they writing to you?
Yes, well, not too much, These are young people!!! They're pretty close now...
So here you are in Paris to take care of yourself?
Yes, and soon after, the Provincial said to me, "You are going to rest in Billere ..." So I have been there
since, I have recovered little luggage. I had left everything. The Fathers, over there, sent me 7 kilos of
books and 3 of photos ... There... I left everything... car, typewriter, etc...
Not too hard?
I'm getting used to it. I'm busy. I'm going to the Little Sisters of the Poor. I celebrate Mass twice a week…
I visit the sick a little… and lo and behold, I lead a quiet little life.
Anything else to tell?
Yes, the last year of my stay in Uganda had a little surprise in store for me. Reading the archives left by
the first White Fathers, I learned that a certain Augustin Levesque, from Séverac le Château, on
Calquieres farm, was one of the pioneers in Uganda. He had arrived there with Father Levinhac and was
the founder of the parish of Villa Maria (Katigondo).
Father Augustine Levesque was one of my great uncles through my maternal grandmother. Is this a clue
that would lead me to believe that someone guided, oriented my missionary activity towards the
southwest of Uganda?

I don't know, but, I had obviously been protected several times and in an extraordinary way. First with the
liner Lamoriciere, then, once in the army, I was unexpectedly protected in a fire and, during a shooting
exercise, with a defective weapon.
During my trips, several times a week, by motorbike or car, which protected me from illnesses and
accidents??? I like to think that this guardian angel was called Augustin Levesque, He died in Kabylia in
1914, a former cure of Villa Maria and native of Séverac le Château. Afterwards, it became obvious that
working in the ministry is not the work of any one person. It is done on several levels. Many of us are
collaborating. Each in his own way: first to plant the seed, to germinate the seed and to ripen the fruit.
Coming to Uganda, I entered another's harvest and often harvested what others had sown before me.
Bravo, Father, What a beautiful conclusion! Thank you.

