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Foreword
Paul Voillard was born in the Upper Saône region in 1860. He entered the major seminary of Besançon in 1878 and was ordained priest
there in 1882, at the age of 22. The following year he entered the novitiate at Maison Carrée. He was appointed first of all to teach in our
schools in Algeria and Tunisia. After this he was made professor of
philosophy at the Scholasticate of Carthage. In 1888 he was appointed
Provincial of Tunisia. In 1889 he became a member of the General
Council (only five years after his missionary oath), and he kept this
office until 1936! The following year, Cardinal Lavigerie made him
“Superior of the White Sisters” (sic). From 1889 to 1896 he was novice master, a role that did not prevent him at the same time acting as
Provincial of Kabylia from 1891 to 1894. In 1920 he became Mgr.
Livinhac’s Vicar General, which entailed succeeding him as Superior
General when the latter died in 1922. He was re-elected Superior
General by the Chapter of 1926.
He was therefore a man who knew the Society well, but who had
not the slightest personal acquaintance with sub-Saharan Africa. This
fact prompted his decision to visit his confreres in Black Africa. He
therefore undertook a “visit to Central Africa” which lasted 19 months
(June 1927 to February 1929) and took place in all our mission territories, of what was then known as “Africa of the Great Lakes”.1 Every
day he wrote up his travel diary, in which he recorded his observations,
reflections and feelings. In all, it fills four small notebooks (17x11
cms), each consisting of 150 pages, completely filled with his tiny
handwriting. The diary is neither a piece of sociological analysis, nor
a record of missiological reflection. It is simply a personal journal
which was not intended for publication.2 The style is lively and is full
of detail. As often happens, this kind of evidence is as much a revelation of the author’s personality as it is of what he discovers and observes. Some reflections reflect the surprise of a European discovering
unfamiliar local customs and behaviour. It seemed, nevertheless, useful to share this testimony, which sometimes appears a little naïve, but
which is nonetheless very sympathetic, about what “our missions”
could have been like in 1927, half a century after the first caravans.
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Father Voillard left Maison-Carrée on June 17th 1927. He was
accompanied by a travelling companion, Father Joseph Mazé.3 The
journey took them via Marseille, Beirut and the Suez Canal. After calling at Djibouti, Aden, Mombasa, Zanzibar and Dar es Salaam, they
arrived at Beira on July 22nd and set off again by train on the 25th in the
direction of Nyasaland. It is at this juncture (on page 20 of his first
notebook), that we begin the reading of his diary. We shall follow him
step by step across Nyasaland and Northern Rhodesia, up to his arrival
at Lake Tanganyika (on page 111 of the same notebook)
On leaving Marseille, he wrote: “So now we have begun a journey
which is likely to take from 18 months to 2 years. My mind is calm and
at peace, and I am confident, because I am going where I believe it is
God’s will that I should go. I am going, with nothing fixed or decided
in advance, except to look at, observe and take note of realizations,
situations, needs, deficiencies and defects as they appear… and to do
with, God’s help, whatever good I can”.
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Pages from the notebook of Fr. Voillard on his visit to Bembeke .
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Preamble
(Historical sketch of how the missions
visited by Father Voillard in 1927 started)
The Pro-Vicariate of Nyasa was erected on July 31st 1889. It covered
an immense territory which has since given birth to 8 dioceses in modern
Malawi and to five dioceses in modern Zambia. It stretched from Lake
Tanganyika and the River Congo to Lake Nyasa and Mozambique. (Or
to be precise: in the North, a line going from Lake Tanganyika to Lake
Malawi; and in the East from 36º longitude to the South: the River Ruo
and 26º latitude South, and to the West: 15º latitude.)
Disembarking at Quelimane in 1889, the Fathers founded their first
mission station at Mponda, to the south of Lake Malawi on December
27th of the same year. However, they had to abandon it on June 16th
1891 and went to settle at Mambwe, on the frontier of modern Zambia
and Tanzania, on July 19th.4
The missionary in charge was Father Lechaptois, who was, at the
same time, Vicar Apostolic of Tanganyika. It was only in 1897 that the
pro-vicariate became the Vicariate of Nyasa, under the responsibility
of Mgr. Joseph Dupont. He is still considered today as the true founder
of the mission to northern Zambia.
On December 3rd 1903, the southern part of the Vicariate was
entrusted to the Montfort Missionaries, and was named the Prefecture
of Shire.
Mgr. Dupont resigned in 1910. He was replaced by Mgr. Mathurin
Guillemé. Given the vast surface area of the territory on the one hand
and the linguistic and cultural differences in the areas then called
Ubemba and Ungoni, on the other hand, the vicariate was divided in
1913 into two halves separated by the River Lwangwa. This resulted
in the appearance in the North of the Vicariate of Bangweolo, entrusted to Mgr. Larue, and the Vicariate of Nyasa, entrusted to Mgr.
Guillemé.5 This was the situation in 1927, at the time of Father
Voillard’s journey.
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Map of the two Vicariates visited by Fr. Voillard in 1927.
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THE DIARY

On the way to Nyassa
25th July 1927 (Beira)
The day began badly. A Portuguese had been told to come and collect
us, to drive us by car to the railway station, early enough for us to buy our
tickets, consign our luggage and choose our seats. He was due at 6.50,
but by 7 o'clock he had not put in an appearance. The good Franciscan
Fathers advised us to take their rick-shaw and go straight to the station
without delay. When the Portuguese appeared, they would send him to
us, because he was the one who was supposed to see to our luggage. We
took their advice. The boys pushed the rickshaw at full speed and we arrived at the station to find it filled with passengers and baggage. Departure time was 7:30 a.m., but it was clear that the train, which only travelled from Beira to the Zambezi once a week, would not go until everything was ready and settled. So, all was well and the train left at 8.15.
We spent the whole day in the train, travelling from Beira to the
Zambezi. We passed through nothing other than an immense forest,
interrupted occasionally by clearings and patches of uncultivated
country. We stopped four times to draw water and take on the firewood
which replaced coal.
At midday we were very grateful for the box-lunch providentially
supplied by the good Franciscans. We ate eggs, sandwiches, a couple of
bananas and an orange. We had asked the Franciscans for an empty bottle in which to pour the remainder of our altar wine that we planned to
use for Mass on the Zambezi. They kindly gave us a half litre bottle of
their Portuguese Mass wine. We soon came to the conclusion that our
hope of celebrating Mass next day would not be realized. So we drank
the wine given us by our charitable hosts at lunch and supper. The latter
consisted in finishing up what was left of the provisions given us by the
Sisters. We ate this at the Zambezi in the evening at 8 p.m., while waiting for the steamer which was due to take us across to the other bank,
from the spot where the train deposited us.6 This was in fact several hundred metres before the end of the line which had been cut. The steamer,
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therefore, which should normally have taken us off at the end of the line
had to come and search for us at the place where the train stopped. It was
8:30 p.m. by the time it arrived. The means of climbing on to the boat
were extremely primitive and an exceptionally large number of passengers had to be embarked together with all the luggage they had brought
on the train. This took a long time. It was scarcely over by 10 p.m. All
the cabins, which - by the way - were not many, had been taken by the
women and a few privileged people. The deck was covered with beds,
consisting of mattress, blanket and mosquito net. We each managed to
secure one of these beds and we lay down at 10 p.m. The din on deck
continued until 11 p.m. That was when a group of cocks on the luggage
tender started their first cock-crow. The passengers laughingly applauded them and finally all was quiet. However, from then on, the cocks
crowed at hourly intervals. So, that is how the night was spent, on deck,
in the open, in a somewhat cool temperature, and a fairly strong wind.
At four o'clock in the morning it was the stokers' turn to light the fires of
the engine which ran on wood, not charcoal.

26th July 1927
At 7 a.m. the steamer finally roused itself and moved up the
Zambezi. It began by getting stuck on the river's numerous sand banks.
It freed itself and then took several diversions in order to avoid the
many islands found in this strange river. It finally tied up at the railway
station from which the Portuguese train that would take us to
Nyasaland was due to depart. The time was 8.15 a.m. It appeared that
we were one and a half hours late, but the train was in no hurry. There
was no danger of colliding with another train, since ours was the only
one using the track on a return journey once a week. Everyone jumped
from the steamer as fast as possible on to the sloping, sandy shore, in
order to find a seat. I was deputed to take possession of our seats and
guard them. We had a compartment of four seats with a table and
sleeping bunk on the two sides. We are not sleeping in the bunks
because we are due to arrive in the evening. However, we use them all
the same to stow our hand luggage, our suit cases and Mass kit.
The train left at 9 a.m., earlier than we expected. We ate on the train.
There was no restaurant car, but “boys” visited each compartment to
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place on the table there whatever the passengers wanted. The train got
up a fairly good speed and seemed anxious to make up for lost time.
thereby giving the lie to the prophets of doom who predicted that we
would not arrive at Limbe before 9 p.m. or even later. The train
stopped from time to time, every two hours or so, to take on water and
replenish its supply of wood, since it burned both charcoal and wood
at the same time, and also to allow passengers to alight at stations in
areas frequented by the planters. We ate at midday. The menu was
modest, but quite sufficient for our needs. Everywhere, along the line,
whenever the train passed a group of huts, children7 ran up to greet the
train, shouting and clapping their hands.
At about 4 p.m. we arrived at Herold, the first British station on
the line. We had therefore left Portuguese territory and entered
Nyasaland. Here we had to go through British Customs, In the station
we had the pleasant surprise of meeting two Montfort Fathers who
are working in this centre. On being told of our arrival, they came to
greet us. The Superior, who was well known to the officials and
familiar with the formalities of the Customs department, took complete charge of our business. This was rapidly completed without
opening any of our luggage. The Customs officials were satisfied
with the declarations that we had written on the train. Then these
good Fathers offered us an excellent pot of tea which they shared
with us in our compartment, along with some bananas and two fine
paw-paws. We asked their permission to keep these last two pieces of
fruit for the evening. Then we parted, with heartfelt thanks, after the
train had halted 40 or 50 minutes.
The train returned to its accustomed speed and we arrived in Limbe
at 6.15 p.m., the advertized time of arrival! Never had the train arrived
so punctually! At the station, Father Audet from Bembeke was waiting
for us, together with the Superior of the Montfort Fathers who acts as
procurator for his confreres and who renders great service to our missionaries of Nyasaland. After the accustomed cordial welcome, we got
into Father Audet's car and arrived at the Montfort Fathers' house at
6.30. Deo Gratias! We had supper at 7 p.m. with the three missionaries of the mission station: two Fathers and a Brother. At 9 o'clock we
went to bed in the room that had been prepared for each of us.
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27th July 1927
We rose at 5 a.m. Mass was at 5.45 in the mission church. About
twenty children, boys and girls, went to Communion. After breakfast,
my socius went with the Montfort Fathers' procurator to the railway
station to see to the business of forwarding our luggage to Bembeke.
Meanwhile, I briefly explored the mission's surroundings. The Brother
employed in preparing the site of the new church which will serve as
the cathedral and replace the present building explained the measurements of the cathedral to me. The bishop will have his residence alongside it, because he is planning to move to Limbe. The Brother also took
me to see the large Lourdes grotto that he has just finished building a
few metres away. It is clear that these good Fathers have no hesitation
in doing much of their building in brick. However, they cannot be
accused of making their own living quarters too comfortable. Their
WCs are unbelievably primitive: a pierced seat over a wooden crate for
excreta and an oil barrel as a urinal.
When the Fathers returned from the railway station, we took Father
Audet's car for some sight-seeing in Blantyre, the regional capital. The
place was scarcely bigger than Limbe, and built more recently. In these
two centres there are a number of businesses, Asian shops, native houses, government and administrative buildings, and then - dispersed in
the forest - a short distance from one another, the residential villas of
officials and the families of trades people. In Blantyre, we visited the
Montfort Fathers who reside there. The Father Superior was on his
own. A very warm welcome. Traditional cup of tea. A visit to the new
brick built church, which had several defects, notably in the laying of
the corrugated iron roof, which caused damage in the side chapels during the recent rains. After the customary tea, we returned to Limbe,
which we also explored, taking various short-cuts and detours on our
way back to the Fathers' house.
Dinner at noon. Then we went to see the work of the Daughters of
Wisdom8 whose residence was 300 metres from the Fathers' house.
Their work was that of education. There are two neighbouring, but
well differentiated, institutions. One is for bringing up little black
girls or those of mixed race, teaching them religion and trades. It is
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from there that postulants are expected to
join the recently founded novitiate for native
sisters. The three first
novices will take their
temporary vows of religion on August 15th.
The second building,
bigger and more comPhysical Education class at Bembeke.
fortably furnished, is
for European children, especially small British boys and girls. These
are taught by the Sisters, who give them elementary education, music
and painting. There are a dozen boarders and a number of children
from Limbe. This school could do a great deal of good in removing
the anti-Catholic prejudices of British Protestants. The Mother Superior showed paintings by her pupils for us to admire, and had them
perform a piano piece and a violin duet, which three or four of the
girls are due to play at a prize-giving on Friday.
At 2.30 p.m. we got into the car and set off for Zomba, a mission
station of the Montfort Fathers between Limbe and Bembeke. We were
due to spend the night there and arrived at 5 p.m. It is a small mission
staffed by three Fathers, two of whom are Dutch and was only opened
recently. The Fathers' house is tiny, but the church is big enough.
Although provisional, it is all built in brick. The definitive Fathers'
house has already been started, and it will be much larger than the present house which is 300 metres away. The new church will be situated
between the two. The first, provisional buildings will serve as rooms
for other needs of the mission. At Zomba, the central prison of the
province is to be found. It is for convicts whose sentences are longer
than six months. The Fathers are entrusted with the chaplaincy and
they celebrate Mass there every Sunday. Even the non-baptized
Africans attend Mass willingly.
A warm welcome, without any problems. At 6 p.m. we were offered
the customary whisky. As at Limbe, there was no question of refusing.
Supper was at 7.30, after which we retired.
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The Vicariat of Nyassa
28th July 1927
Mass at 6.15 a.m.
Breakfast. At 7.45 we
took the car again, this
time for Bembeke.
The car, with Father
Audet again as driver,
went well. After nearly two hours on the Bembeke Cathedral.
road we broke down.
Luckily it was not serious and did not take long to put right. At 12.30
p.m. we stopped for refreshments, the provisions we had brought from
Limbe in view of the journey. Many well made roads now criss-cross
the country, which twenty years ago had only footpaths in the long
grass. Cars and lorries are fairly frequent. The Africans who use the
roads, as soon as they hear the sound of a car coming, throw themselves into the ditch or on to the shoulder of the road. The country is
mountainous, with uphill and downhill roads, through woods and
forests. There are various crops: tobacco, aloes, coffee etc. But there
are few houses visible, since the Africans, as a rule, keep as far away as
possible from the main roads… in order to avoid the endless forced
labour entailed by living nearby.
Finally, at three p.m., four o'clock local time, we arrived at the gates
of Bembeke Mission9, exactly as planned! A few kilometres from the
mission, children came up and accompanied us with loud shouts. Fathers
Paradis and Boyer who came with them on motorcycles, turned round
and rushed back to the mission to announce our arrival. We entered and
found the compound full of people, great and small, who had come from
the surrounding villages to witness the arrival of “this great chief”. We
embraced all the confreres with great joy and emotion, beginning with
Mgr. Guillemé10, whose face shone with joy.
We then entered the church straight away to praise and thank Our
Lord for all the graces of this happy journey. Tomorrow it will be
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exactly six weeks since we left Marseille. I have not suffered a single
moment of tiredness or discomfort, and here I am in the centre of
Africa, in one of our missions! Is that not a dream come true? We
thanked the Lord at Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament11 which I
was asked to preside, myself. Although the church was vast, it was
densely packed with Africans and it was with profound emotion that
I raised the monstrance and blessed a congregation of this colour for
the first time! May God be blessed a thousand times for the graces he
bestows and for his acts of kindness! After Benediction, Mgr.
Guillemé got into the pulpit and explained to the people in the local
language what he was going to say to me. Then, addressing me, he
bade me a very warm welcome and thanked me for starting my tour
of our equatorial missions in Nyassa, the youngest of them all. In
addition to the confreres who belong to the mission station, I found
here Father Welfelé12. He has come to visit the Vicariate and accompany me to Bangweolo. Also here, are Father Darot and his seminarians, who came to greet me, and Fathers Braire and Paradis, superiors
of neighbouring missions, who also came to welcome me. May the
Lord give me the grace to do some good for the confreres and for all
the mission stations.

29th July 1927
Rose at 5 a.m. Mass in the church
at 6.a.m.13 The seminarians from
Mua assisted and then left, together
with their superior, at 7. Fr. Paradis
left for his mission at 9 and Fr.
Braire left at 3 p.m.

30th July 1927
After breakfast at 7.30 a.m. We
saw over the whole house, with Mgr.
Guillemé. We then visited the cultivated areas and, in a group, the
house workers' quarters. I was
shown how pombe14 is made, be14

Fr. Frédéric ter Maat.

cause the women were preparing a great many jugs of it for tomorrow,
when there will be a big feast to celebrate the baptisms. At 4 p.m. Father Ter Maat, Superior of Mua, arrived unexpectedly. He came to see
his old novice master.15

31st July 1927
Today, Sunday, the baptism of 60 or so catechumens, of all ages,
men and women, took place. This “promotion” was fixed for today,
because of my being present, so that I could attend the ceremony. Not
only did I attend, but I took an active part, because I was given thirty or more baptizandi on whom to confer the sacrament, which I did
with joy and deep emotion. Many of the baptized were carrying
babies on their backs, as is customary for mothers. One whom I was
anointing with holy oil had an infant at her breast. She breast fed him
to put a stop to his yelling and crying. For me, the scene was something out of the ordinary.
After the baptisms, we celebrated High Mass. The church, which
is very large, was full. At the offertory, the catechumens and nonChristians withdrew.16 The huge nave remained full of people.
Everyone sang the Kyrie, Gloria, Credo etc. We remained seated the
whole time, including during the proclamation of the Gospel, but not
at the Elevation. The most reliable of the catechists, specially chosen
because of this, stood up in the nave in the midst of the seated congregation, conducting the singing, like the conductors of Gregorian
Chant in our own cathedrals. He was wearing a new pair of trousers,
a new shirt and tie. A pair of braces, visible over his shirt, kept his
trousers up: that was all, he had neither waistcoat nor jacket. One felt
that these good people sang with all their heart, because they were
certainly in full voice! There was nothing of the conservatoire as far
as the nuances of tone or correct pronunciation were concerned… but
Our Lord in the tabernacle must have been happy to listen to it.
Perhaps, if the organist had lowered his accompaniment by half a
tone, or even by a full one, the results would have been better, with
the people shouting a little less.
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At the Communion, the newly baptized came forward, with four or
five hundred of their “elders”. Monsignor helped the celebrant to distribute Communion. They all came up with great fervour. It was obvious that they understood what they were doing. The ceremony finished at 10.30 a.m. On coming out, we found the church square
packed with people. The Fathers were being greeted by Christians,
especially the migrant workers who had been away for some time.
These usually wore better clothes, more or less a full European costume, shirt, waistcoat, trousers, stockings, shoes and hat. It seemed
they had been influenced by their work environment and that the people were evolving. The level of evolution was marked by the variety
of the clothes they wore. In fact, besides those with a full suit, there
were also those who were half dressed, with a bizarre mixture of different items, a military tunic, a chechia, a fez… Most of them, however, who had never travelled outside their country, wore the ordinary
costume, wrapping themselves in long sheets of cotton or in blankets.
The women were all dressed modestly in a cloth that enveloped them
from their breasts to their feet.
About ten pagan chiefs came to greet the Fathers. They were welcomed on to the veranda where they sat on the floor. Each had a sheet
of newspaper placed in front of him, on which there was a small pile
of salt made up of a requisite number of spoonfuls, to ensure that no
one received more than the others. All during this time, the bishop and
fathers, threw oranges from this upstairs veranda among the crowd
which pressed around the building. After distributing oranges, there
was a ball game. Balls were thrown from the veranda into the crowd at
different points. Anyone who caught a ball, took it to a Father on the
veranda and received a safety-pin or needle as a prize. At this, also,
there was pushing and shoving and a great deal of shouting. Some
rolled about on the ground and received kicks that were harmless,
since the kickers were not wearing shoes. More jostling, shouting and
indescribable laughter. The scene lasted three quarters of an hour, after
which everyone made their way home or to their lodgings, where food
was waiting for them, not to mention the pombe which the women had
been preparing for two three days already, using maize flour provided
by the Fathers. For an hour, a relative silence reigned outside the houses, while the people took their meal. At 1.30 p.m. people returned and
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the crowds reappeared. Soon we
could hear shouts and rhythmic
singing, It was the women, two or
three hundred of them in a single,
fairly compact group, performing
the local dances. These consisted of
rhythmic movements in perfect unison, following the action and direction of the rhythm of the singing.
And, without appearing in the least
tired, the women joyfully performed
these songs and dances, which certainly had nothing about them that
was unseemly.

Fr. Jean Champmartin.

At three p.m. the bell rang again and everyone reverently entered
the church. Rosaries were distributed to the newly baptized, who
received them kneeling at the communion rail. They were given the
crucifix to kiss before the beads were placed round their necks. From
now on, they will wear them almost continuously, as a distinguishing
sign of their religion. It was I who had the joy of investing them with
this weapon of Mary. I noticed, during the ceremony, that the Africans
understand kissing as a licking with the tongue. They all put out their
tongue and licked the cross. After this little ceremony, Mgr.Guillemé
confirmed the neophytes. He began with a short, ten minute instruction. Then, after putting on the episcopal vestments, he went to the
altar. The Veni Creator was sung in the vernacular. After the ceremony, the bishop gave Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament, and so the
day ended. It was four p.m. by the clock, five p.m. by the sun. The
crowd dispersed slowly.

1st August 1927
An ordinary morning. Yesterday's neophytes attended a special
Mass at which they went to Communion. The marriages of several
were blessed. At 10 a.m. Father Champmartin of Mua arrived on his
motor cycle, to greet his Superior General. He left again at 3 p.m. An
ordinary evening.
17

2nd August 1927
An ordinary day. I went to visit the garden with Mgr. Guillemé. The
orchard was mainly planted with orange trees and there were nurseries
with other fruit crops. There was little land under cultivation since the
harvest was already over. There were all kinds of vegetables in the garden, cabbages, cauliflowers, rhubarb, leeks, parsley, beans, peas…
even strawberries. Potatoes are planted in the fields.

3rd August 1927
After breakfast - that is, at 8 a.m. - we set out for Kasina Mission,
60 kilometres away. We went by car, that is Mgr. Guillemé, Fr. Mazé
and myself. As always, Father Audet was the driver. We went through
Dedza, where the Governor resides. It is still an unimportant centre, but
one which is fast developing and seems destined by its geographical
situation to become a place of considerable size, even, some say, the
capital of Nyasaland. We passed through an undulating countryside,
which seems fertile and fairly well populated, even though we did not
see many clusters of houses on the road. We arrived, without any problem, at 11 a.m. The Fathers were expecting us. It is a recently founded
mission station, only two years old. As usual, several provisional buildings had been put up first, with brick walls and thatched roofs. These
provided accommodation and work space for class rooms and dispensaries. The church is a large hall, built of brick, with no ceiling, but
with a thatched roof. It is pretty vast and will still be serviceable for a
long time. Each of the three missionaries has his own room. There is also a refectory which also serves as the room for spiritual reading.17 It
will be a dormitory for Fr. Mazé and Fr. Audet. I am to be given a class
room, with furniture and pupils removed for the occasion!
The definitive mission house is actually being built. Work is already
fairly far advanced and the ground floor has been finished. The house
is well planned. There is a central corridor, running the whole length
of the building, with rooms opening off it on either side. It is built in
brick. Bricks and tiles have to be shaped and then fired. The earth is
suitable for this. 150 men of different ages are employed in all these
jobs, as masons, supervisors, bricklayers making the kiln, carrying and
18

moulding the clay, putting the bricks
and tiles into the kiln, lighting the
kiln and cutting wood for the fuel…
The good Brother Sebastian was
responsible for allocating work to
each man, choosing them for their
particular skills, and then supervising this army of workers at all the
different work sites, so that they are
all working and following the prescribed procedures… It is not a
sinecure. Everyone works, chatting,
singing, laughing, until 3 p.m. This
is when the working day ends. At a
Fr. Joseph Mazé.
given signal, everyone leaves. The
surroundings of the house are deserted and the silence which follows
the preceding noise is really astonishing. Nine out of ten among these
workers are pagans or followers of the surrounding Protestant missions.18 The contact resulting from these work days is extremely useful for winning them over and for communicating with them. Very
soon, after seeing the Fathers' simple lifestyle, their goodness and
friendliness, they feel at home with them, especially the youngsters
from 12 to 18 years of age, who work as overseers, and carriers of mortar and bricks. Later on, it will be very easy to get through to them,
Although this work is ongoing, the superior wanted to carry out missionary work, properly so called. He has some twenty African children
whom he has clothed, to whom he gives bed and board and whom he
teaches every day. It is a small attempt at creating a boarding school,
which he hopes will bear good results for penetrating the mass.

4th August 1927
The Fathers, especially Fr. Paradis, insist that we stay here for a
whole day and only return to Bembeke tomorrow. We agree willingly.
I celebrated the 6 a.m. Mass, very well served by two small Africans,
and in this new mission, I give Communion to a number of adults, as
well as to some 10 small boarders.
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We visited the garden cultivated by Brother Sebastian. There is no
lack of water and the soil is rich. Everything flourishes. The strawberries
are flowering and a search produced two ripe strawberries, one for
Monsignor and one for me! They were delicious! At 11 o'clock, Father
Louis took his camera and started to take group photographs, small children with the Bishop and myself, the whole community of Fathers etc.
The morning had been fresh on the whole, the rest of the day fine, but
the evening, after 6 p.m. became a little chilly. Here, it is winter time.

5th August 1927
Today is the First Friday of the month, which is celebrated, they say,
particularly piously throughout the vicariate.19 I celebrated the Mass of
the Sacred Heart at 6 a.m. The congregation and the number of
Communions was even greater than yesterday. Throughout the Mass
songs and hymns in the local language were beautifully sung. Father
Paradis provided the accompaniment with harmonium and voice. He is
the one who teaches the young children to sing, and it is a truly extraordinary achievement for so new a mission. It also shows what can be
realized if there is a real effort to train these Africans. Mass was followed by Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament according to the custom, approved and even recommended on this day.
At 9 o'clock we took the Bembeke road again by car, visiting the Resident at Dedza on the way. Unfortunately the Resident was absent,
and we got to Bembeke at 11.15. I have brought back from Kasina a fine
collection of photos, illustrating various aspects
of the country: different
types of countryside, native houses, human types
etc. These were given me
by Father Louis, the artist
of our party. After dinner,
Father Mazé and Father
Audet forestalled us by
going on to Mua to anMua mission.
nounce our coming.
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At 4.30 p.m. there was Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament for
the First Friday of the month, About 30 or 40 attended, because there
are few people living close to the mission. I was told that there were
three to four hundred Christians at Mass this morning, with many
Communions.
After Benediction, we were visited by an Italian settler and his
wife and small daughter. Two or three days previously he had asked
hospitality for himself and his family, while he scoured the country
for workers. Sadly, he only found two, It is the time of year when the
Africans are working for themselves in their own fields. We were
able to help these poor people by lodging them in the building which
the Sisters of Mua and Ntakataka use as a holiday house in the hot
season. It is completely separate from the mission station, some 40 or
50 metres away.

6th August 1927
This morning I have to go to Mua20 with Father Welfelé, the
Canonical Visitor. Father Mazé preceded me there yesterday. The road
is difficult going. It means coming down from the cold heights of
Bembeke into the plain, at the level of Lake Nyasa.21 We had therefore to use different means of transport, otherwise I would have had
to make the journey on foot, which would have been a very tiring
march of three hours. Accordingly, at 8.30 a.m. Father Welfélé and I
got into the mission car, and Father Honoré drove us along a fairly
good road that took us to an outstation, where it is possible to descend
the mountain by a series of rough tracks. Africans from the outstation
had brought a little vehicle like the rickshaws of Dar es Salaam, but
for only one passenger, and also Fr. Welfélé's motor cycle. I got into
the vehicle and one of the Africans steered it. He was one of Mgr.
Guillemé's right hand men. Two others, got behind the vehicle in
order to push it, or to slow it down by pulling a cord, according to
whether the road rose or fell. The downhill slopes were rapid and the
climbs hard going. My energetic rickshaw men held firm and went at
a good pace. I offered to dismount when we came to an unusually
steep hill, but they would have none of it! The mountain that we were
descending was covered with woodland. From our high vantage point
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we caught a glimpse of the Mua and Ntakataka plain. At the furthest
point, Lake Nyasa spread out her waters, So I had seen at least one of
Africa's “Great Lakes”. The bumps were very bad in some places, but
on the whole the track was fairly smooth and well kept, and the road
did not shake me up too much. I was able to read my breviary and say
my rosary. After two hours' journey, at a sudden turn in the road, a
group of children aged 10 to 15 years old welcomed us with shouts,
clapping and singing. They knelt to greet us, When we got near, they
stood up and ran on ahead, singing their songs, or rather, their different types of acclamation, at the same time clapping and shouting.
When they were a little distance away from us, they knelt down again,
and began their boisterous greetings once more, then they got up and
set off once more. After ten minutes of this display, a second group
appeared and joined the first, singing, clapping and kneeling down…
four or five minutes later, a third group came to swell the ranks of the
first two, without disturbing the harmony of the singing or the complex of movements in the slightest. At this point there were some 50
or 60 small boys. Soon it was the turn of the women to take part in the
spectacle, A group of at least 30 women knelt on either side of the
road, clapping hands and ululating, singing and shouting in response
to one another. When my vehicle had passed between them, they all
got up and followed, running behind it, drowning the boys' voices
with their cries and songs. A good many of them were carrying a baby
on their backs and did not appear to be hindered by this. Our arrival
was announced in this way and people could follow our progress. At
about 300 metres from the mission, we were met by the White Sisters,
surrounded by African women and girls, then fifty feet further on, by
the Fathers of the mission who had turned out to welcome us. This
was how we arrived at the mission, surrounded by the boisterous
youth. Having arrived in front of the church, we went in to greet, bless
and thank Our Lord. Then we went through the mission buildings,
adjoining the church. The time was 10.30 a.m.
After a small snack, we inspected the house, its apartments and
offices. Afterwards, I accompanied Father Ter Matt on a visit to the
Chapel of Our Lady, built about 250 metres from the mission after the
war, in fulfilment of a promise made by the Vicar Apostolic, to thank
Mary for having protected the mission during the war.
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After dinner and siesta, there was a solemn reception at the Junior
Seminary at 2 p.m. The Sisters were there and the students sang a Vivat
welcome in Latin, consisting of ten verses composed by their professors, Fathers Ter Mat and Darot, full of kind things and the most delicate sentiments. Then a compliment in Latin was recited by the best
student, one of the three who will go to Kipalapala next month. I
replied in Latin as well as I could, knowing that I would be scarcely
understood. However, I would be even less understood in French and
I did not know any Kinyanja! The seminarians then presented an amusing play in four comic scenes which had the audience doubled up with
laughter. The session ended with a final chorus, very well performed
Laudate Dominum iuvenes. Then the band, which had welcomed us on
our arrival with a piece that was very well carried out, now accompanied our departure with its finest chords.
At 4 p.m. Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament which I was asked
to preside. The litany in Kinyanja was well sung by the seminarians.
Afterwards, I paid a short first visit to the Sisters and returned to the
mission house at 5 o'clock (or 6 by the sun) for the rest of the day.

7th August 1927
Sunday. I celebrated the 6 a.m. Mass. Many Christians of all ages
received Communion. At 8.30 a.m., High Mass was sung by Father
Mazé, the former superior of Mua. The singing was very beautifully
performed by the seminarians. Before Mass, prayers were said in common by the whole congregation. Then they went over the chapter of the
Catechism on which the sermon was to be based. The Father read out
the relevant catechism questions and the whole crowd answered.
Father Champmartin preached a sermon about the Church, lasting 20
minutes. At the offertory, the whole congregation knelt down to pray
for intentions that were suggested by Father Champmartin. Then the
catechumens left the church. Many Communions were distributed by
Father Champmartin and another Father. High Mass was followed by
Benediction for the benefit of Christians coming from the outstations.
After High Mass and Benediction, a noisy interlude took place from
9.45 a.m. to midday, in the great courtyard before the Fathers' house.
It was an unusual, and interesting series of games. Firstly there were
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Swedish gymnastic exercises
very well executed, very varied and very interesting, led
by the oldest seminarian.
They were very appreciated
by the onlookers, especially
by the women who had never
seen anything like them
before. After that, there were
native war dances, belonging
to the Angoni tradition. 8 to
Angoni dancers.
10 Angoni, dressed in strips
of animal skin - animals killed by huntsmen - with their heads decorated with feathers, their torso enveloped in a garment made of countless
small strips of animal skin that had not been sewn together (like an old
fashioned whip), started to perform curious dances, with very varied
body movements. They came forward together, bent down and
straightened up again, waving tufts of different coloured hair, rather
like a horse's tail which they held in their hands, and all this accompanied by monotonous singing in unison, with changes of expression that
were strongly stressed. From time to time, their wives - but no other
women - mingled with them and took part in the dance; or else they
went up and wiped their husband's forehead, since it was hot - the
dancing took place with the sun at its hottest and no one had their head
covered. At a given moment, the women gathered in another part of the
courtyard and began to perform their own dances and songs. It was an
extraordinary sight to see this whole crowd dancing, singing, laughing
and shouting. It was also deafening.
Father Champmartin had had about fifty pitchers of beer prepared about 1,000 litres! The women who had brewed them brought them
and both men and women dancers refreshed themselves and renewed
their strength or rather became more excited. At eleven o'clock spoonfuls of salt were distributed as a prize for catching a ball. As at
Bembeke, two catechists threw rubber balls in every direction into the
crowd. People shouted and rushed to catch them. Those lucky enough
to catch one carried it up to the veranda and received in avidly open
hands a good spoonful of salt. This part of the programme lasted a
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good half hour. During these proceedings Father Lesueur arrived by
motor cycle from Ntakataka to have
dinner with us.
From noon until one o'clock there
was an intermission. We had dinner
while the men and women dancers
and the audience tasted their beer. At
1 p.m. the dances, shouts and songs
began again with even more noise,
more gusto. The dancers tapped the
ground with their heels even more
violently. They did not seem the
Fr. Léon Darot.
least tired, and - it was said - could
have danced for three or four days running without giving up.
At three p.m. Father Darot produced the seminary football and
threw it into the midst of the youngsters who immediately started a
lively and noisy game of football, which appeared oblivious of the
rules fixed for this kind of game. For our players, the game consisted
in seizing the ball and giving it a vigorous and clever kick, to send it
as high and as far as possible. The big crowd of watchers greeted the
best kicks with applause and loud cries.
At five, the Seminary celebrated Benediction of the Blessed
Sacrament in the parish church. The courtyard was relatively silent and
the rest of the evening was devoted to making the exercises of the
monthly retreat which were not even attempted in the morning because
it was known by experience that “non in commotione Dominus”.22

8th August 27
In the morning, after breakfast, I went with Fathers Champmartin
and Welfelé to visit the carpentry workshops set up at the foot of the
spur on which the mission is built. A few steps away from the mission
we found the ever flowing stream, part of which has been diverted
into a canal three or four hundred metres long, in order to create the
waterfall that drives the generator turbine in the workshop. At the start
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of the canal a dam has been built to stop the water and ensure that the
canal has a constant flow. When the local people saw how effective
this was, they were lost in admiration and amazement. At the end of
the canal the water drives the electric generator turbine by means of a
20 or 30 metre waterfall. It is there that what is strictly called the plain
begins, which stretches as far as Lake Nyasa which can be seen very
clearly from the mission. A fairly large building has been built on the
edge of the plain, and it is this that houses the different machines and
tools used for carpentry: saws, planes, band-saws, drills, surface
planes, mortise cutters, grindstones, turning lathes etc. all activated by
belts from overhead shafts. Africans trained by Fathers Champmartin
and Duthoit, operate all these mechanical tools and make all kinds of
things: doors, windows, tables, benches, planks… for the different
mission stations of the vicariate and also for Europeans. There will be
a problem for the future in obtaining wood. The Government has
taken rigorous measures to halt deforestation in the country and to
conserve the big and beautiful forests, which make the Nyasa Plain a
land that is completely different from the vast and sterile plateaux of
the neighbouring regions. The whole of this installation is the work of
Father Duthoit - for the technical side - and of Father Champmartin
for its realization. On leaving the carpentry department, we entered
Brother Omer's large and beautiful garden. This garden, if it is irrigated with abundant water, can - it would seem - not only feed the mission station, but also provide a substantial income, if the necessary
personnel is available to cultivate it well… trees, vegetables, fruit,
tobacco, but… this produce must be protected from gazelles and other
marauders. The mission cemetery is quite close to the garden. We visited it to pray at the tomb of my former novice, Father Telegen and
also at the tomb of Sister St. Germain.
Then we quickly climbed the hill again to visit the Sisters where we
were due to be given a welcome entertainment by the girls at 3 p.m. As
soon as we arrived, the seminary band, which had been invited to take
part, greeted us with a little piece of music. We entered a room where
the small girls were gathered, and they received us with a beautiful
song of welcome in Kinyanja.23 Then two little girls came forward.
One presented me with a beautiful bouquet, and the other gave me
three or four pieces of acted some quite funny scenes, which were a lit26

tle reminiscent of yesterday's Swedish exercises. Afterwards, we visited the embroidery and lace-making workshops, and saw the very small
artisans at work. I specially admired the lace-making, using bobbins,
never having seen this curious process before. In this work the little
black hands are very dexterous. From the workshops, we passed into
the courtyard where women were making maize flour for the seminary
kitchen. We watched the various stages of this demanding work. 1. The
maize is soaked in a pitcher of water for eight days, to make it soft. 2.
A preliminary operation of crushing the maize in wooden mortars,
using large wooden pestles. Using these pestles, the women strike
great blows on the grains. In this way, the maize husks are removed. 3.
The husks are separated from the flour. 4. The latter is put back into the
mortar, and undergoes a further process of grinding. 5. The produce
thus obtained is put into a flat reed basket and shaken vigorously. The
fine flour is stored apart, having been winnowed in this way, while the
partially crushed grains go back into the mortar. This finely ground
flour provides the staple food and… the famous beer. 5 or 6 days are
needed for brewing, The flour is mixed with water in large pitchers and
cooked for the first time. It is left to get cold for one day. It is then
cooked a second time for a whole day. Fermented maize is then thrown
into it to make the liquid ferment. After two more days, the beer is
ready to drink and people set about it joyfully.
It is impossible not to feel some sympathy and compassion the first
time one sees these women pounding, lifting these big wooden pestles
high in the air, in order to crush the maize in the mortar. Frequently,
some of the women are carrying a baby on their back, and the unfortunate infant is involved in all the mother's movements. However, it must
be said that they do not seem to be put out, accustomed as they are, to
this situation, whatever their mother is doing, even if she takes part in
a dance. Sometimes 2, 3 or even 4 women join together to pound maize
in the same mortar, one after the other in strict sequence. It is absolutely reminiscent of the rhythm of the flails which our old farmers used
when threshing wheat, three or four together on the same sheaves. To
be precise, this is women's work and they are accustomed to it from a
young age. It is therefore far less of a hardship for them than one first
imagines. The show ended and we returned to the mission to spend the
rest of the day quietly.
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9th August 1927
A calm and tranquil day. Father Bakker came from Ntakataka to
greet Father General and carry out various commissions in view of the
Feast of the Assumption on the 14th/15th August. At 2.30 p.m. I gave a
conference to the Sisters, at their request, and at 3.30 p.m. I paid the
seminarians a short visit.

10th August 1927
A day similar to yesterday. At 8 a.m. I spoke at the Junior Seminary,
but I did not address the students, because scarcely 3 or 4 know Latin,
At 8.30 I was in church, attending the singing practice, led by Father
Champmartin, for a group of baptizandi.
The post today brought us five or six issues of the newspaper La
Croix (2nd to 8th July). I read them hastily and with interest. I learned,
with great pleasure, of the episcopal consecration of Father Robinson,24
a Franciscan and the great friend of Father Delpuch.
In the afternoon, I went with Father Darot to visit an old leper who
was very ill, and who, realizing that he had not long to live, had been
preparing himself for some time already, and had received Baptism
three day ago and First Holy Communion yesterday, He was a man
who was 40 or 50 years old, now a pitiful wreck, but one who was very
resigned and very patient.

11th August 1927
In the morning, after breakfast, that is at 8.30, Father Welfelé, the Regional, and I set off for Ntakataka25 in order to take part in the blessing
of the new church and the baptism of adults which were to be celebrated on the 14th and 15th August, and to honour in this way the beautiful
feast of the Assumption. Fr. Welfelé took his bicycle and I got into the
rickshaw which had brought me from Bembeke to Mua, This time two
men were enough to get my vehicle going at a good pace. For a good
hour, we crossed through the forest on a wide and well kept road. There
were no incidents. Father Welfelé took the lead on his own. Then, at a
bend in the road, we came across Father Braire, the Superior of Ntakata28

ka, Fr. Welfelé had
stopped beside him, We
exchanged greetings and
continued on our road,
After a few minutes Fr.
Braire began sounding
his klaxon vigorously. It
seemed to be a call or
some mysterious signal,
and - sure enough - a
large group of children
and youngsters soon Blessing of Ntakataka Church. (p 35)
made an appearance, greeting us with loud cries and vigorous hand
clapping. Nearly all carried branches and five or six carried flags of different colours… including the red flag! The procession drew up with the
flag bearers in front of me and the rest of the crowd behind. Four very
well trained catechists had the job of seeing that nobody, great or small,
went in front of me and the flag bearers. This was to prevent my having
to travel in a dust cloud for the five kilometres that separated us from the
mission station. And I must add that they carried out their function with
remarkable authority and rigour, twirling their bamboo canes in front of
those who wanted to break out of line. Shouts, songs, ululation, clapping could be heard without a minute's interruption.
We passed through a series of villages or clusters of huts, the inhabitants of which lined the edge of the road in welcome. Every 200 or 300
metres we met another group of children, of men and women who joined
the procession, adding their cries, songs and dances to those of the first
comers. Before long the procession became enormous and the sound of
acclamation deafening. The number of bystanders also grew as we encountered villages more frequently. I could not prevent myself thinking
of Our Lord's entry into Jerusalem. My modest rickshaw was also a reminder of the donkey on which Our Lord was mounted. The branches,
the shouts, the dancing called to mind the crowd that acclaimed the Divine Master. And there were even Zacchaeuses in the performance. Several youngsters and even a good old man had climbed the trees that shaded the road to see the missionaries' grandfather go by. 1500 metres from
the mission station, the Sisters with their children and the Fathers with
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theirs awaited us. The
procession did not stop.
We greeted each other.
The noise of the crowd
became deafening and I
had to give up any idea
of talking to the Fathers
who surrounded my triumphal chariot. Another
three or four hundred
metres further on, a
The Chieftess, The Regent for the region.
group of women in the
middle of road brought us to a halt. They surrounded the famous woman
chief26 who, when she was regent of the country on behalf of her small
nephew, who had inherited the crown, gave us permission to found a
mission station at Ntakataka, which the chief had refused up till then. She
wanted to greet the “big chief” who had arrived. My human “steeds”
halted. I got up, took off my hat, grasped her hand and greeted this
celebrity, asking the Superior to tell her my pleasure at seeing her fine
country. The good woman, who seemed fully at ease, appeared to have
been touched and to be very happy with my expressions of respect. The
procession continued on its way and we arrived at the great square which
opens in front of the mission and the new church which Father Lesueur is
working feverishly, with his builders, to complete.
We entered the old church which seemed rather shabby in comparison to the new one. The crowd followed us and packed it out. I gave
Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament. It was very moving to bless this
great crowd of Africans who, 20 or 25 years ago, had scarcely heard of
Our Lord and the Eucharist. This was at 11 a.m. After Benediction, I
quickly went to the Fathers' house and, from the veranda, observed the
joyful sight of people, jostling one another in order to get hold of the
oranges which the Fathers threw down to them. I could not resist taking part in this operation and I launched a good dozen oranges over the
heads of all these black people. My gesture increased the shouting and
clapping even more. When the baskets were empty, we vanished into
the house, and the crowd dispersed quietly. After dinner, I paid a short
visit to the Sisters, to give them news of St. Charles and Mombasa.27
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12th August 1927
We rise here at 4.30 a.m. and the clock is regulated by the sun! The
daily parish Mass takes place at 5.30 a.m. and this suits the Africans
very well. After breakfast, around 8.30 a.m. the big chief of the country, a man who was 30 or 35 years old, came to greet me. He apologized for not having done so yesterday. This was because of his legal
duties. He had to give judgement in several court cases. He offered me
the gift of a sheep. I received his greeting and his gift with as much
grace as I could, and shook his hand. This little ceremony took place
on the veranda, under the overhang of the floor above. The chief sat on
a mat in front of me and the superior, Father Braire, whom I asked to
make an appropriate response on my behalf. The visit lasted ten minutes and, after another handshake, the chief left and returned home. He
was alone. His dress consisted of a pair of khaki trousers, a white shirt,
a pair of black socks and white shoes. On his head he wore a felt hat,
but he had no waistcoat or jacket of any sort.
At 9 o'clock, I went to see the school run by the Sisters. There were
two classes: little girls and big girls. The little girls were learning to
spell and to count up to 20. The big girls were being taught to read fairly well, and also to write and count in English up to 100 and more.
Moreover, all were being taught the catechism and were being initiated to prayer. In the afternoon, at 2.45 p.m. it was the turn of the lady
chief who I met yesterday to come and pay me a visit. She came on her
own. We shook hands and she sat down on the mat which had served
as a seat for her nephew in the morning. Instead of Father Superior,
who had gone to hear confessions at an outstation, Father Mazé acted
as interpreter, or rather he entered into conversation with Madam,
while I watched with interest and curiosity. Like all the women of the
country, she was wrapped in a cloth up to, and including, her breasts.
Her feet were bare, but her head, which was completely shaved, was
adorned with a red sash that encircled her forehead. While chatting,
she scratched her head, spat over the edge of the veranda and tickled
her feet. This last gesture is apparently a sign of contentment and satisfaction. After a chat, lasting 10 or 15 minutes, Madam rose and
returned home, having promised a celebration on Monday, the like of
which had not been seen for a long time. At 3 p.m. I returned to the
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Sisters, this time to visit their workshop. The small workers were busy,
some making lace on a spindle like the small girls at Mua, others - to
my amazement - were embarking on a trade like that of the workshops
in Algeria and the Sahara, of cleverly weaving very beautiful carpets
out of fine cotton, because wool is not obtainable here. But one could
easily be deceived, because this cotton was so like wool. A bi-product
of this craft was that the little girls also learned to card and spin the cotton for the weavers. I was astonished to see these processes here and
to witness a type of work that occupied my old mother and grandmother on winter evenings sixty years ago. Several small girls were busy
making hats out of banana fibres. These hats are very well made. They
look as if they were woven in cotton and are perfectly shaped. A young
man from this neighbourhood invented the process and taught it to the
little girls. He came to the workshop while we were there. I blessed
these little workers and left them enchanted with what I had witnessed.

13th August 1927
In the morning, after breakfast, while the Fathers were getting
ready for the great ceremonies of tomorrow and Monday, I went with
Father Welfelé to the shore of Nyasa in order to see the lake from
close-by. We left at 9 o'clock. It was a journey of 4 or 5 kilometres
through the bush. I was asked to take the rickshaw. Father Welfelé
took his motor bike. In forty minutes we were at the lake, or rather
200 metres from the lake, which was hidden by the reeds and rushes
which filled the swamp that formed the lake shore. 20 or 30 years ago
there was a fine, sandy beach here, but the Shiré, the river that flows
out of the lake, like the Nile from the Nyanza, became slowly choked
with sand, reeds, rushes etc...and now almost ceases to flow. With the
water no longer flowing out of the lake, as it should, the lake surface
rose little by little, the beach became water logged and the reeds and
rushes began to grow, preventing access to the lake itself. We halted
therefore some 200 metres from the lake, at a place where the fishermen brought their catch by canoe for sale. We found 40 or 50 women
waiting there for the fish to arrive in order buy their provisions. We
arrived there with fifteen or so urchins who accompanied us at a fast
pace, shouting all the way from the mission. We waited for a canoe
large enough to take us. It was a huge dug-out. Naturally, there were
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no seats. We got into it, together with our two rickshaw men.
Altogether we were six on board, including the two oarsmen, who
took us into a narrow channel formed by a water course from the plain
that feeds the lake. The vegetation was thick and abundant and the
passage was very narrow, and two canoes like ours, however narrow,
could not pass abreast. In a few minutes we reached the edge of the
lake, at a place where the fishermen were at work. To disembark and
gain terra firma we had to climb on to the back of a boy and allow
ourselves to be carried. This was the first time I used this form of
locomotion! However, there I was, facing Lake Nyasa, though somewhat shaken. I looked at the mountains which formed the opposite
shore and the rocks which, in some cases, formed islands in the lake.
During this time, the fishermen were working to draw in a large net.
We watched them at work and saw them fishing. It was a sight worth
seeing. Slowly the net, which formed a vast semi-circle, approached
the shore, bringing with it all the fish in its path. Then it emerged from
the water and the fishermen were seizing the fish and throwing them
live on to the sand. There seemed to be about 60 fish. This was not a
big catch compared with what the net can sometimes bring in. It is
said that it can catch as many as 1000 fish. There is nothing miraculous about fishing today.
We took our leave of these good Africans. My boy kindly offered me
his back to carry me to the canoe. We
retraced our steps through the reeds
and water lilies. I got into the rickshaw again and at 11.30 a.m. we
were back at the mission, where we
had the pleasure of finding Mgr.
Guillemé who had just arrived. I put
a sixpence into the hands of both the
boys who had pushed the rickshaw,
and likewise into the hand of the canoeist. They were delighted, since it
was double the cost of the journey.
Fathers Godineau, Honoré and Boyer
arrived in the afternoon, with Brother
Bishop Mathurin Guillemé.
Sebastian.
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14th August 1927
Sunday. Today 80 youngsters and several adults are to be baptized.
They were divided into three groups, one of which, consisting of 20
catechumens, 10 men and 10 women, was entrusted to me. The ceremony began at 7.15 and lasted until 8.30. It was a moving experience
to carry out all the rites of the sacrament on black foreheads: sign of
the Cross, anointing, imposition of hands and, above all the pouring of
the sacramental water. This feeling renewed the emotions felt at my
morning Mass, at 5.30 a.m. when I gave Communion to the baptized
of all ages and conditions. There was a good number of very small
children whom I could scarcely reach to give them the host. At 9
o'clock Mass was sung by Father Boyer, Superior of Bembeke, who
arrived yesterday. The singing, which was all in Latin, was very well
performed. The newly baptized also made their First Communion. A
large number of former neophytes of all ages accompanied them to the
altar rails. The Bishop joined the celebrant in giving Communion and
this took a quarter of an hour.
After Mass, that is to say, from 10 a.m. to 11.30 a.m., handfuls of
salt were given out, as at Mua, to those who got hold of the lemons that
were thrown from the veranda over the immense crowd that filled the
square. Scuffles, shouts, bursts of laughter accompanied each throw.
The village chiefs, elderly pagans for the most part, climbed the veranda and waited their turn for the large handfuls of salt which the Bishop
was distributing. The big chief was there with his aunt, the former
regent. A dish of salt was offered to the latter, which she accepted with
visible pleasure and which she carried away with her when she departed. The big chief also received a similar present, but it was not put into
his hands. It was shown him from a distance and he had it taken up by
a Boy who carried it behind him.
Father Darot arrived at 12.15. His students followed him on foot,
arriving around 4 p.m. At 2 p.m. there was Benediction of the Blessed
Sacrament, preceded by the distribution of rosaries to the newly baptized. As at Bembeke, I was entrusted with this task and I carried it out
with great joy. After Benediction the neophytes recited together their
first rosary as Christians.
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Fathers Villy and Cherbonnier arrived in the afternoon for tomorrow's great feast. The Mua seminarians arrived at 4 p.m., led by their
band and with their flag flying. This earned them a noisy reception.
They climbed on to the veranda, and, as a form of greeting, played the
Marseillaise and God Save the King. They spent the night under the
veranda, swathed in their blankets which they had been careful to bring.

15th August 1927
Solemn Blessing of the new church, just finished by Father Lesueur.
I celebrated Mass at 5.30 a.m. at the high altar of the old church. There
were innumerable Communions which Father Honoré helped me to distribute. At 8 o'clock I blessed the new church, surrounded by the confreres who were there. The ceremony took 35 minutes. During this time
Father Champmartin and Brother Omer arrived. We were therefore 16
missionaries altogether assembled for this great and beautiful feast.
At nine o'clock took place the solemn pontifical Mass, sung by
Monsignor Guillemé. We went in procession to meet him in the old
church, and he advanced, wearing his mitre and holding his crozier,
dressed in his mass vestments and preceded by the altar boys and the
mitre and crozier bearers28, plus 16 confreres and accompanied by the
deacon, sub-deacon29 and assistant priest. The big chief, in beautiful
festal robes, joined our procession. The people had never seen such
pomp and gazed on the spectacle in wonder, while singing the hymn “I
am a Christian” in Kinyanja. Mass started. The singing was very well
performed by the Mua seminarians who were the schola, and by the big
congregation which made the responses. The new church, which is
vast, was packed. The countless heads of men, women and children,
tightly pressed together presented a curious spectacle, for there are no
people like the Africans who know how to make use of space, and who
can cram a great many people into a few square metres. All these heads
were bare, because the women totally ignore the wearing of hats. If
they carry anything, it is an infant on the back, and there are many who
are entrusted with this precious burden. Father Mazé, the preacher appointed on this occasion, treated the crowd to a sermon in the purest
Kinyanja, and people said it could not have been more perfectly appropriate. The congregation listened to it with a rapt attention. After the
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sermon, catechumens and pagans were invited to leave the church16,
which still remained full even after their departure! At the offertory the
junior seminarians sang the “Tota pulchra es” very beautifully, an anthem that is well known at the Mother House; and after the Elevation,
they sang the “Panis Angelicus” as a lovely duet. Monsignor the Celebrant, Father Godineau, the Deacon and Father Honoré, the assistant
priest, all distributed Communion for a quarter of an hour. It was estimated that there were 600-700 communicants.
After High Mass, to allow time for the afternoon festivities, there
was Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament. Then, all the clergy left the
church together and formed up at the door, under the porch, posing
with the Bishop wearing his mitre and holding his crozier. The big
chief, in his rich costume, was placed beside me, and a huge crowd
filled the square. Father Lesueur, who had his camera already prepared, took a photo of the group. If it comes out, it will be no ordinary
photograph!
Like yesterday, the ceremony finished around 11 a.m. While waiting for dinner, the game of throwing lemons into the crowd and
rewarding those who caught them with a handful of salt, began again.
More numerous than yesterday, the old village chiefs, nearly all of
them pagans, assembled on the upper veranda. The event finished by
throwing dozens of safety pins, even more prized than salt. The shouts,
the applause, the clapping and, above all, the scuffles, were redoubled.
At 11.45, the particular examen30 took place, followed by dinner.
Native beer, the “pombe” that had been brought this morning, was
served, and Buffalo meat, fetched two days ago from Bembeke, from
the Ntakataka mission herd (because here the tsetse is prevalent and
only goats and chickens are raised), and cakes and delicacies made by
the good Sisters who are very good at making them. At the end of the
meal, I simply had to tell Mgr. Guillemé and the confreres how pleased
I was with all I had seen yesterday and today, baptisms, communions,
blessing of a new church, and that they should give thanks to God with
me. Because it is he who has worked all these marvellous changes
among these peoples; what were they like 25 years ago? Dressed in goat
skins, if they were not entirely naked, savage, hostile, cruel etc. What
are they like today? Most of the women are very modestly attired in
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their cloth. All the adults are sufficiently covered in cloth. Only the
small children and some others wear a simple cord around the waist,
with a small piece of cloth in front. But the Good Lord has accomplished this by means of workmen whom he has sent. It was the first
missionaries who came 25 years ago, who cleared the uncultivated land.
Mgr Guillemé started the first missions of Nyasa before becoming vicar
apostolic. Then, as vicar apostolic and representative of the Church,
continued the work in spite of unforgettable opposition from the
Protestants who were masters of the country. All honour to these first
workers, who obtained such results, the founders of Ntakataka, which
had to be abandoned in favour of Mua, but to which they later returned:
Fathers Honoré, Sebastien and Onstenk, who fought so hard and relentlessly with the Protestants31, and White Fathers who followed in their
footsteps: Father Braire, who developed the mission, the architect of
church buildings, chapels, mission stations, Father Lesueur and his
workmen, who started the Carpentry Shop and Father Champmartin…
Honour and Congratulations to you all! May God continue to bless your
work, together with the workers, old and new.
During the whole morning, bigger and smaller groups of women
from different villages, came singing hymns, led by several catechists,
and carrying on their heads baskets of food and pitchers of beer, which
had been prepared for the last 5 or 6 days, in view of today. All these
provisions were laid out in the garden, under the trees, according the
village of origin, because it was necessary to give food and drink to the
crowd which had come for this great feast. The four animals that were
slaughtered yesterday and cooked under the care of the Sisters and with
their supervision, helped to complete the meal by adding a good helping of meat to the nsima32 and to the chicken or fish brought by each of
the women in her basket. There were fifty pitchers of beer and as many
baskets of meat and nsima, not counting the slaughtered animals, But
before eating, the crowd watched an Ngoni dance.33 The Ngoni dancers
had arrived at about 11 a.m. dressed in their strange costumes: a kind of
skirt from the waist downwards, made of strips of various animal skins
and fur, leopards, lions, buffaloes etc. Round the chest or arms, they
wore broad belts or bracelets made of cloth, with small beads in designs
of different colours. On their heads they had hairstyles of different kinds
with feathers of various colours in their hair. In their hands they held a
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kind of fly whisk, made of a stick with long hair attached, which they
twirled above their head. There were about fifty of them dressed in this
way. They appeared in the main square before the church and mission
at 2 p.m., singing their strange war songs. They started dancing at once,
advancing three or four steps and then going back, bowing down and
straightening up, waving their fly-whisks, turning this way and that
towards each other, and making all these movements together, while
singing 3 or 4 different songs with the same rhythm, stamping their bare
feet on the ground. Their women stood in front of them, in the middle
of the circle formed by the men, joining in the same movements, and
clapping hands to arouse their husbands, coming towards them, dancing… but never - even in the most frenzied moments - did a man touch
a women. Sometimes a woman came up to her husband to straighten his
costume or wipe the sweat from his face. It was an extraordinary and
curious sight which one never tired of watching. The songs which
accompanied the dance were ancient war songs, of which they understood nothing. And these people could dance for hours, night and day,
whole days even, without getting tired… it could be said that the dance
was a rest for them, or more likely an excitement, because the more they
danced, the more they wanted to go on dancing. On certain, rare occasions, they can dance for three or four days without stopping, just pausing to drink some beer from time to time. ( picture p 24)
At a given moment, towards 3.30 p.m., the old female chief arrived,
wrapped in a great, long and beautiful mantle of cloth, which completely enveloped her. Her head was adorned with two rows of feathers. One of these circled her head and the other followed the parting
that went from forehead to neck, like a helmet. In her hand she carried
a bamboo cane, which had a small, empty gourd, resembling a vase,
attached to the end of it. She came forward among the female dancers,
following the necessary rhythm, but very slowly and majestically, thus
leading the women's dance… On seeing the White Sisters who had
come, with their children, to watch the dance, she went - dancing - to
greet them, said something to them and then returned to her place
among the dancers. It was then my turn to be become an object of her
attention. I had gone into the church to pray for a moment. Returning,
I passed near the dancers to return to the mission; she saw me and
came over with two of her attendants. Together with them, she per38

formed very graciously the regular body movements of the dance.
These dances are peculiar to the Ngoni alone. Other tribes do not have
the right to perform them.
After watching these dances and listening to the songs for an hour,
the people converged on the places to which the baskets of food and
pitchers of beer had been carried. There they indulged themselves with
a joyful heart! It was obvious that they took no less pleasure in the feast,
than in the dance. The Ngoni, in their turn, briefly interrupted their
dancing to drink beer themselves, and this they did with a will. They
returned even more excitedly and began again with even more gusto. As
evening approached, the noise and excitement diminished little by little. Dancers and spectators left the church square, and went to the
chief's house. There they took up the dance and the shouting once more
and these continued until the middle of the night. Luckily, they were far
enough away from the mission and we were able to go to sleep.
Certainly, there was nothing dull about the day that had just finished.

16th August 1927
Yesterday's dancers came this morning to ask if we wanted them to
perform for a second day in front of the mission. We thanked them but
asked them to go to the chief's house. He had prepared beer for them
and would be very flattered by this attention. A calm, therefore, a solitude, an unaccustomed silence, descended on the mission station.
However, throughout the day we heard loud singing in the distance,
which showed that our Ngoni were far from exhausted. The Bishop
departed this morning at 7.30 a.m. in the doctor's car, which, at the
same time, took to Mua the Superior and a Sister, who would help her
carry out injections on the sick. During the day, Fathers Cherbonnier,
Honoré and Boyer, together with Brother Sebastian, also left for Mua.

17th August 1927
We must depart this morning for Mua, in order to avoid the strong
heat of the plain. The time for departure was fixed for 7.30 a.m., but it
was pointed out to me that the Big Chief had expressed a desire to come
and see me before I go. I decided to wait for him, but let him know that
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I must leave without fail at 8 a.m. or 8.30 at the latest. He arrived in
good time before 8 o'clock and I agreed to see him in my room, with
Father Mazé as interpreter. He was, moreover, very scantily dressed,
wearing only a shirt and pair of trousers. His feet were bare and his shirt
was unbuttoned. He sat down on a mat, facing me, in the local style,
sometimes scratching his toes and sometimes his armpits, as he talked.
Prompted by Father Mazé, he told me of his of his wishes concerning
past and present relations between certain missionaries and village
chiefs, and with the people in general. I told him that I would take serious note of them. In appreciation for his gift to the mission and myself
of a goat and two small buffaloes, I gave him £5, and told him that his
aunt, the ex-regent, would be given £2 for her contribution to the gift in
question. Of these £7, 4 came from myself and 3 from the Vicariate. The
chief seemed satisfied, got up and withdrew, after wishing me a safe
journey. Immediately after this, we set off, Father Welfelé on his motor
cycle and me in the rickshaw. It was 8.30 a.m. By 10 a.m. we were at
Mua. At 11.45 a.m., during Particular Examen, we heard cries, groans
and singing. It was the ceremonial burial of an old man, a person of
some importance, who had died the previous day. He was a Christian
and this was the moment when the body was brought to the church and
the mourning could be heard. As soon as the body was taken from the
church, the cries and songs recommenced and continued all the way to
the cemetery. This demonstration lasted all day and all night. It would
be taken up fairly often during the month that followed the death. These
are the customs of the country for bewailing a death. It is now two
months since we left the Mother House.

18th August 1927
Today we are due to go to Bembeke. That means leaving the great
Nyasa plain and climbing the high mountain that dominates the plain.
The climb takes two hours. I had to do it in the rickshaw, pushed and
pulled by six reliable stalwarts. The path is very steep at times, and I
am sorry for these sweat covered men. I wanted to get down in certain,
very steep places, but they had been ordered not to allow it. So, like it
or not, I had to remain in my seat throughout the two hour climb. I only wanted to give them a chance to rest. But they did not agree. People
tell me that I am too sensitive, that they are used to this kind of work
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and, finally, that they are less tired than those who carry boxes and luggage on their heads. We left at 7.30 a.m. and arrived at the mission at
10.30. My two fellow travellers, Fathers Mazé and Welfelé, who had to
make the climb on foot, arrived covered in sweat. On the mountain, we
found the atmosphere fresh and the wind cold, that contrasted with the
climate on the plain below. The mail arrived at 14 hours. This was the
first time, since our departure from Marseille, that we received letters
from Europe and Algeria.

19th August 1927
The day was spent at Bembeke. We packed our boxes and prepared
what was necessary for life on the road. These things were to be taken
to Kachebere by lorry in a few days, and we would find them on our
return to Kachebere from Likuni and Tembwe, whence we would
leave for Bangweolo.

20th August 1927
At 8 a.m. we left by car for Likuni,34 passing through Kasina, 2 or 3
kilometres further along the road, where we had lunch. We got to Kasina at 10.30 a.m. After our meal, Father Louis wanted to take another
photo, and at 14 hours we continued to Likuni, through a countryside
that had been burnt, or which was still on fire, as a preparation for cultivation. We passed through Lilongwe, the residence of the provincial
Commissioner, and arrived at Likuni at 16
hours, where we surprised the confreres who
were taking a light meal
- “tea”. Here we are no
longer among the Ngoni,
but in the land of the
Chipeta
(Achipeta)35
who had not allowed
themselves to be conquered and enslaved by
Fr. Voillard on a visit to Likuni.
the invading Ngoni.
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21st August 1927
Sunday. I celebrated the 6 a.m. Mass at the high altar, as I had done
at the other mission stations. I gave Holy Communion to 25 or 30 people. The people's life style seemed simpler than at other missions. The
women were not so well clothed. One mother went to Communion
with her baby dangling from her breast. It was a touching sight. The
men appeared to be more rough. However, this did not prevent any of
these people from giving the impression of being full of joy and piety.
High Mass was at 9 o'clock. It was all sung in Latin very satisfactorily. The behaviour of the congregation, and even of the Fathers in choir,
was the same as in the other missions, seated throughout, even during
the Gospel, but not at the elevation36, up to the Communion. The congregation was fairly big, so that Communion was distributed by the
celebrant and Father Roy. The latter did not expect this big number on
account of the Communions received so recently on August 15th.
Father Mazé preached, and - so I was told - was listened to intently.
Benediction followed the Mass because of the Christians who lived 6
or 7 kilometres away. Except for the Tantum Ergo, the hymns were all
in Kinyanja. After Mass, Father Superior, the Parish priest, preached
and instructed the faithful who remained behind in the church. In the
afternoon, I visited the mission station, its various outbuildings, the
garden and cemetery, where I prayed at the grave of Father Estévenon.

22nd August 1927
Monday. I spoke with the Fathers of the mission station about the
mission and its work. At the present moment, there is a group of 40 or
50 catechists here who have come to spend a week in which they have
two catechism classes daily, spiritual exercises and singing practice.
With them there is also a group of baptizandi, men and women, who
have come for the final preparation. The Fathers told me that the catechists would be very happy if they could have a photograph taken of
their group with me and the Fathers in the middle. I was happy to give
them this pleasure. In the afternoon I went with Father Welfelé to see
and admire the fine bridge of seven arches built by Fathwer
Zoetemelk 5 or 6 years ago over the River Liyuné. The Europeans
were amazed at this achievement.
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23rd August 1927
At 2 p.m., while praying my breviary in the
church, I was asked to
baptize a baby born 3 or
4 days ago, which had
been brought by its
mother to receive the
sacrament. I accepted
with the greatest pleasure. It is such a rare
event in my life to make The bridge of Likuni.
a little angel out of a
black baby! Once more I was made to pose for the camera, so as to provide the mission stations of this country with a portrait photo of
myself. At 11.45, the catechists, who were coming out of their second
class, asked to talk with me. Gathered around me one of them, in the
name of all, put forward their desiderata. 1. That there should be
Sisters here, as at Mua, to look after them when they are here. 2. That
another Father or Brother be appointed to the mission, since the Father
Bursar is too taken up with material things. 3. That more money should
be found to increase the number of catechists. 4. That they should be
taught as to be of the same level as The Protestant catechists. I replied
through an interpreter that I was very happy with what they had just
asked me so simply and that I would do what I could to satisfy them,
but that I did not have the means to do so immediately. We must therefore pray God to furnish the means. At Spiritual Reading, I spoke to
the Fathers of the mission about the spirit of the Society. and about
remaining a true White Father.

24th August 1927
We got into the car at 7.30 a.m., Fathers Mazé, Welfelé and myself,
to go to Kachebere. Father Audet was, as usual, our excellent driver.
The road was good, and passed through wooded country for the whole
of the drive. At certain places the local inhabitants had cut the trees over
large areas about a metre from the ground. This was to burn the tree
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trunks a little later, and obtain, via the ashes, a chemical fertilizer, which
would make the soil a bit richer. These would be their areas of cultivation.We continued at a good pace and 30 or 40 miles from Kachebere
we came across a very important outstation of this mission. We stopped
for a short visit. It was the village of Tembwe37. As always, the arrival
of a motor car provoked an outpouring of children who ran up to see the
prestigious visitors. When they saw us get out of the car and recognized
the Fathers, they started to greet us with cries of joy. The women, in
their turn, came out of the houses and ran up, greeting us. “Moni
Bambo”38 (“Good Morning, Father”) was on all their lips. In three minutes we were surrounded by about 300 Christians, who accompanied us
to the chapel and went in with us. Father Mazé told them in their language who I was and how happy I was to find myself among them. He
invited them to recite the Our Father and Hail Mary in Chinyanja…
Afterwards, we studied two wall paintings by a local artist, which
were not without interest. One, above the altar, depicted Christ crucified. His skin colour was red and he had the big eyes of the local people here. His face was more like that of an African. Beneath each of his
hands was a chalice, collecting the blood that flowed from them. Above
the cross was a dove descending upon the head of the crucified Christ.
The other painting depicted Our Blessed Lady, swathed in a voluminous cloth and wearing three or four ivory bracelets on each arm, like
the women here. Her face was full of kindness. Beside her, on her right,
was an inscription in the vernacular which said: “You alone are unrivalled”. The sight of these paintings, which were a real work of African
art, interested me greatly. We came out of the chapel and got into the
car. The crowd was composed mainly of women and children, because
the men were at work. They accompanied us with songs. Then an
immense acclamation reached us, as the car started. The sight of these
neophytes touched me and was very moving. These poor people, so
welcoming, so pleased to see the Fathers, what were they like 20 years
ago? Pagan savages, who fled at the first sight of a missionary.
An hour later, at 11.15, we arrived at Kachebere Mission39, where
the confreres received us joyfully. We went in to the church to greet the
Lord, and before anything else, to admire with great satisfaction, if
nothing more, the fine paintings which our dear Father Ter Maat had
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executed by his own hand on the walls: the Annunciation, Verbum caro
factum est and facing us the holy house of Nazareth, et habitavit in
nobis. Then there were the 14 Stations of the Cross. These, we were
told, were the first works of Father Ter Maat as a painter. They are really beautiful. Since then, this dear confrere has completed other works
elsewhere, to decorate other churches, and these new paintings were as
good as the first. Father Pagès was absent when we came: he is on a
journey to some of the outstations.

25th August 1927
We only have to leave Kachebere for Bangweolo on September 5th,
since time is needed for that country's carriers to come and find us.
Where there are no motorable roads, we must use the methods of the
old caravans to cover the distance. During this stay, I decided to visit
the two last missions of the vicariate which are being set up, namely
Minga, which is further away and Naviruli which replaces Mphangwe
which has been abandoned40.
We are therefore leaving this morning at 6.30 a.m. for Minga and
taking some provisions with us. This mission station is 167 miles
away, that is 269 kilometres from Kachebere, and we are told that the
road is pretty difficult. The car went at a lively speed. We passed Fort
Jameson several kilometres away41, and we ate up the distance. Three
quarters of the journey we went through forest which stretched out of
sight. The road is maintained more or less. Here and there it is invaded by grasses and shrubs, or blocked by a fallen tree which had to be
circumvented. In spite of everything, the car continued on its way,
leaping and bouncing from one pot hole to another, and shaking up the
passengers in a way that was far from agreeable. We joked about it what good would it have done to get angry? Meetings with travelers in
cars or lorries - as trucks are called here - were rare: three times in 8
hours. We saw few - very few - villages. At midday we halted under a
tree and ate the modest provisions we had brought with us in its shade.
Then, at 12.30 p.m., we continued our westward journey. At 2 p.m. we
began to see villages and groups of houses, from which the inhabitants
came running towards us, and having recognized the habit, welcomed
us with cries of joy and warm words of welcome. Moni Bambo! We
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concluded that we were nearing Minga, and in fact, half an hour later
we saw the mission buildings on the slope of the hill. At 2.30 p.m. we
arrived to the great surprise of the confreres who were not expecting
us. Their surprise turned to amazement when we told them that we had
left Kachebere this morning. It was a record! Nobody had ever made
this trip in one day. We had driven for 8 hours at 35 kilometres an hour.
Three times our driver took the wrong turning in the forest and we had
to retrace our steps to find the right road. This added at least a dozen
kilometres to the journey! Thanks be to God, neither the 8 hour journey, nor the 280 kilometres of shaking and bumping had tired me out.
We shall start again, the day after tomorrow, to go to Naviruli.

26th August 1927
We are happy to spend the day at Minga. My companions need to
get over their shake-up… and the car itself needs repair having broken
4 springs. I celebrated the community Mass at 6 a.m. and so had the
joy of giving Communion to thirty or so Christians, men and women
from this mission… While doing so, I was surprised to notice that
some women had a facial ornament that was new to me42. It was a
piece of ivory shaped like one of our trouser buttons, worn in the
pierced upper lip, and much less frequently in the lower lip. Among the
older women, the piercing is lengthened, and instead of a button, there
is a piece of metal in the shape and size of the small reliquaries that we
employ to promote the cult of saints. At Mua and Ntakataka I had seen
these “trouser buttons” fixed in one, or sometimes both, nostrils. At
Likuni I saw boys with pierced ears carrying a cigarette in the hole thus
made, or catechists with a pencil in the hole, instead of behind the
ear… People here have as much ingenuity as our great ladies in the
variety of their fashions.
Minga mission is of recent date: only five years old. Its beginnings
were difficult, because there was a struggle with the Protestant Boers,
who regarded the area as their own domain. Matters are now settled
and the principle of creating missionary spheres of influence has been
definitively condemned. The buildings are all temporary and the final
version of the Fathers' house is now being built. The permanent church
will be put up and the provisional church will serve as the school… etc.
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The confreres' welcome was as fraternal as it is everywhere. We
were received and treated with open arms, but that did not prevent the
hospitality being somewhat special. When I wanted to go to bed in the
evening, I could only find a sheet, but it was very well folded across
its width, and served like a pair of sheets, as long as one was careful to
slip between the two halves, as if in a wallet. This was what I did,
laughing to myself, and wondering, “if this happened to the general,
what would it be for the soldier?” Next day, when one of us referred to
this new way of saving money, the bursar - who was flabbergasted replied: “Two sheets! What can one do with two sheets in a single
bed?” The first night, towards midnight, Father Mazé woke up, feeling
something unusual on his neck and head… he scratched and shook
himself… all was calm for a few minutes, but soon it started again. He
lit his candle and realized that his bolster was covered in ants. The following day it was Father Audet who was favoured by these little creatures, and had to get out of bed for an hour.

27th August 1927
This morning we left for Naviruli, a new mission station in course of
construction, which is to replace Mphangwe43 which is due to be
closed… We left at 7 a.m. - with the prospect of a 5 or 6 hour car journey,
because we have to cover 185 kilometres. For the first four hours we followed the road we took the day before yesterday… bush, forest, repeated bouncing, solitude… this time we did not meet a single vehicle, neither motor car nor lorry! But after 4 hours, when we struck the road to the
new mission, still unknown to our driver, Father Audet, we had to retrace
our steps three or four times and use various ploys to find out where we
were, which added 12 or 15 miles to our journey, that is to say: 20 to 24
kilometres. Then to crown everything, on one of our detours the car met
a mass of sand, stuck in it and would not come out. Father Mazé and I
had to get down and start pushing the wheel to get us out of this awkward
situation. This took us ten minutes or so… and thanks to all these
mishaps, we took a good six hours to complete the journey. We arrived at
the mission around 1.30 p.m. to the great surprise of the Fathers who
were taking their siesta. They hastened to make us welcome and to prepare dinner for us, since our stomachs, shaken by the bouncing car were
extremely empty. The mission is brand new, in the middle of the bush.
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Father Zoetemelk came first of all to
build a provisional house with walls
of clay, wood and straw, mud-plastered by the women, with a thatched
roof, and a floor of dust… in this
huge shack there we five compartments which provided a room for
each missionary, a room that served
as a refectory, oratory and parlour,
as well as another that served as the
chapel. There could be no better refirst house of the Fathers at
minder of Bethlehem. It was a real The
Naviruli.
hut, without windows, having an
improvised altar. No missal stand… And no green vestments for Mass.
All these rooms, except the chapel, were filled with the furniture brought
from the old mission station of Mphangwe: cupboards, tables, chairs,
utensils, boxes and a year's provisions, bags of salt, sugar etc… In each
room there was a ceiling of 4 or 5 branches entwined with each other, on
which there were chairs, tools, bicycles… It was the old dream of a missionary's house come true...I was happy to re-live for several hours at
least this dream of former times! Beside the temporary shack, some solid brick buildings had been started and were already fairly advanced.
They would be roofed in 4 or 5 weeks time, and the missionaries' house
could be moved there. The heroic era would be over, having lasted 5 or 6
months.
Father Lapointe, the bursar, lent me his apartment for the 40 hours
that I will spend here. The sacks of sugar and salt, the boxes, the pharmacy and a hundred objects crammed the room, scarcely leaving the
space needed for the bed and a heavily laden table.

28th August 1927
Sunday. I had a good night in my shack. At 3 a.m., deficiente vas
ignominia44, I had to answer the call of nature outside. On getting up
at 4.30 a.m., I had to go to the allotted place to make myself more completely comfortable. It was a journey of at least 50 metres, made in the
dark, among the bricks of the building site, because the temporary
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W.C. was far away in the bush. It was built exactly like a native hut. I
had no candle or lantern, and I had to carry my paraffin lamp, held high
to light the way. In this way, I managed the operation.
At 6 a.m., I celebrated Mass in our poor little chapel. It was very
moving for me to renew the mystery of Bethlehem in this way! I gave
Communion to several people. At 8 a.m. there was a low Mass for the
parish, attended by some 50 or 60 Africans, of whom about 30 went
to Communion. It was followed by Benediction which I was asked to
preside. On coming out of church, there was a distribution of handfuls
of salt, fish hooks, safety pins and needles… for those who could
catch the balls thrown into the air among the crowd… only these balls
were potatoes! It was the first time this amusing game had been
played here. At first the people were rather surprised, but they soon
understood what it was all about and entered into the spirit of the
game noisily and enthusiastically.

29th August 1927
We returned to the Kachebere road once more, leaving at 7 a.m. in the
midst of a thick, cold fog, which is rather rare here. Towards 8 a.m. the
sun finally came up, and made itself keenly felt. The road to Fort
Jameson was the usual forest road, without meeting any car and virtually no other people. At Fort Jameson, on the advice of my companions,
who claim that my Marseilles helmet is not sufficient, or at least not convenient, I bought a double felt hat, the headdress used by all the
Europeans here. The price was £1, 10 shillings. A pound is the equivalent of 124 francs. 186 francs is nothing! The English shop-keeper, good
boy, gave me a 5% discount because I paid cash, and in gold. That was
9 francs to the shilling. We got to Kachebere at 10 a.m. precisely, after
a car journey of three hours. On arrival I was sad to learn from La Croix
that Father de Chatouville, my former novice, had died. The news was
not a surprise, but it was very painful just the same. R.I.P.

30th August 1927
This morning the Sisters had arranged to present their little girls to
me, both the boarders and the day girls. The boarders were about fifteen
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little African and - alas - mixed race, girls. The girls were there at the
request of the Government, the Africans receiving Government aid and
the mixed race girls, being supported by their European fathers. They
are trying to learn a little of the catechism, and to be trained in housekeeping and the various household tasks. The day girls are the village
children of the neighbourhood who are not at all regular in attending the
Sisters' school. The children welcomed me with a well performed song
in French. One of them, on her knees, presented me with an altar cloth,
with a lace border which they had made themselves. I thanked them all
and gave the gift to Father Superior. Afterwards I visited their work
room where the same girls were working at embroidery and Arab lace
making, hitherto unknown here. The English women of these parts are
keen on having such artifacts. At 2 p.m. in accordance with the written
request of Mgr. Guillemé, I carried out the canonical visitation of the
Sisters' community. I was very satisfied with it.
Monsignor was supposed to arrive tomorrow. But, profiting from a
lift to Bembeke yesterday and spending the night there, he left this
morning with a planter and his wife, and arrived here during dinner. It
was a pleasant surprise. The lady is a young English woman who spent
one or two years with the Sisters at Mua, as part of her education.

31st August 1927
A quiet day. I visit the workshops with Monsignor, that is to say, the
various systems operating near the mission: the threshing machine and
the mill, both worked by a turbine driven by a distant waterfall, the
water of which is carried through an underground canal, the carpentry
shop, the forge etc., the kitchen garden and the orchard. I admired the
cornfields from a distance, They will ripen and be reaped in a month's
time. And this is taking place in Nyasaland!

1st September 1927
This morning, with the Bishop and Brother Thomas, I visited the
farm installations which are in (Northern) Rhodesia, 1,500 metres
from the mission. There are buildings for the growing and above all the
harvesting and the complex processes of producing tobacco. I would
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never have thought that the preparation of tobacco, once harvested,
required all these buildings and so much care. It is more complicated
than the production of wine after the vintage! But, they say, that it is
worth it. I also saw well kept byres for little calves. The full grown animals are kept outside. Returning, I visited the cemetery where the two
tombs of Father Dequeker and Guyard are to be found. They died in
1904 and 1916 and were founders of this mission. I prayed a De
Profundis at their grave side.

2nd September 1927
I had a quiet day at the mission station, conversing with Monsignor
the Vicar Apostolic and Father Regional, about what measures to take
for the development of the mission, from the point of view of organizing its works and also of finding personnel for the mission stations. At
8 o'clock in the morning, there was Mass with some hymns and a fairly large number of Communions, it being the First Friday of the month.
Mass was followed by Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament which
did not impede another Benediction at 4.30 p.m. At 2 p.m. I gave a
small conference to the Sisters, at their own request.

3rd September 1927
An ordinary morning. In the afternoon, we visited the residents of
Fort Manning45, responding to the kind invitation to tea from Mrs….
Not being able to speak English was a great handicap in such visits.
church, to celebrate my coming to Kachebere. The big problem is
how to accommodate all these people for the night… The men sleep on
mats in Going and returning, we found ourselves on the main road,
among the neophytes who were on the way to the feast, which they
want to hold in the church, under the eye of the catechists: everything
went well with them. The women and children, however, only had the
use of a few reed huts and the majority spent the night in the open air,
swathed in their cloth. After supper, at 8 p.m. I went to see how they
had organized themselves, since they were all in the same place, divided up into groups of 5, 6 or 8, around a fire which they kept going as
best they could. The night will be fresh, no doubt, but not really cold
at this time of year. There were at least 400 women and children. Some
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had travelled 30 or 40 kilometres to come, the women carrying on their
heads the food they needed for themselves, as well as for their husbands and children. What would the Christians of France say, if they
had seen this? We want to make these big assemblies at the mission, at
least for the major feasts, less difficult. The Africans have made a collection, that has been topped up by the missionaries, It has already
reached £100. As soon as we can, we shall build a big hangar of brick,
to provide shelter for the women and children.

4th September 1927
This morning I celebrated the 6 a.m. community Mass, attended by
all the Christians who had come to the mission. Yesterday, the three
Fathers of the mission confessions the whole evening until 7.30 p.m.
They celebrated Mass during the time for meditation and then returned
to the confessional. The vast church was packed, and for Communion,
ranks of men and women followed each other in good order to the
communion rail. It took 20 minutes. Father Welfelé joined me in giving Communion to these Christian souls, who came up in truly pious
fashion. I gave Communion to the women on the epistle side46, and
here, as in the other missions, I could not behold, without emotion, the
sight of so many mothers coming up, with their babies on their back,
nor the sight of these little ones, looking with astonishment and curiosity over their mother's shoulder, at what I was giving her to eat. These
were very beautiful sights!
At nine o'clock there was High Mass. This time the church was
more than jam-packed. The crowd overflowed outside, and still those
inside were seriously pressed and squashed together. Two chiefs in
their best attire assisted at the Mass from a side chapel. One of them
was a pagan. The ordinary of the Mass - Kyrie, Gloria etc. - was very
well sung by the whole congregation. After the Gospel, Father Mazé
preached a fifteen minute sermon, which - so I was told - was very
appropriate and very well appreciated. At Communion there was a
great number who approached the altar. For a quarter of an hour Mgr.
Guillemé and the celebrant distributed Communion. After Mass,
there was Solemn Benediction with Deacon and Sub-deacon. I was
asked to preside, with Father Regional and the local Superior as
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Deacon and Sub-deacon. It was a moving experience for me, as I
held the monstrance, to turn and bless this crowd, asking Jesus to
pour down his grace upon all those in the church and all those whom
I could see were outside. After Benediction, the superior presented
the big group of catechumens to me, who had now replaced the neophytes in the church. It was three quarters full. I asked Father Mazé
to tell them of my joy at seeing them and to give them my good wishes. Then at the mission itself, it was the turn of 40 or 50 catechists
who wanted the pleasure of being presented to me. I willingly agreed
and, once again, Father Mazé was my willing interpreter. After this,
we saw again the distribution of oranges, thrown among the crowd
massed in front of the house. 4 or 5 baskets were used for this, to the
great joy of these good people, which was loudly expressed. I
remained on the veranda until 11 o'clock, so that all these Africans
who wanted to see me could do so. They departed after greeting me
with “Moni Bambo”and went off happily. The two chiefs also
requested to be presented to me and I was happy to agree. In the
evening, at the end of recreation, I said “Goodbye” to Mgr. Guillemé
and to all the Fathers present, since we had to leave at 5 a.m. the following morning, in order to get to Bangweolo.

From Nyassa to Bangweolo
5th September 1927
A rough day travelling, the roughest day we have had so far. Let the
reader be the judge of it! After celebrating Holy Mass and eating
breakfast, and having embraced once more Monsignor and the confreres, who had wanted to anticipate the usual time of rising so that they
could say a final “Goodbye”, we left at 5 a.m. by the light of our headlamps alone. On the road we disturbed a sleeping porcupine which
dashed across the road, with its needles bristling in various colours,
like a peacock spreading its tail feathers. After this, it was a white hare
that crossed the road in terror. We reached Fort Jameson at dawn, and
went through it rapidly, taking the road to Lundazi, which we hoped to
reach by midday. We went at a good speed, 30 km an hour through
endless forest. Clearings followed the thickets, without our meeting a
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single car throughout this seven and a half hour run. But we met with
several groups of men and women who fled in terror.
We finally arrived at Lundazi at 12.30 after seven and a half hours
on the road. The British resident who was expecting us, received us in
friendly fashion and invited us to share his lunch - which is what the
British call the somewhat perfunctory meal which they take at midday.
This Englishmen and his number two are the only two Europeans who
reside there. We learned from them all possible information about the
road which we must still travel in order to reach Kosakwenda, the
place designated for meeting our carriers. These had left Kachebere on
Monday with our loads, and it was at Kosakwenda that we must start
our caravan on foot to reach Bangweolo, on roads impossible for
motor cars.47 However, already at Lundazi we met the carriers who
were two days late according to their programme. Instead of arriving
today at Kosakwenda, as had been agreed, they will not be there until
Wednesday at the earliest.
Nevertheless we set off, armed with the following information that
had been given to us. We were prepared for a three hour car journey, but
three miles out of Kosakwenda we would encounter a very bad road that
no car could take on its own. However, a soldier sent on ahead by the
resident, should recruit men who could be found on the spot to help rescue the car. We left at 2.15 p.m. and reached the place in question at
5.30. The road climbed at a sheer angle for about 100 metres. Nobody
was waiting for us there. Our driver, Father Audet, launched the car at
full speed, but it stopped after several metres. We got out and the driver
tried again, but without any more success. We unloaded all the luggage,
so that the car would only be carrying the driver. We pushed the wheels
to help the engine. Our efforts were useless. The car would not budge. It
would not reach the top without more serious help. What were we to
do? There was no village nearby. Only one solution was possible, to go
on foot to Kosakwenda to look for the soldier from the Boma48 and ask
him to come with ten men, if possible, to rescue our car. Father Mazé
and myself were to make this journey, while the two others, Fathers Audet and Welfelé, would wait in the car. We started off straight away, at
5.30. According to the Resident, we had to go about 5 miles, that is to
say, 8 kilometres. We went at a good pace, because - after reaching the
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summit - it was a good road. Luckily
the new moon, in its first two quarters, lit our way. But the estimated 5
miles was multiplied many times
over. We only arrived at Kosakwenda after 8 p.m. having walked more
than 12 kilometres. There was nothing pleasant or restful about the journey. On arrival we found the soldier
and the local chief, who told us they
had just arrived with their men. They
had gone to the place as they had
been ordered, but, after sunset, could
see nothing and assumed we had Fr. Eugène Welfelé.
gone back to the Boma and retired
for the night. What they said did not seem unlikely and the chef seemed
to be covered in sweat. Father Mazé made them find more men to go
back to the car. They agreed and left at 9 p.m. While waiting, Father
Mazé made them find more men to go back to the car. They agreed and
left at 9 p.m.! While waiting, Father Mazé and I, both very tired,
stretched out on a mat in an African hut. We slept soundly until midnight, when the car arrived, bringing our two confreres and all their
helpers with a great deal of shouting and singing. At the same time the
women of the village gathered, ululating and clapping their hands. Nevertheless, it had been a rough day. We returned to our improvised beds in
our hut. But the hut was too narrow for the four of us. Father Welfelé
and Father Audet spent the rest of the night in the open air.

6th September 1927
In view of the tiring experiences of the previous day, we only rose
at 6 a.m. We celebrated Mass in our hut, Fathers Welfelé and Audet
celebrated in a nearby hut which had also been placed at our disposal
by the chief, because we had spend at least two days here, waiting for
the arrival of our carriers. Moreover, we learnt another piece of news
that was disagreeable and disquieting. The Resident at Lundazi, who
was a Catholic and very kindly towards us, had told us not to worry
about finding carriers to take our loads as far as Chinsali where Brother
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Severin was to meet us with his lorry in order to take the 12 boxes
already sent 8 days ago from Bembeke in Father Audet's car. He himself would ensure that they were carried to Kosakwenda, and there, a
soldier sent by him would easily find the 12 to 14 carriers that were
needed… This morning the soldier declared that he had not been able
to find us a single carrier! We did not find this news at all funny! But
Father Mazé who knows how to deal with people here, told the soldier
that he must simply go back to all the neighbouring villages to find carriers. If not, we would contact the Resident and ask him to keep his
word. We then waited quietly for our carriers from Kachebere, who
were due to arrive the next day, as well as for those engaged by the soldier… A casual cook whom we met by chance prepared food for us
under Father Audet's supervision. The chief who was visibly worried,
came from time to time, to see that we were satisfied. In the afternoon
at 4.30, after the customary tea, I went off to pray the rosary. After
completing two series of mysteries, and wanting to return to the hut, I
found I was lost. I was, however, in the same village and, although I
recognized the surroundings, I thought I was in a neighbouring village.
Not knowing a word of the language, I could not ask for directions. I
made signs which, of course, nobody understood. Finally, after half an
hour of trying to find the “other village”, I met the chief whom I recognized and who brought me back to my confreres, who were impatiently awaiting my return. This misadventure taught me a lesson. In
the immensity and solitude of this bush country, one can quickly go
astray, if one is separated from the others even for a moment.

7th September 1927
The day was spent waiting for our carriers coming from Kachebere
and those that the Resident's soldier is due to bring us to make up the
number needed to transport our loads to Chinsali. We are not without
some anxiety. Towards 9 o'clock Fathers Mazé and Audet took the car
to the Lundazi Road to see if there was any sign of the Kachebere
porters. They met the first arrivals, took them into the car and brought
them to us with all possible speed. Then they returned by the same road
to pick up the small children and sick wife of a Bemba catechist, who
are returning to their own country with us. They found them some distance away, very tired, and brought them back rejoicing. So our anxi56

ety was calmed up to a point. It was scarcely midday. Our carriers were
all there. They could rest and be ready for an early start on the morrow.
But there was no sign of the soldier. However, during the evening four
or five carriers came to enlist, sent no doubt by him. We were still a little worried when we retired for the night.

8th September 1927
We rose early at 4 a.m. to celebrate Holy Mass, fold up the tents and
tie up the bags and boxes, so as to be ready to leave early whenever the
carriers came. At 5.30, our saviour appeared at last with a dozen men.
We would have enough now to organize the caravan. Father Mazé
enrolled the new arrivals. The loads were distributed, and at 6 a.m. the
caravan moved off.49 I said “goodbye” to Father Audet, our devoted
and skilful driver, who had rendered us such great service with his car
for more than a month. My two confreres took their bicycles and I had
the misfortune and humiliation of having to travel henceforward in a
rickshaw with only one seat, a small one-wheeled vehicle, driven or I should say - held up, steered, dragged and pushed by two Africans,
one of them harnessed to the shaft in front and the other to the rear
shaft! The full team for this one-wheeler consists of five men, who take
turns, and also carry their own modest hand luggage for the journey:
mats, blankets etc. This new means of locomotion had nothing poetic
or pleasant about it. It had one advantage, however, that, being alone
for 5 or 6 hours with my (human) steeds, of whose language I knew not
a word, there was nothing to distract me from the sight of the country
we were passing through. I also had the time and the necessary recollection to make all my spiritual exercises. Having left Kosakwenda at
6 a.m., we reached Masakamika at midday, our second stop after
Kachebere. During this whole section of the journey we were either in
the forest or the bush, or - it would be truer to say - in a forest that was
full of bush, and we never met any cyclists. We managed to join two
women, who were returning to their village. A hut was put at our disposal for accommodation and another in which the two boys could
cook our food. In the evening a tent was put up for me to sleep in,
while my two confreres kept the hut for themselves. After supper there
was a little recreation, but we went to bed early in order get up at 3.30
a.m. for departure at around 5.30 a.m. As soon as I got on my bed for
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Fr. Voillard in his one-wheeled ‘rickshaw’.

the night, it collapsed! I
called my confreres. They
realized that the bed had
been assembled upside
down and that this had
broken an essential bolt.
There was nothing I
could do but remove the
frame, lower the rest of
the bed to the ground and
lie down on it as it was. I
did this and was safe
from any further collapse.

9th September 1927
I rose at 3.20 a.m. and called Benedicamus Domino to the confreres50. Holy Mass. Folding tents, beds and bags, closing the boxes,
breakfast. All was finished by 5.15 a.m. I got into my one-wheeler
vehicle and was first to move off. My “steeds” went off at a trot in
order to get as far as possible while it was still cool. We reached
Tembwe, our third stop, at 9 a.m. We were welcomed, as always, by
the women's ululations, made by noisily rolling the tongue in the
mouth, and by their clapping. One of them even saw fit to perform a
belly dance! The chief welcomed us very warmly and immediately had
water and beer brought to us. Then, a little later, two baskets of flour,
a cock and a chicken were brought for us! We must acknowledge all
this with a return gift before we leave tomorrow. Our carriers are in
less of a hurry. They arrive in small groups, the last reaching us at 1
p.m. We passed through 2 or 3 groups of huts or villages, where several of them have relatives, and they halted there. We only got all our
boxes, baskets and bags when they arrived. As is everywhere the case,
we are more and more objects of general curiosity. Women and children gather a few metres from our hut to look at us. They spend the
whole day at it without ever getting tired. It seems that these villagers
have nothing else to absorb them or spark their interest! In fact, the
present season is one of rest. The harvests are over and nobody thinks
of sowing before the rains come.
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Children 's clothes are simple: a cord with a small bag in front; for
many, nothing at all. Women's clothing is hardly more complicated: a
piece of cloth in the shape of a bag that covers the buttocks and a very
tight cloth in front which passes between the legs, That's all. I am mistaken: there are beads around the neck and copper bracelets around the
ankles and wrists - for some, round the neck. All this we noticed for
women at the two previous stops. It was then that we realized the influence exerted by the missionaries in the countries where they work.

10th September 1927
Since today's stopover was due to be shorter than yesterday's, we
rose only at 4.30 a.m. Mass, breakfast taken standing, because the
chairs had already been packed, the carriers preferring to travel when it
was cool. At 6.30 I got into my “man-driven” vehicle and we immediately set off at a trot, quickly overtaking all who had started before us.
An hour later, we arrived at the Lwangwa, which flows into the
Zambezi, which we are told crosses these regions for a length of 800
kilometres. It is one of the rare rivers which still flows at this season.
The chief of the village which lies on the shore of this river, said a few
words to the carriers, and walked in front of them, to show them the
road that leads to the spot where one can ford the river. On arrival he
gave a shout, and after a few minutes a canoe appeared, into which I
climbed. It carried me more than half way across the river. There, the
water was too shallow for the boat. He offered me his shoulders and I
got on his back for him to carry me to the opposite shore. The canoe
returned to the other bank for my small vehicle and my porters who got
into the water with it. But I was then confronted with an embarrassing
situation. I found I was alone on the river bank which was quickly filling up with Africans of whose language I knew not a single word. I
could not continue the journey on my own. I therefore signaled my men
to prop my rickshaw against a tree, and I stood on the shore waiting
impatiently for the rest of the caravan to arrive. As my rickshaw men
had gone so fast, I had to wait more than half an hour for the first carriers to arrive. It was relief to see them come at last. None of them used
the canoe. In spite of the loads on their head or shoulders, they got into
the water and crossed, with water up to their waists in the deepest
places. My two confreres had had a bicycle accident and arrived last of
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all. Like me, they took the canoe for themselves and their “vehicles”. I
waited an hour for them. There was a white man living at this spot,
employed by a British company to recruit carriers. He was lodged with
several Africans in 3 or 4 huts, and went hunting for food. This was not
a suitable stopping place for us. We therefore continued on our journey
and arrived at Pyanakwenda at 10.30 a.m. We rested in the shade of a
big tree where we put up our tents in the evening for the night. The village was too small for us to find places to stay in. The chief greeted us,
and had the women greet us with their ululations and clapping, At
Father Mazé's request he also arranged for some of them to clear with
a pick-axe the growth which covered our camping place. A safety pin
as a reward for each of them was an agreeable surprise for these workers who congratulated themselves on their good luck. Sometime later,
the chief brought gifts of a basket of flour and a chicken.
In the afternoon, around 5 p.m., the newly baptized who formed part
of our caravan, went to confession so that they could receive
Communion tomorrow morning. Without any embarrassment, about a
dozen of them knelt around the tent, and Father Mazé heard their confessions. During this time, Father Welfelé who had heard the snorting
of hippopotamus, took his rifle and went off with 4 or 5 Africans and
2 children to show them the path to the river. His aim was to find and
kill the animal as meat for the carriers. This opportunity of witnessing
a hunt in the African bush was too good to miss, so I joined the party.
We walked to the little river of this country. Very soon we arrived at a
swamp, in which the water came up to our knees. I remained on the
shore with two men, while the rest carried on in the swamp. They went
through reeds and bulrushes for quite a distance, while we, who were
waiting, could hear, coming from the other side, about 100 metres
away in this African bush, the sound 2 or 3 of these huge creatures,
whinnying and snorting. Suddenly we heard the sound of a rifle shot
and the air became full of frightened birds of all kinds. Our neighbours
grunted again and ten minutes later the hunters returned covered in
mud, but empty handed. According to the African guide, the animal
was clearly seen, a good aim had been taken and the shot had wounded it, but it had disappeared into the water again. We returned to the
tent, stammering our excuses. Spiritual reading took place, followed
by supper. A friend of one of the hunters was certain that the animal
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had been killed, and the Africans asked if they could look for it before
we departed. We replied that tomorrow's journey would be a long one,
and that it was also getting hot. Without a doubt, it would be better and
safer to leave early. Everyone agreed that it was better to go to bed
early in order to start before sunrise.

11th September 1927
Rose at 3.30 a.m. Mass at 4 a.m. It is Sunday. All of our carriers
who are Christians attended and went to Communion. I myself gave
Communion to 9 of them. Departure at 5.15. When we started, my
“steeds” were doubtful about which road to take, but as soon as they
found out, they moved off at a trot along the path. Like yesterday, it is
again a small, very muddy path, with sandy patches, passing through
grasslands in which we could not see further than two feet on either
side, left or right. Moreover, the trot was often interrupted. After three
hours' march, my rickshaw men asked for replacements. We stopped
and then waited half an hour for their companions to arrive. These took
over and off we went again. An hour later we came to Sikalinga, a
group of dwellings where the chief was a good old man of at least 80.
We were greeted with ululations and clapping. Then the chief sent us a
basket of flour. At this point I discovered that one of my boxes had not
arrived… and I learnt the reason. Two days ago, one of our carriers had
allowed a dishonest colleague of his to open the trunk he was carrying.
The key, taken by the crook, had broken in the padlock, and the incident was discovered when Father Mazé needed to open his trunk that
same evening. The carrier, a simple man, received his lesson in front
of everyone, as did the rogue in question, and no sanction was applied.
The rogue realized that he was dealing with Europeans who were less
severe than most others and quietly went back to work. In his simplicity, the carrier told himself: “They are leaving me alone now, but when
we get to the boma, I will be handed over to European Resident who
will put me in chains”. He therefore vanished in the night. So my trunk
remained without a carrier this morning. When this was known, Father
Mazé called the chief before leaving, and asked for a replacement. The
chief said he had nobody. The Father then replied that he would leave
the trunk there under his responsibility, with instructions to have it
brought to Kiwali. Everyone then departed. Several hours later, my
61

box arrived, carried by a woman who had to return home the following day. It will now be necessary to ask the old chief to find a carrier
for us. He knows about the problem, because a woman from
Pyanakwenda told him the story. Moreover. when Father Mazé called
him at 4 p.m., he came with a worried expression, accompanied by the
only man in the village. The Father put his case again and asked for a
carrier. “I am too old to carry it”, he replied, “and I only have this man
in the village, and he refuses”. “Deal with it. The trunk will remain
here and we will mention the case to the Resident at Lundazi, who will
send a soldier to find a carrier!” We felt, myself especially, how tiresome this is for the poor Africans, especially for the poor chief. But
they know that the problem was caused by one of their own people and
not by us. For us, it is less disagreeable than for them.

12th September 1927
Rose at 3.30 a.m. Mass, breakfast standing, departure at 5.30. I was
among the first to leave on my “mono-wheel”. The “steeds” wanted to
get as far along the road as possible before the sun made things too
uncomfortable. Before I left, I was told that the only man, besides the
old chief, capable of carrying my trunk, did not respond when called.
His wives said he was away. I was therefore a little worried when leaving. My carriers, however, moving fast, arrived at a small African village of fifteen huts, called Mwakana at 8.12 a.m. Father Mazé overtook
me on his bicycle. His welcome, on arrival, was somewhat chilly. These
few, poor people are not happy to see Europeans arrive in their midst,
demanding all kinds of service, water, eggs, chickens, flour, even when
they pay for them. They cannot satisfy a crowd like ours. We decided to
make only a short stop and to camp at the next village we came to on
the road, that is to say, Kafianda. I learned there that the carrier we
sought at Sikalinga yesterday and who had gone into hiding this morning, on seeing a woman obliged to carry the load in his place, and fearing the women's irony, now came forward, took the trunk and had just
arrived with it. But now there was another tiresome incident. The
Bemba catechist who came with us from Lundazi, or rather from
Kachebere, and who was returning to his own country with his wife and
children, had become tired and could not continue the journey. It was
impossible to leave him on the road. We had to find men to carry him
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in a hammock to Kafianda. This was a big problem. The chief said he
could not find the carriers. We examined different solutions. I took one
of the children with me in my vehicle, a small boy of five, replacing a
suitcase which one of my five rickshaw men then carried. The eldest
son of the sick man, who was 18 years old, became free to carry his
father. Father Welfelé, who was specially concerned with this excellent
family, told the chief that if no one could carry the sick man, we would
have to leave him there to be looked after by him. Immediately, carriers
were found and appeared on the scene. People reckoned that to carry a
sick man for three hours was nothing beside the onus of caring for a sick
stranger in one's own home. We therefore set off again at 9 a.m. on a
rather difficult road, hilly at times, with enormous rocky sections in it.
I then got down from my seat, took the hand of my small companion
and we walked through the most difficult places together. We arrived at
Kafianda at 11.30 a.m. The village was not much bigger than the last
one, some twenty huts. However, we had to stop. The caravan had been
6 hours on the road, and under a burning sun since 9 o'clock! Divine
Providence came to our aid and pulled us out of our difficulty. Our sick
man arrived around 1 p.m., carried by 4 men. After this rest, it seems he
is able to envisage tomorrow's journey.

13th September 1927
Rise, Mass, breakfast as yesterday. At breakfast we learn that the
reluctant carrier from Sikalinga disappeared during the night.
Evidently, he preferred to give up his salary, rather than continue to
carry his load as far as Chinsali, that is to say for two or three more
days. He has gone home. I was the first to leave, at 5.15 a.m. I have
two vigorous “steeds” to pull my little carriage. We shall see how they
go. Father Mazé overtook them on his bicycle. They resumed their fast
trot behind him, and followed him at this speed for more than an hour.
We stopped at 7.14 in a fine looking village, but it was too early to
make camp there. So we continued on our journey, with my two rickshaw men continuing to follow behind the cyclist and arriving at the
same time as him, at 8.20 a.m. in the little village of Musalongo. It is
there that we were to camp. On the way, we came across a big wild cat,
caught in a trap on the edge of the path. Two of our carriers are tired
and cannot manage such a demanding run with their load tomorrow.
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We had to discharge them. When the chief was called upon, and was
told of the situation, he made no difficulty and promptly brought us
two new carriers, who willingly accepted the task.

14th September 1927
Rose, Mass, breakfast, as on the preceding days. I was the first to
leave at 5.30 a.m. with my “caretta”. This is the vernacular term for
“cart” in general. My steeds took up their trot once more and, before 7
a.m. we reached the next village, where few people were awake. My
carriers asked which road they should take to reach the next village. As
the road presented more than one problem in the neighbourhood, the
African informant walked in front of them as far as a river that had to
be crossed via a bridge of tree branches, on which a novice traveler,
who was not used to this kind of thing, was in serious danger of losing
his balance. The guide offered me his shoulders to go round this obstacle. However, I was afraid that, with me on his back, he would lose his
balance more quickly. I preferred to trust my own legs which, in spite
of their age, were still agile; and I got over the bridge quite nicely. This
gymnastic operation, moreover, had to be repeated at least 4 or 5 more
times before we arrived at Chimwansa village, where we intended to
camp. Indeed the road we are taking, through continuous forest, bush
and tall grass, is one of the least practicable and practical of any that
we have followed up till now. The path goes up and down. It is not very
wide and is little used, and therefore is hardly maintained. The region
is also very scarcely populated. We travelled for 6 hours, from 5.15
a.m. to 11.30, not meeting a living soul except in the 3 villages that we
went through. We got to Chimwansa at 11.30 a.m. “We”, that is:
myself, my two confreres, our 4 carriers and 2 boys. The rest of our
caravan arrived in dribs and drabs during the afternoon up to 4 p.m. It
was a long and difficult haul under a hot sun.
Chimwansa is a small village of 20 to 25 huts, but, like the preceding 3 or 4 villages that we saw yesterday and today, it had a school with
African teachers employed by the Protestants51. The schools are built in
original fashion. The walls are made of solid pieces of wood driven into
the earth, and they carry a high roof, solidly thatched with bundles of
grass packed down, arranged in good order and bound together.
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Between the wall posts, sticks or reeds form a kind of rack, barrier or
wall, a metre high. Inside, 6, 8 or 10 logs serve as benches for the students, placed on wooden supports firmly fixed in the earth. There are
therefore eight or ten of these rustic seats on each side of the class room
with a passage way in between. Facing these benches is the teacher's
desk: four solid logs, supporting a table of reeds. Two boards for writing with chalk complete the furniture. There is no lack of air or light in
these schools, as can be seen. Teaching does not take place every day in
each school, and so teachers can give classes in another village also.

The Vicariate of Bangweolo
15th September 1927
Rising, Mass, breakfast like yesterday. At 7 a.m. we reached the
motorable road, which goes to Chinsali, where the boma is. At the same
time we learned that the lorry for which we asked Monsignor Larue by
telegram from Kachebere had arrived. We had asked that he send
Brother Severin to bring the lorry to Chinsali mission for the 14th. It had
come yesterday and was therefore waiting for us. Since it would have to
pass through here on the way to Chilonga, we decided to halt the caravan here at the village of Pitala, since it would be useless to have all our
loads carried a further 8 kilometres and then have them brought back
here. Father Mazé took his bicycle and went on to Chinsali to see
Brother Severin, get the money with which to pay the carriers and return
here with the lorry. In fact, he returned at 11.15. Since it was a considerable distance to Chilonga, we decided to gain time by starting the journey there today. We had a quick dinner. The Kachebere carriers, who
remained with us here, hoisted their loads on to the lorry, received their
salary and bonus, and then immediately took the road back to their own
country. At 1 p.m. we left for Chilonga. After a 10 minute walk, we saw
Father Desmarais, coming from Malole to greet us. Thinking that we
were at Chinsali, he went there by motor cycle. Then, learning that the
lorry had left again at 10.30, he decided to run after us, not realizing that
it had gone to fetch our loads. He retraced his steps and was waiting for
us. We greeted him and then carried on with our march in order to go as
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far as possible this evening. At 6 p.m.
we stopped at Ichiba, the big property of Mr. Braunt, an English,
Protestant and philanthropist, who
had created a vast estate in this place,
with an enormous series of installations - shops, mechanical workshop,
brick factory, stables… Surrounding
his house, there is an immense park
with trees, flowers and a running
stream. A kilometre from his home
there are two houses built specially to
house passing whites. It was there
that we expected to find lodging. Mr. Bishop Étienne Larue.
Braunt was away, getting married in
London and would return later. However, his manager was there, a former magistrate, a skilled cartographer, running the whole place with the
help of his son. We introduced ourselves to him. He immediately placed
the guest houses at our disposal and insisted on inviting us to supper with
himself. We could not refuse and after unpacking what was needed for
the night, returned for supper. The supper was very acceptable, but taken
mostly in silence. Mr. Grood, being British, was as unforthcoming as
possible. This did not put us at ease, and was, in fact disageeable for us.
At 9 p.m. we were able to retire and go back to our lodging by the light
of a lantern. This was not bright enough to help us find our way, but an
African guide led us back to our house.

16th September 1927
We set off again at 7 a.m. and arrived at a village which we would
pass through again on Monday or Tuesday, on our way to Malole. We
left some of our loads there, to lighten the car. We had a frugal meal
and left again for Chilonga52, which we reached at 5 p.m. Here we are
home at last, in one of our own houses, in the midst of our confreres.
For twelve whole days we were living in the bush. The confreres welcomed us with joyful cordiality. This last lap took us 10 hours by car.
On top of the preceding journeys, it left me feeling extremely tired. I
willingly went to bed.
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17th September 1927
A day spent with the family: joy and rest. I see all the confreres and
talk with them about their missionary work. I celebrated the 6 a.m.
parish Mass and gave many Communions, with Father Welfelé's help.
There is, at the moment here, a large group of children who have come
from far away villages for learning the catechism. During the day, I
had to show myself to the people, children, youngsters, old people,
who all wished to see the Bwana who was the Fathers' chief. Two village chiefs sent presents, a basket of flour and a chicken each. We
thanked them. At 6 p.m. I presided at the Saturday Benediction.

18th September 1927
Sunday. Once again, I celebrated the 6.30 Mass, with many receiving Communion. The hymns which were not accompanied by harmonium were directed by Father Heulin, who led his people very well and
who, one felt, was a master in his field. After Mass, being delegated by
Mgr. Larue, I administered the sacrament of confirmation to 25 children, who were due to be confirmed at this time. It was the first time
that I carried out this exceptional ministry. After Mass, the crowd
formed up in front of the Fathers' house to greet, and especially to see,
the Bwana superior. I therefore had to appear once more to please these
good Africans. However, I could only communicate with them by
smiling. Nevertheless, such demonstrations here are not as ardent and
noisy as those of Nyassa. Moreover, the people are less numerous.
In the afternoon, there was Benediction again at 2 p.m. I presided
once more. Then the young people asked if they might dance and play
the drum. I spent a moment looking at these strange dances, performed
even by tiny infants. I went round the whole village to satisfy everyone's
curiosity, On my return, I found a man, sent by one of the chiefs who
gave me a present yesterday. He had brought three eggs to remind me of
yesterday's gift. I gave this old African 4 shillings to take to his master.
He lay down on his back, clapped hands and departed very happily. This
was the great salute only performed for important people. The ordinary
greeting which men make, and women especially, in all encounters, consists of kneeling and clapping. Women often add ululations.
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19th February 1927
This afternoon we leave for Malole. The distance between the two
mission stations is 300 kilometres. It is preferable not to make this
journey in a single day. We shall therefore complete a first lap of 100
kilometres this evening. We shall sleep at an outstation of this mission,
and we would therefore arrive tomorrow at Malole mission without
getting too tired. We left at 1 p.m. Between 4 and 5 p.m. we arrived at
the village, where we had already left some of our loads on Friday. We
collected them and moved on to the village where we intended to sleep.
We got there at 6.30 p.m. The Christians ran up to greet us. So did the
pagans. Everyone helped us move into the village chapel hut. It is an
African hut, big enough and neatly kept. It has an altar, rather roughly
built, and beside it a confessional. consisting of a kind of enclosure
built of mud, in the middle of which was an opening, filled with pieces
of wood. The chapel roof was thatched. We had supper, and went to
bed straight away in this poor chapel. We slept peacefully.

20th September 1927
Rose at 4 a.m. Immediately afterwards the first Masses were celebrated, during which Father Welfelé heard the confessions of the local
Christians, giving them Communion later, during his own Mass. We
placed all the luggage in our car. We also took on board a poor old man
who was blind. He had lived at Chilubula, but left the mission seven
years ago against the Fathers' wishes. He came to live with one of his
brothers and to enjoy greater freedom there. His brother died and he
was completely abandoned. Hearing about our journey, he begged us
with tears to take him to Chilubula. We could not ignore his entreaties,
let alone his tears, and allowed him to get into the car. He was the poor
victim of the barbarous proceedings which chiefs employed in this
region. In his youth, he worked as “boy” for a big chief. While working for him, he committed several thefts, and his master, in order to
cure him of this habit, put out both his eyes. With too much curiosity,
he listened to his master's conversations with those who came to see
him, and, as a remedy, his master had both his ears cut off.
We left at 6 a.m. for Kasama Malole. At 9 a.m. we arrived at the
Chambezi river, which some say is the true Congo. It is a wide and
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deep river, the biggest in the country, which we had to cross on a raft.
We reached Kasama at 11.30 a.m., leaving there several loads which
we shall collect on Friday 23rd, and went to have dinner 7 or 8 kilometres away, at an outstation chapel. At 1 p.m. we got back into the car
and reached Malole53 mission at 4 p.m. A large crowd was waiting for
us since yesterday. These were Christians from the area and from the
outstations, who had come to see the great chief of the Fathers, whose
arrival had been announced to them.
Our entry was triumphal! There was a triumphal arch, with an
inscription in Chibemba. The Church and mission buildings were all
decked with flags. On catching sight of us, the crowd welcomed us with
shouts, greetings, ululations and clapping which made a formidable
noise. We went straight into the church, which very soon filled up, and
I gave Benediction, blessing with emotion this immense crowd, whose
hymns I had just heard and which were admirably sung in perfect harmony. Until now, I have not heard such good singing anywhere!
Coming out of Benediction, we went into the house to take a few
moments rest. However, we were told that the crowd outside was asking if they could perform a few local dances in our honour. A dais had
been erected at one end of the great square, so that we could assist at
this display. The young people arrived in two large groups and started
to dance. Each one had a spear and or a stick. In the “Christian” group,
an old man carried a cross instead of a spear. The movements resembled a little those of the Ngoni. Nevertheless, they were less wild.
We were told that Chitimukulu, paramount chief of the Bemba
country, had been informed of the imminent arrival of the chief of the
Fathers. He had left his residence to go to Malole to come and greet
me. It was 5 p.m., but we thought it best that this encounter should take
place today, because the people had been waiting here already for two
days. We therefore sent a message asking him to come straight away.
He was 4 kilometres from Malole. The whole crowd went to his village in order to join his retinue, and soon he arrived, carried on the
shoulders of his subjects, escorted by all his followers and surrounded
by the whole people who applauded him. He was invited to come on
to the dais next to me. After the formal greeting, which was nevertheless quite simple, he sat down beside me on a small African stool, and
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then the old Bemba men who had come with him, performed the traditional war dances. Their faces were smeared with chalk in various patterns, which sometimes gave them a strange, wild or ferocious expression. Each carried a spear. They formed a big circle and went round
rhythmically, singing and shaking their spears. Occasionally, one or
other of them left the circle and, with spear lifted above his head, and
a fierce expression on his face, rushed up to the dais, simulating an
attack. While they were dancing thus, an old Bemba man who had
been a warrior in his youth, addressed the superior and said passionately: “Oh Bwana, this is how we used to sing and dance formerly,
when we came back from a war, but in those days we carried decapitated heads in the middle of the circle.” And the old convert seemed to
quiver again with a warrior's enthusiasm at these terrifying memories.
In front of the dais, four young pages, 12 to 14 years old, with clacking castanets in their hands, also performed an astonishing series of
rhythmical dance movements to the sound of 3 large drums played by
3 men in harmony with the dancers or rather leading them. The chief
had given me the present of a sheep, and I responded with a gift of £4
which he joyfully accepted. I learned afterwards that he was very
happy with this fine gift and that his feelings towards the Fathers could
not be more strongly confirmed.
Towards 6 p.m. the sun sank rapidly over the horizon and the dancing stopped. We left the dais, bidding farewell to the chief, who
returned to Malole village, accompanied by his people, and carried on
the shoulders of his subjects.

21st September 1927
I celebrated the parish Mass at 6 a.m. The church was full because
all he Christians, who came two days ago to see the chief of the
bwanas, had stayed on to go to Mass and Communion before going
home. Moreover, although Father Desmarais helped me with the distribution of Communion, it took more than a quarter of an hour. Small
children, youngsters, men, women, nearly all of them with a baby on
the back and sometimes at the breast, at the moment of receiving
Communion, and many old men and women came up to the altar rail
very piously and in good order. During all this time the congregation
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sang Eucharistic hymns which were very well performed. After Mass,
a catechist piously recited the prayers of thanksgiving. This excellent
practice takes place in all the missions of the vicariate. At 8 a.m. the
chief who wanted to return to his residence came to say “Goodbye” to
me. He was received in front of the house, standing. After an exchange
of compliments, with the Fathers as intermediaries, the chief withdrew
and immediately took the road to his residence, carried by his men and
accompanied part of the way by a large group of Maloleans.
In the afternoon, a group of catechists came to see me and I said a
few words to them which were translated into their language. To please
them even more, their photograph was taken in a group, together with
all the Fathers who were then at the mission station. At 5 p.m. we went
to the place where Mgr. Dupont met the chief the first time he came to
Malole. 2 or 3 elders, still living, who had witnessed the scene,
described in precise detail all that had happened on that occasion! A
large wooden cross had been erected on the spot, so that the memory
of these events which had determined the future of the Ubemba mission should be preserved.

22nd September 1927
Mass at 6 a.m. like yesterday. Still many Communions, though less
than yesterday. At the moment, there are lots of children in the mission.
It is a group of those who must spend three weeks here for instruction.
At 9 a.m. I receive a group of Christians who, having learnt of my
arrival, have walked for two days to come and see the Great Chief of the
Bwanas. Among them were 4 or 5 women, each carrying a baby in an
antelope skin on her back, and also a poor man who had had his eyes put
out and his ears cut off. He, too, wanted to “see” the Great Chief.

23rd September 1927
Mass at 5 a.m. Departure for Chilubula at 6.15 . We reached Kasama
at 8.30. where there is an important boma. I was asked to call on the
Resident, Mr. Wyllis, on the way. He has been very good to the Fathers.
So we went to greet him at his house. We were given the warmest of
welcomes, especially by Madame W. who is French and who very
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rarely has a chance to speak her own language. We were given tea and
then at 9.30 we got back into the car, leaving these good people very
happy with our visit. We went pretty fast and, at 11 a.m., reached
Chilubula54, where a large crowd was waiting for us and greeted us
with the customary acclamations, ululation and clapping. Monsignor
Larue55 was there, with all the Fathers of the mission, the seminary and
all the seminarians. All the buildings, the church included, were decked
with flags inside and out. We entered the church which is very big. The
crowd followed us there and crammed into the immense building. The
choir and high altar were very beautifully decorated, as for the great
solemnities. Before Benediction, Monsignor Larue welcomed me in the
kindest terms, expressing affectionate good wishes on his own behalf
and on behalf of his confreres. I then had the great joy of presiding at
Benediction and of blessing this great crowd with the monstrance.
Coming out, Monsignor told me there were more than 2,000 Christians
present at Benediction. We moved to the house, and there, on the
barza56 I had to show myself to the multitude, who had only one wish:
to see the bwana57. We had to satisfy them.
In the afternoon, we visited the Sisters. Mother Superior introduced
the community first of all and then showed us their work. They have
children who are both boarders and day pupils. These sang us a song of
welcome and performed several modest dance movements. They also
gave me a bouquet of flowers. Then it was the turn of 9 young women,
who were between 20 and 30 years old, and who were the first aspirants
for an African Sisterhood58. They made an excellent impression.

24th September 1927
I celebrated the 6 a.m. parish Mass. The congregation was very big
and nearly everyone went to Communion. I distributed Communion for
a quarter of an hour, helped by one of the Fathers of the mission. Then
another Father came to take my ciborium and continued giving Communion to the faithful while I went back to the altar to finish the Mass.
It was only after Mass was over, and I was well into my thanksgiving,
that the distribution of consecrated hosts finished. It had taken two
priests more than half an hour. I was told that there were 1,200 to 1,300
communicants. It was already the same number yesterday. During the
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whole time of Communion, the faithful sang
hymns in honour of the
Blessed Sacrament in the
vernacular.
At 8 a.m. we went to
the Junior Seminary59,
where Monsignor awaited us. It is less than a
kilometre from the mission. It was all decked Seminarians of Chilubula.
with flags and garlands of flowers. The 41 students welcomed us with
the ordinary greeting, that is to say, kneeling and clapping hands. We
were taken into the study hall, that was very well decorated, and I was
made to take a seat, on a dais, while Monsignor himself remained below
with the Fathers. The children then sang a beautiful song of welcome in
which Monsignor was not forgotten, After this, the eldest student nervously read a compliment in Latin. I spoke a few words in French to the
children, to tell them of my joy, my satisfaction, my affection and my
good wishes. I asked Father Welfelé to translate what I had just said. After a new song, a round of applause in my honour, and another in honour
of Monsignor, we left the study hall and went to the barza in order to
watch a gymnastic display led by Father Teissier, singing to inspire the
youngsters. Afterwards we visited the house and surroundings, which
were well cultivated by the seminarians during their manual work. At
dinner we celebrated the 25th anniversary of Mgr. Larue at Chilubula. It
was actually on 24 September 2002 that he arrived here with the first
White Sisters. It is also the 45th anniversary of my first Mass. At 2 p.m.
there was Solemn Benediction with deacon and sub-deacon in the seminary chapel, which had been tastefully and even richly decorated. The
seminarians sang very well. The singing of the litany being especially
pleasing.

25th September 1927
Sunday. I celebrated the 6.15 a.m. Mass. The congregation and the
number of Communions was the same as yesterday. At 8.30 there was
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High Mass with deacon and sub-deacon, in the presence of
Monsignor. The seminarians sang the liturgical chants, but they were
chosen in such a way that the congregation could not take part in
them. The same defect was noticeable at Solemn Benediction this
evening. It is really unfortunate.
After Mass, the crowd received us enthusiastically. The women
wanted, above all, to touch our hands. This was a great mark of respect.
I had great difficulty in extricating myself from this “whirlwind”.
The village chiefs had come together to pay their respects. The big
chief of the country60, brother of the chief at Malole, also came, carried by one of his men, under the shade of a state umbrella, and
accompanied by many of his subjects. He was acclaimed by the crowd
and invited to climb on to the barza with the village chiefs, from
where he looked down on the square. We were already up there, but
at the other end. Then the old warriors began their dance, a repeat of
the dancing at Malole. In reality, these dances, and those of
Natakataka, Bembeke and Malole, like them, are those that were performed by the different tribes before they were colonized by the
Europeans, when they were fighting their endless wars. They had
killed men, cut off their heads and put out their eyes. They brought all
the decapitated heads together in one heap and assembled all their
blind victims, forming round them a circle of dancers making rhythmic body movements and emitting wild cries of joy, anger and insult.
From time to time a warrior would leave the circle to come and
address the chief who assisted at this triumphal scene of victory, with
wild applause. “You will have plenty to eat today, because heads have
been cut off… and eyes will be put out etc.” Today, we have two
series of these dances, one in the morning after Mass, with all the old
Babemba warriors, and the other by men from the chief's own village.
Occasionally, an old warrior would leave the circle of dancers and
rush furiously up to one side of the audience or to the chief, imitating
an attack. During the first series, a servant of the chief brought him his
staff, the emblem of his authority and a kind of trident with five
blades, which is carried before him. The Fathers had never seen these
objects before. Moreover, little children 11 or 12 years old, junior
seminarians, said they had never before witnessed these dances. They
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were reminders of past times. Only the elders still know about them.
However, even nowadays, when a lion is killed, they enact similar
scenes around the animal's carcass. These savage customs of former
times will soon disappear completely, and they hold no further interest nowadays. It is also very rare for chiefs to show white people their
emblems and insignia in this way.

26th September 1927
Mass at 5 a.m. Departure at 6.30 for Ipusukilo and the missions on
the lake. We are to have a 10 hour car journey and the road is pretty
bad. The car moved through the sand with difficulty. At 12.30 we
stopped to have something to eat, after crossing a large river. Then we
resumed our journey, always through forest and bush. We got to
Ipusukilo at 4 p.m.61. We were expected and warmly welcomed. I
went to the church to greet the Lord. We spent the evening getting to
know the mission, the confreres and their work.

27th September 1927
Parish Mass at 6 a.m. I gave Communion to a good number of people. But it was not to be compared with Malole, Chilubula etc. The
village in which the mission is situated is not very big, and at the
moment there are no neophytes from other villages at the mission.
At 1.30 p.m. we got back into the car, with only essential luggage,
to visit the mission stations of Lake Bangweolo. We began with one
that is situated on Chilubi Island. To get there, the car took us to the
last village on the lake shore. We slept in the outstation chapel and the
house built for missionaries on their pastoral journeys. Tomorrow, we
shall take the boat which the Fathers at Chilubi will send this evening
to Nsombo. We got to Nsombo village at 5 p.m. We settled into the
adjacent chapel. The Christians surrounded us and especially the car,
which they never got tired of - a rare one for them - of admiring.
Father Welfelé heard the confessions of 20 newly baptized, who took
advantage of the occasion having Mass tomorrow and the chance to
go to Communion. After supper, the boat men from Ipusukilo came to
tell us that one of the two boats intended for us had arrived. The other
will come during the night.
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28th September 1927
Mass at 4.45 a.m. The neophytes went to Communion at the 2nd
and 3rd Mass. All the boat men have arrived and appeared at 6.30.
They quickly took our suit cases, trunks, beds… which are to accompany us in the big iron boat which we are to use, while bales of cloth,
boxes of salt and sugar, which are being sent to the mission stations
on the lake and which the car brought to Ipusukilo, were put into the
accompanying canoe. We followed them in the direction of the lake.
But instead of a sandy beach, there was a swamp that we had to cross
on a causeway, put up by the British during the war for taking supplies to the troops. We boarded the boat where the water was deep
enough for navigation, and for half an hour we moved forward along
a narrow corridor between the rushes, water lilies, papyrus and other
tall plants. Finally, we reached the lake, and our oarsmen, eleven of
them, propelled us forward with speed, furthering their work with
shouts and songs. The crossing took six hours. “Crossing” is not perhaps the right word for the path we took. Our boat men hugged the
shore of the lake for the most part. They did not go out much into the
open water, but went from one promontory to the other, going
through the rushes and water lilies that lined the shores of each bay,
in order to do this.
At 11 a.m. we saw Chilubi Island62, but it was still a long way off.
As we drew nearer towards midday, boats came out from its shores,
running ahead of us on all sides. Very soon we were surrounded. The
boatmen pitted all their efforts, their speed and their skills against
each other to reach us and to overtake one another. There were
shouts, acclamations and clapping in honour of the chief of the
bwanas when they saw him. So we arrived at the landing stage which
had nothing in common with La Joliette63. I got down, climbed on to
the shoulders of an oarsman, and jumped on to terra firma, where Father Guillermé and Brother Alberic were waiting for us. With them,
there was a large crowd of Christians, who had come and who lined
the shore and the path that led from the landing stage to the church.
The path was about 250 metres long. The crowd, strung out along its
whole length, clapped, gave out shouts of joy and greetings. The children threw flowers on the path, while the adults threw handfuls in our
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faces. It was a sign of
great respect, I was told.
In this way, we came to
the church, which was
poor, but decked out
with flags and flowers. I
entered, and the crowd
followed me in. The
church was full. At my
request, these good peo- The Fathers’ house at Chilubi.
ple were told of my joy to be among them, and while they prayed I
went into the Fathers' house for dinner. It was 1.30 p.m. The confreres
waited for us before starting to eat. I had the joy of seeing Father
Pueth sitting at table. In fact, he is very much better. After dinner, the
big chief of the island paid me his respects. He was received according to local custom, with me and the Fathers sitting on chairs, and the
chief and his men seated on the ground on antelope skins, which take
the place of mats here. Father Superior, in my name, exchanged the
customary compliments with him. Then the chief asked permission to
send a dancer to give us a performance, and then retired.
In a few moments in the dancer arrived. He was blind. He wore on
his head the feathers and skins of animals, with leather strips of the
same around his waist, hanging down to his feet. He was accompanied by two youngsters, one aged 13 or 14 and the other 18. They
were blind like himself and wore bell anklets. A woman followed
them, carrying a drum. The group entered the mission compound, in
front of the verandah. The crowd remained outside. The woman sat
down and began to beat the drum, while the blind man and his 2
assistants began to move excitedly. Very soon they moved about in a
kind of fury, Then they stopped and started the same movements
which continued to increase. Perhaps it was a curious sight, but there
was nothing agreeable about it. On the contrary it was rather distasteful. The crowd, which did not feel this, frequently looked on with
pleasure. For my part, I was not slow to get up and retire.
Immediately, the dance stopped and the dancers came forward to
thank us for giving them relaxation and freedom. In reality, it was a
tiring forced labour which the chief had imposed on them.
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29th September 1927
I celebrated the parish Mass at 6.15 a.m., because, from 6 to 6.15,
every day here, the Fathers are available for Christians who wish to
go to confession before Mass. Those receiving Communion are very
many and one of the Fathers helped me give Communion. There was
singing during the Mass, but here the tempo of the hymns is very
slow. I saw the confreres during the day, and visited work in progress,
building the church and gardening. In the evening I presided at
Benediction. Today, the chief visited me to say farewell. I gave him
the gift of £1 which made him very happy.

30th September 1927
Mass as yesterday. Those receiving Communion were fewer
because the Christians from other villages have returned home. At 9
a.m. Father Pueth presented to me a group of 36 catechists, who have
come together at the mission on the occasion of my visit. I received
them in my room and, through Father Pueth, I told them of my joy at
seeing them and my satisfaction with their conduct and their devotion. Then I blessed them and their families. Afterwards, I went with
Father Welfelé to visit a village. In this country the skins of animals,
killed in hunting, are very much used, especially by women who use
them for carrying their babies on their back, and also as clothes,
rolling themselves in big skins which cover them completely.
At 3 p.m. the catechists returned to see me again. Nearly all of
them carried a flower in their hand. They knelt down and one of them,
holding a paper, got ready to read something. I called Father
Guillermé to help me as an interpreter, and then this good Christian
read out a little complimentary piece, expressing very religious feelings of gratitude towards God and the missionaries for the grace of
their conversion, and asking once more for a blessing. Then they all
threw before me the flowers they were holding. I was very moved by
this spontaneous gesture. I told them so and blessed them again with
my whole heart.
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1st October 1927
I celebrated Mass at 4.45 a.m. and we left for the landing stage at
6 a.m. We got into the boat again, which was to take us to Ngumbo
mission. Father Pueth accompanied us to the landing stage, although
he was very tired. There we found our oarsmen of Wednesday. A poor
woman from Ngumbo was also there with her two little children, asking for a lift in our boat to take her home. The oarsmen were not
pleased with her request, but we allowed her to embark just the
same… and they had to accept her. We embraced Father Pueth and the
boat passed through the rushes into the open lake. At 11.30 we arrived
at Manga Island which was deserted and isolated. No one lives there
because of a lack of water and the earth is all sandy. We landed and
stayed there a short time in order to give the oarsmen a rest and take
a light snack ourselves. The Africans with us took the opportunity of
cooking their nsima flour - their ordinary staple food - to rebuild their
strength. Fish that was quickly cooked on the spot was served with the
nsima. I was happy to see that they shared their food with the poor
woman and her two children. The lady, her hunger satisfied and in a
joyful mood, lit her long pipe, a sort of hookah, and inhaled, with visible satisfaction, several puffs of smoke which had passed through the
water in the pipe's gourd before reaching her mouth.
At 12.15 p.m. we continued our journey, hoping to reach
Ngumbo64 in two hours. But we had scarcely sailed for half an hour,
when we saw coming towards us a group of canoes, moving at full
speed. These were the fishermen whom the superior, Father Colibault,
had sent out in front of us to greet us and provide and escort. These
good men had travelled to meet us, that is to say, for two hours. On
drawing near, they formed two groups of 10 to 12 canoes each. At the
head of each group was a larger canoe, flying two pennants. The two
groups passed on either side of our vessel, giving us the formal greeting, clapping, kneeling and cheering. Then they escorted us, while executing some truly admirable movements. The canoes with pennants
went first, forming a circle and passing near us, going in the opposite
direction. All the other canoes followed them, greeting us as they
passed, and taking up their former position 50 metres away. During
this time the oarsmen in our boat advanced gently, singing “We are car79

rying the lion's mother”. This phrase “lion's mother” expresses the very
height of grandeur and power, seeing that it is the lion to which she
gives birth. The drums which were in some of the canoes resounded
furiously without stopping. Our boat had to slow down and even come
to a halt during these ceremonies and clever movements.
So we arrived at 3 p.m., not 2 p.m. As we moved forward, new
canoes came to join the first and take part in the joyful manoevres.
About 400 metres from our landing place, the mission boat, decorated with flags and filled with singing children, came to meet us, under
Father Superior's direction. The latter greeted us warmly. A small boy
presented me with a large bouquet of flowers, while the whole boat
resounded with joyful cries and all eyes were fixed on me. Escorted
thus by this not unimpressive flotilla, we came alongside. We found
the landing place and the whole hill that dominates it filled with people, who shouted, sang and cheered. This enormous crowd formed a
line along the 500 metres leading to the church. The oarsmen from the
canoes had run on ahead and were lined up on either side of the path,
holding their oars in the air, like soldiers “porting” arms with their
rifles. In this way we entered the church which was soon full. Father
Colibault said a few words to the crowd which had knelt down to pray.
I asked the Father to tell everyone of my great joy to be in their midst.
Then I blessed them and we quickly moved to the Fathers' house.
They had not yet dined, expecting us to arrive in time to share their
meal. They waited for us, and it was now 3 p.m.
After dinner, we had to go and show ourselves to the multitude still
in the square. Then 6 or 7 cyclists from the region started tricks of
their own in the big square, to the great joy and admiration of the
audience. One of them was particularly clever and would not be out
of place in a squad of European cyclists. He went at full speed with
his hands behind his back, or his arms crossed, and his feet on the handlebars, or both legs on one side of the bicycle. The other cyclists
were not so skilled. Visit to the Sisters at 4.30 p.m. Benediction of the
Blessed Sacrament in the evening, which I presided. Beforehand I was
asked to distribute rosaries to some fifty children who were preparing
for Baptism or First Holy Communion. The hymns were in Latin and
were performed too fast for this great mass of singers. They scarcely
had time to breathe.
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2nd October 1927
Sunday, Feast of the Rosary. I celebrated the 6 a.m. Mass. Many
people came to Communion. Two of us distributed the Sacred Hosts
for a quarter of an hour. High Mass at 9 a.m. with Deacon and SubDeacon. The church was full. The catechumens, who were fairly
numerous, left at the Offertory. After Mass, I visited the different
groups of Catechumens while they were being taught by the catechists. This was happening in the open air, under the shade of several
trees, because there is not enough room in the buildings to accommodate them all. There were four groups of men and six groups of
women, that is to say, catechumens of the 4th, 3rd, 2nd and 1st years. The
sight of all these good people, repeating together the catechism lesson
made an excellent impression on me.
After this, I was asked to baptize 5 or 6 small children. I did so
willingly, happy to make angels of these little Africans. After dinner,
at 2.15 p.m. there was Benediction which I presided, assisted by
Deacon and Sub-deacon. The rosary was recited in Chibemba, in perfect unison. Then after Benediction, I presided over the abjuration of
a Catholic woman, who, living in a European Protestant environment,
had been drawn into heresy. Then I gave a conference to the Sisters,
who had asked me to do so.
Today, and even yesterday afternoon, I had to receive the chiefs of
different villages in the mission. The important chiefs were presented,
accompanied by about forty lesser chiefs. Each brought a gift. For the
important ones, it was a sheep, together with a basket of flour. For the
lesser chiefs, it was a large basket of flour, together with a chicken or
some eggs. In one go, Father Bursar's supply of flour65 was renewed,
and would provide several days' food for the children staying at the mission. I received the chiefs and their gifts, and I asked Father Superior to
tell them of my pleasure at seeing them and my best wishes for them
and their families, especially in all that concerned our holy Faith.
At 5 p.m., surrounded by the children cared for by the Sisters, and
by many catechists and Christians, we went to the cemetery to visit
the graves of our dear deceased confreres, Father Mollinier who died
in 1910 and Father Dehuissier who died in 1920. We prayed the De
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Profundis at their tombs. On our return, we stopped at the little chapel
of Our Lady, built 250 or 300 metres from the church. There, the
Salve Regina was sung in Chibemba and a Memorare was recited,
before we went back to the house.

3rd October 1927
Mass at 6 a.m. at the Sisters. At 8 o'clock, blessing of the newly
built and newly founded schools. All the Fathers were present. At 10
we watched a fishing expedition on the lake. A dozen canoes took
part. The results were very mediocre, as there are few fish in the lake.
After fishing, there was a display of archery in the square. A banana
stem, without its leaves, was planted in the middle of the square.
Three groups of archers armed with bows and arrows, stood 25 metres
away from the target and each one took aim and let fly an arrow. Five
or six arrows penetrated the post. The others passed over it, to one
side or in front. Loud shouts acclaimed the success of those who won.
In the afternoon there was a canoe regatta, to win the prize cow
which had been positioned far out in the lake. At 10 a.m. Father
Desmarais arrived here from Elizabethville66. He wanted to go to Fort
Rosebery67. His motor cycle is out of order. Half way there, he took a
boat, got to this boma and then to Ngumbo, arriving here at 10 a.m.

4th October 1927
Mass at 5 a.m. Departure at 6.15. in the Chilubi boat, the Ngumbo
boat not being sea worthy because of its poor condition. The crossing
was calm. At midday, we called into Manga Island to have our dinner
there. On returning to the open lake, we saw the heads and backs of
several hippopotamus which were taking exercise in the lake. At 3
p.m. we arrived at Nsombo where we disembarked on the causeway
leading to the village. On arrival, we were told that Father Lassonery
had gone to an important outstation six miles away, and that he was
waiting for us there. Since Brother Severin's lorry happened to be at
Nsombo just then, Father Mazé and I got into it to go to Chabuka
Sanshya. We would be able to come back more quickly the next day.
Father Welfelé remained at Nsombo for further ministry. We arrived
at Chabuka Sanshya at 5.30, having seen three important villages
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which are all served from the central outstation. Everywhere, we were
greeted with ululation and loud cheering. Father Lassonery went
ahead of us up to the place where the car could no longer go. He was
followed by a large group of neophytes and catechumens who took
our luggage and came after us, singing and dancing. In this outstation
they intend to build a church and a school in brick. All the materials
are ready. The choir of the church had just been finished 2 or 3 days
ago. I will say Mass in it tomorrow morning. The Christians will
attend in the open air. We had supper in the temporary mud brick
chapel and I slept in the tent with Father Lassonery.

5th October 1927
Parish Mass at 6 a.m. in the choir of the new church, that is to say,
in the open air. There was a large congregation, because people had
come from the surrounding and adjacent villages, which is a rare
event in this country. I gave Communion to 160 people. After Mass, I
blessed this pious crowd and took a quick breakfast, since we left for
Nsombo at 7.30, where we took on Father Welfelé and the rest of our
luggage. Father Lassonery had a lift in our car. We left Nsombo at 8
a.m. and reached Ipusukilo at 11.30, without incident. It was a fast
journey. In the afternoon, canonical visitation of the mission station.

6th October 1927
Parish Mass at 6 a.m., at which Father Lassonery preached. Two of
us gave Communion to a great many people. I gave Communion to the
men. They were very pious. During the day, I interviewed the confreres, visited the works of the mission, saw the finished buildings and
those under construction. I was impressed by the operation of the store.
The Africans come to buy - in exchange for flour, peanuts, and their
other produce - cloth, religious books, rosaries etc. A large group of
catechists is at the mission for educational reasons. These are the
“internal scholars” required by the Government. A former seminarian
is their teacher and also plays the harmonium in church. I visit them in
“school” and it made the best possible impression on me. A cultural
fact: these good Africans have no other pocket handkerchief than that
of “Father” Adam. When their nose is bunged up, they take hold of it
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between their thumb and index finger and squeeze the nostrils to expel
the contents vigorously on to the ground. They have been forbidden to
do this in class for reasons of hygiene. So, when the need arises, they
ask permission to go out and blow their nose, as they do for other, more
important, calls of nature. Because of this, I have seen many come out,
empty the nasal cavities and return to class straight away.

7th October 1927
Mass at 5 a.m. Departure for Chibote68 at 6 o'clock, where the
blessing of the new church is due to take place on Sunday 9th. We
take with us Father Schoeffer and Brother Gabriel who are invited to
the ceremony. The road was good for the first 60 kilometres, but mostly difficult for the last 30. It is in the bush. The surface was recently
repaired rather superficially several days ago. Sometimes it is narrow
and tree branches break against the vehicle, incidentally breaking the
two bicycles which are attached to either side of the lorry. Moreover,
it is in a swamp, a river that must be crossed on shaky bridges. The
logs which support the bridges plunge deeper under the car's weight.
Further on, rocks obstruct the road and cannot be removed. In freeing
itself, the lorry make formidable leaps and bounds. In this way, we
ended up arriving at midday, after a pretty rough journey of six hours.
A large crowd welcomed us with ululation, clapping and ordinary
shouts, all performed on their knees, according local etiquette. Several
elderly people even lay on their backs and clapped hands, the highest
mark of respect, formerly reserved for only the important chiefs.
We have dinner. At 2 p.m., in one go, Father Hofwegen presents all
the Christians who want to greet me. At 4.30 the big chief comes to see
me and give me a gift: 2 chickens. He is accompanied by a large group
of his men. I receive him as best I can, with the help of Brother James as
interpreter, the Fathers being in the confessional. Several village chiefs
come during the evening, paying their respects and bringing me gifts.

8th October 1927
At 6 o'clock this morning I baptized 5 old men and 7 old women,
who became belated children of God. The oldest, who could no
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longer stand on his own legs, received the name of Moses. After the
baptism, I celebrated Mass and gave First Holy Communion to all
these old neophytes. I was so moved at seeing these old men and
women, belated recipients of God's mercy, who did not take easily to
these ceremonies, receive God's grace at my hands. At 2 o'clock a
great chief visited me. He came in a machila69, accompanied by a
large number of his people, who cheered and sang and clapped. He
came to greet me and offer his present: a large basket of flour and 3
chickens. Then he asked permission for his people to dance outside
the house in the evening. Permission was granted, on condition that
the dances forbidden by the Fathers and even by the British authorities, should be excluded from the programme. It was agreed and
immediately everyone went to the requisite place. The drum resounded vigorously and the dance began, accompanied by singing and
shouting. The session lasted until 5 p.m. Then the chief got back on
to his machila and returned home with his escort. This time, however, the escort was very much reduced. Most of the people had stayed
on the dance floor, hoping to continue their joyful romp until prayer
time at 6 p.m.

9th October 1927
Sunday. Today the new church built by Brother James, with bricks
made by Brother Eusebius in long months of work, is due to be
blessed. At 6 a.m. I celebrated the first Mass. The old church was full
and everyone went to Communion. Giving Communion took a full
half hour and we were two doing it! The Christians received
Communion very piously. It was a great consolation for me to see
this. The blessing of the new church began at 8 a.m. As at Ntakataka,
I presided the ceremony, surrounded by all the missionaries present.
Afterwards, High Mass was sung by Father Welfelé, with Deacon
and Sub-deacon. The Missa de Angelis70 was sung, but the tempo was
too slow. Communions at Mass were still very many. At 2 p.m.
Benediction with Deacon and Sub-deacon and myself presiding, that
is to say, I was celebrant. At 2.30 I paid a visit to the cemetery to pray
at the grave of Father Legendre, killed on a pastoral visit, a day's
journey from here.
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10th October 1927
The day was spent chatting with the confreres of the mission in my
room. Yesterday and the day before, they were too busy to do it.

11th October 1927
Rose at 3.30 a.m. Mass and breakfast. At 5.30 a.m. the car started
and we left for Chilubula. It is a journey of 240 kilometres, through
nothing but forest. The roads made the lorry bounce alarmingly. The
springs could not take it. At 12.30 p.m. we had refreshments that were
somewhat light, on a river bank. Then we got back into the car, arriving at Chilubula at 6.30 p.m. When we got out of the car, we were
totally exhausted. But we did not bless Providence any the less for the
way the journey was carried out, without any incident or disagreement.
Mgr.Larue, informed of our arrival, came to greet us in the evening.

12th October 1927
An ordinary day at the mission. Mgr. Larue visited me and we had
a discussion. He also had dinner with us. It was a day of rest, which
was certainly opportune.

13th October 1927
The day was spent at the mission and the seminary where we had dinner. Conversations with Monsignor and the three Fathers of the seminary.

14th October 1927
A peaceful day like the two preceding days. I had conversations with
the Fathers of the mission itself. Every day I celebrated the 6 a.m. parish
Mass, with at least 50 or 60 people going to Communion. Rosary during
Mass and Benediction afterwards for the month of the Rosary.

15th October 1927
An ordinary day spent at the mission. At 11 a.m. the motor car
arrived from Rosa bringing new arrivals from Marseille, Father van
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Sambeek, together with Fathers Fayet and Lemière, and Brother
Christophe who has waited 10 days at Rosa for the car to come. With
Father Juillet and Brother Elisée, these are the this year's recruits and
returnees. Father Etienne remained in Europe because of illness.

16th October 1927
Sunday. I celebrated the parish Mass at 6.15. There were many
going to Communion. Two of us gave Communion. At 8 a.m. Father
Lemière sang the High Mass. He has just come from Jerusalem. This
is a new experience for him and he is very moved by all he sees and
hears, especially to see so many going to Communion. Mgr. Larue
came for the High Mass and dined with us. In the evening the big chief
came to greet me. In the morning, the catechist of Fort Jameson, whom
we had brought home, with his family, came with his family to visit me
and thank us. He was happy to be back home. He brought the gift of a
basket of flour and a chicken.

17th October 1927
An ordinary day. I talk with the Brothers, who are qualified in different types of work, about the appointments of new arrivals etc. I shall
sleep at the seminary.

18th October 1927
I celebrate the 6 a.m. community Mass at the seminary. The seminarians did the singing throughout the Mass. The hymns were very
well sung with the tempo and variation that was needed. After Mass,
they recited many prayers and invocations, as their act of thanksgiving.
After breakfast, a fairly long discussion with Mgr. Larue about the
Vicariate: avoid whatever could diminish the courage and initiative of
the missionaries, always appear happy with them - they deserve it. In the
statistics avoid drawing attention to those who had a year that was worse
than the preceding one, only demand success and progress in so far as
Providence wishes and achieves it by the means provided; always appear
joyful. Monsignor presents a young African to me, aged 18, who has sev87

eral times asked and even insisted on,
becoming a Brother. It is something
to think about.

19th October 1927
Parish Mass at 6 a.m. The day was
devoted to correspondence. Father
van Sambeek returned to Rosa. At
4.15 I went to give a short conference
to the Sisters, at their request. During
the day, Father Marsan brought a
group of people who had suffered
mutilation in the past: 10 who were
blind, 2 with hands amputated, 2 with
ears cut off, and a woman whose lips
had been similarly cut.

Fr. Jan van Sambeek.

20th October 1927
Parish Mass at 6 a.m. In the morning Mr. Lathem, Director of
Education for Northern Rhodesia, was brought by Mr. Wyllis, Resident
at Kasama, by car, to inspect the schools. He was, in fact, expected. He
visited Father Marsan's “scolares” and declared himself very satisfied
with the progress made since last year. He then visited the Sisters'
school, especially the boarders, and appeared equally satisfied. The
two gentlemen then had dinner with the Fathers. Mgr. Larue, who had
seen them in the morning, also stayed to dine with them. They left,
apparently happy. However, Mr. Lathem almost went off with my felt
hat, given him by my socius in mistake for his own. Luckily the error
was discovered in time.
Parish Mass at 6 a.m. The day was devoted to correspondence.
Nothing of note. The mail arrives from France. La Croix announces the
retirement of Cardinal Billot71.

22nd October 1927
Feast of Saint Salomé. The mission's Sisters have invited me to celebrate Holy Mass in their chapel on the feast of their Venerable
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Mother72, Superior General for so long (46 years). I willingly accepted
the invitation. The six Sisters and their postulants attended the Mass,
sang beautifully and went to Holy Communion. The exception was
Sister Genevieve, who has been very tired for several days, and had to
take something during the night.

23rd October 1927
After the Parish Mass at 6.15 a.m., at which many came to
Communion, I had the great joy of baptizing 45 adults, among whom
I saw elderly men, a blind person and a legless cripple. At the same
time, Father Lemière, recently arrived here, baptized 65 women of the
same age and with the same condition. At 8.30 these newly baptized
attended High Mass and made their First Holy Communion. I am not
at all used to such touching sights and I always come away from them
very moved. At midday, Monsignor who had come to attend the High
Mass, dined with us, and at the end of the meal I repeated in front of
all the confreres, my present feelings and my satisfaction with all I had
experienced throughout the Vicariate, my well founded hopes and my
best wishes for the future. After Benediction, and before going back to
the seminary, Monsignor came to say “goodbye”. because I shall be
leaving early tomorrow. He insisted on my giving him my blessing!
And he embraced me very affectionately. At 5 p.m. the seminarians,
accompanied by all their Fathers also came to wish me farewell. I
blessed them with all my heart, while a photographer unexpectedly
recorded the scene on a photographic plate. I went quickly to greet the
White Sisters for the last time. After supper, there were farewells and
fraternal embraces for the confreres, who would be celebrating Mass
at the time of my departure.

24th October 1927
Mass at 5.30 a.m. At 6.35 the lorry, loaded with our luggage and
ourselves, leapt into action and took the road to Kasama-Kapatu. At
11.15 we arrived safely at Nymbo, an outstation of Rosa. Father van
Sambeek73 the superior of Rosa, had arrived before us in his car,
which was also carrying two bicycles. We met together in the chapel,
and, after reciting an Our Father and Hail Mary together with a
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group of neophytes who had come up to welcome us, we settled into
the house of God, which is also the house of his priests. We had dinner there. In view of the poverty of Kapatu, we were carrying in
Father van Sambeek's car a suitcase and two beds. So we climbed
into the car and continued with all speed along the road to Kapatu,
while Fathers van Sambeek and Mazé, got on to their bicycles and
took the road to Rosa The lorry containing our luggage remained at
Nymbo, entrusted to the catechist caretaker of the chapel. Brother
Severin will take it in several days time, drive it to Rosa, collect us
in our turn and take us, with our equipment to Lake Tanganyika. We
got to Kapatu at 4 p.m., having driven 100 kilometres in 3 hours,
through unchanging African forest. The road was good, and, since
there was no risk of meeting oncoming traffic, there was no need to
slacken speed.
At Kapatu74, they were not so ready to receive us… and we arrived
while they were still preparing our reception. But the welcome was
nonetheless affectionate and, above all, noisy, because a large crowd
had gathered to see the expected big chief. There were especially a
great many children who had come from faraway villages to receive
their 3 or 4 weeks instruction at the mission, and also a large group
of catechumens who were due to be baptized in several days time.
We entered the large and beautiful church, recently built, to thank
Our Lord for our safe journey. The crowd entered with us and filled
the building. Father Daubechies75, the Superior, said a few words to
the congregation and finished by asking them to pray for me.
Everyone then recited an Our Father and a Hail Mary in Chibemba.
We then entered the mission station and took possession of the
lodgings prepared for us. The preparation consisted mainly in emptying a room so as to give it to the Superior General, and doubling up
the beds in the other rooms to accommodate the other visitors, since
we are four altogether. After light refreshments, in order to loosen up
the limbs, we made a tour of the garden, the orchard and other areas
under cultivation, admiring the fertility of the red soil, watered in
abundance and enjoying a temperate climate. Speaking of climate,
Kapatu is the best mission in the vicariate, and tired missionaries are
sent there to recuperate.
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25th October 1927
Like everywhere else, I was asked to celebrate the 6 a.m. parish
Mass. It was a Communion Mass, and indeed I had the joy of giving
Holy Communion to more than a hundred people, children and adults,
men and women. Among the baptizandi of the following week there
were seven children, aged 10, 12 and 14, who had completed their catechism already for some time and were ready to be baptized immediately. I was asked to baptize them myself today. I willingly accepted
and the baptisms took place at 4.30 p.m. May these dear little neophytes always remain faithful to the grace of their baptism.
After the baptism, I visited the schools, the dormitories of the
boarders… and watched how supper was served. In the kitchen, the
cooks placed in small wicker baskets, which serve as plates, an abundant helping of bwali76, which they had just prepared, a kind of black
dough, to which peanuts were added. Each basket-plate held enough
for five people. These sat down on the ground in the usual way around
the plate and plunged their hand into it, bringing out a handful of
bwali. This they rolled into a ball which they put in their mouth and
swallowed with evident satisfaction. Then they licked their fingers
and, without more ado, plunged them again into the basket to repeat
the process until the plate was completely empty. All this was carried
out in complete silence, each being afraid to lose a bite by speaking.
This would have made them lag behind their table companions!
Afterwards, I went to the cemetery to pray at the grave of dear
Father Ducourant, my former novice, who died two years ago in tragic circumstances.

26th October 1927
Parish Mass at 6 a.m. The seven children I baptized yesterday made
their First Holy Communion. More than 100 others came up for
Communion. At the express wish of Mgr. Larue, Father Daubechies
took various group photos, in each of which I also figured: 1. With my
seven little neophytes, 2. With the school children, 3. With the confreres, 4. Among the travelers emerging from the car on arrival.
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27th October 1927
Mass at 4.45 a.m. At 6, we got into the car again and took the road
to Rosa with all speed, to the cheers of the Christians. Father Charleis,
appointed to Chilubula Seminary, replaced Father Lemière in the car.
Father Lemière was taking over his ministry at Kapatu. At 9, we
reached Nymbo outstation where we had left the lorry. Father Charleis
got out there and was to wait there for Brother Severin, our driver. The
latter was due to come at midday to take his lorry back to Chilubula.
So we took the road to Rosa77 where we arrived at 9.35. They did not
expect us before 10.30. Did that mean that the reception which had
been prepared did not take place? No, not at all! It would take place
just the same! I went into the house and hid myself for a time, while
the final preparations were made in a hurry. During this time I went to
see poor Father Alphonse van Sambeek. He is so ill that I have to take
him with me to Tanganyika to take the boat for Europe, unless Father
de Foucauld works the miracle for which we are praying.
Then I emerged to the cheers and songs of the crowd, and entered
the temporary church. which is far from being a cathedral. The walls
are of mud brick, with the rest to match. However, it is all decked with
banners attached to the beams and rafters. The altar is covered in flowers. I presided at Benediction and, very moved, I blessed the crowd and
especially the dear, sick confrere who was not there.

28th October 1927
Parish Mass at 6 a.m. Many people received Holy Communion, like
everywhere else: children, men of all ages, women with babies on their
backs or at their breasts. At 8 a.m. I visited the Teacher Training
College. It has two sections. The first has 25 students aged between 25
and 40, all married. They asked to study here in order to fulfill
Government requirements for village teachers. One of them read an
address in English, composed by himself and very well written. I
replied through an interpreter, and told them of my joy and my satisfaction, and giving them my encouragements and best wishes. Then,
since there was a blank map of Africa there, questions were put to them
based on the map and their replies were very satisfactory. The second
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section for younger students from 16, 18, to 20 years old, counted
some 40 pupils. They were less advanced than the first and had not yet
learned English. They presented their compliments to me in Chibemba.
I thanked them in French, telling them of my happiness and satisfaction, and expressing my encouragements, my advice, my good wishes,
my hope that they would be exemplary Catholics and preachers,
because they were more educated. To show my interest in their studies, I had a problem given to them to be resolved immediately. And all
of them handed me their slates to show me their answer, All except one
solved the problem. I congratulated them.
However, there was a large group of small school children, aged 5 to
12 or 14, who were waiting outside, impatiently and noisily. I therefore
left the Teacher Training Centre and was led to a shelter of tree branches put up for the occasion. The session began. The youngsters were
there, joined also by the trainee teachers and a big crowd of Mums and
Dads. They began with a song of welcome composed by Fabiano, head
of the trainees and model pupil. The tune was a Breton melody, like the
songs of Botrel78. The performance was perfect. After this, the young
children alone, boys and girls, in small groups of 4 or 2, performed
graceful movements like those of the local dances, in the middle of the
circle formed by the audience. These always ended with their giving a
deep bow from a kneeling position, all this while singing about the
coming of the big chief, and expressing varied good wishes for him.
This session was really interesting. It ended with gymnastic exercises,
or rather, a kind of military drill, carried out by all the trainee teachers,
under the command of Father Superior himself. The women and children, who had never seen anything like it before, were enchanted, or
rather astounded. In fact, these exercises were performed in unison, and
with perfect control… scarcely a month after the first lessons were held.
I could not have been happier with all I had just seen.
After the session, I was introduced to a delegation of people from
Kayambi79, who arrived yesterday evening with Father Davoust, to
bring the compliments of the Christians at this mission and their
regrets that I cannot go to see them there! I expressed my joy at seeing
them and to tell their fellow Christians how happy I would have been
to visit them, but I am unable to do so. Father Davoust also brought me
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a letter from Father Superior and from the Sisters: 4 little letters in
Chibemba from their Children of Mary. I asked Father Welfelé to
translate them. They are very touching in their naïve and simple sentiments. Mr. Lathem arrived at 11 a.m. This gentleman seems very well
disposed towards our missionaries, who for their part do all they can to
collaborate seriously in the work of education of which he is the director. He had dinner and supper with us, very satisfied with the frugal
menu which we were obliged to serve him on a Friday.
Benediction and Rosary at 5.30. A large congregation.

29th October 1927
Parish Mass at 6 a.m. Communion and hymns like yesterday. Mr.
Lathem continues his visit to the schools and school children.
Yesterday evening, he was in a meeting until 10.30 p.m. with Fathers
van Sambeek, Mazé and Tanguy, to study and discuss with them questions relating to the organization of native education. One felt that he
needed to enlighten himself with the help of those who had an experience of African peoples. He dined again with us and, after dinner, said
“Goodbye”. He left again to inspect and consult with other Europeans
engaged in teaching, that is to say, the Protestants.
This afternoon, two important chiefs arrived, each carried on the
shoulders of one of their men, and accompanied by about 10 village
chiefs and a large group of their subjects, men and women, singing in the
local fashion and ululating. The most important among these chiefs sent
me the gift of a basket of flour and two chickens, the other gave me only
one chicken. They were made to sit down at the place prepared for my
reception yesterday, and while waiting for me to come, the women started to perform local dances. Africans, especially the women, cannot rest
a moment without dancing. I arrived in the middle of the dance. Behind
the chiefs drawn up in front of me, a dancer with a feather headdress,
animal skins around his waist, and a traditional drum, began to beat the
drum furiously and perform strange, jerky dance movements. His body
became twisted. He stamped the ground again and again with his bare
feet and the strings of bells which were tied to his ankles made a deafening sound. Facing him, three young men, 10 to 15 years old, with bells
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on their legs, danced with him and like him, trying to imitate his movements while singing. These were the chief's official dancers, and he
believed he was paying us great honour by making them dance before
us. For several minutes we watched this rather wild scene. But it was hot
and 4 o'clock in the afternoon. The sun's burning rays beat down on our
feeble shade of leaves. The Africans, chiefs and others, were in the full
sun, but did not seem to be uncomfortable, except perhaps the great
chief, whose face was wiped of sweat from time to time by an old servant, who also brushed his bald head with a switch of animal hair like a
fly whisk. After 3 or 4 minutes, my confreres said it was not wise to stay
any longer. Father van Sambeek went over to the chiefs with me, and,
armed with a spoon, he dipped it into pot filled with snuff, and offered
the precious powder to the visitors. On seeing this, all the faces lit up.
The big chief held out both hands, according to the custom here, to
receive the gift, and ordered all his subjects to clap to express their
thanks and contentment. All the other chiefs did the same, and one could
appreciate the fact that a spoonful of snuff had much greater value for
these people than a spoonful of salt. Salt is more like a coin of exchange.
When the distribution was over, I left the visitors, who were enchanted
with the reception they were given and, above all, with the gift they had
received… and I went back into the house, while the dancing continued.

30th October 1927
Feast of Christ the King. I celebrated the parish Mass at 6.30 a.m.
Two of us gave Holy Communion to a large number of people. After
breakfast, I blessed the
new Fathers' House, the
building of which was
just finished. Then High
Mass at 8.45 sung by Father Davoust. After
Mass, the Blessed Sacrament remained on the altar until 2.30 p.m. This
was in fulfillment of the
vow made by the Vicar
Apostolic during the Teacher Training College at Rosa.
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war, to save the vicariate from this
scourge. Groups of the faithful came,
as directed by a catechist, to make
half an hour of adoration. The catechist led them in reciting vocal
prayers and in singing hymns. It was
really very edifying. After High
Mass, we went to see the “lake” created a kilometre from the mission the work of the Fathers - by
damming the water of the Rosa River, and diverting it to irrigate the
plantations and areas of cultivation.
The river was dammed for its whole Fr. François Tanguy.
width by an elevated causeway.
When there is more water than needed, it flows over the top and into the
old river bed. It is really a basin with a dam to retain the water, of the
kind created in Algeria and the Egyptian Sudan. But it is truly a happy
solution, because there is now plenty of water throughout the property.
In the afternoon, there was Benediction, and then the visit of the
mission catechists, who wanted absolutely to have the privilege of
being received by the big chief.
The young Father Alphonse van Sambeek, for whom all of us, missionaries and Christians, urgently prayed that he might be miraculously cured through the intercession of Father de Foucauld, has not had the
happiness of receiving this grace. He will take the Tanganyika road with
us tomorrow to return to Europe. The lorry will bring our luggage.

31st October 1927
Mass at 5 a.m. Departure for Abercorn80 and Lake Tanganyika in
Father (Jan) van Sambeek's car. We took with us Father Alphonse van
Sambeek, who, accompanied by Father Pineau, will go to Kigoma, Dar
es Salaam and Marseille. We got to Abercorn at midday, and then to
Mpulungu, the port in the south of Lake Tanganyika, at 4 p.m. We
found the boat “Lima” already there. Father Huwiler81,who had come
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to meet us and who will accompany us on the visit to his region, was
waiting for us on the landing stage, which - it should be said - is rather
primitive. We went aboard the boat. Fathers Pineau and van Sambeek
for Kigoma. myself and Fathers Mazé and Huwiler for Kala. We said
“Goodbye” to Father (Jan) van Sambeek, Treasurer of the Vicariate,
and Brother Severin, who drove us for so many kilometres in his lorry.

Father Voillard.
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Father Voillard.
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two missions of Minga and Naviruli which Father Voillard was about to visit,
were therefore in Northern Rhodesia. It was only in 1968 that the missions
situated in this diocese were attached to the Zambian Region.
41 Fort Jameson, today Chipata.
42 Minga is in the territory of the Nsenga. This aera was evangelised by
South African Missionaries of the Dutch Reformed Church. Their mission was
at Hofmeyer. Our confrere called them "The Boers".
43 The mission of Mphangwe was opened in 1914 (near Katete), but the site
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had to reside in the "Native Reserves". The mission therefore found it was
surrounded by European farms and at some distance from the local people.
That was why in 1927 (the year of Father Voillard'svisit) the Fathers left
Mphangwe and began a new mission at Naviruli, near the African villages.
44 Literally: "there being no dishonourable receptacle".
45 Fort Manning is today Mchinji.
46 Before the liturgical reforms of Vatican II, the epistle was read on the right
hand side of the altar, and the Gospel on the left. As churches used to be oriented towards the East, the epistle was read facing the Christian countries to
the south of Rome, while Gospel was read facing the countries of the
Barbarian north!
47 This was the Lundazi-Chinsali track that crossed the river Lwangwa and
went over the Mchinga mountains.
48 Boma is a term that refers to all centres of British colonial administration,
or by extension the power itself. After political independence the term was
kept for all the new forms of government authority. The word comes from
Swahili and refers to any kind of fortified, defensive building, a fort.
49 This caravan was composed of 23 carriers of loads, 5 rickshaw men for
the Superior General, two others on bicycles, the cook, the boy. the catechist
and his family. So it was a group of 37 people, accompanying Fathers
Voillard, Mazé and Welfelé across the Lwangwa and the Mchinga mountains.
(Petit Echo 1927, p.121.)
50 Benedicamus Domino (Let us bless the Lord), the ritual formula for waking other confreres.
51 In the account which he published in the Petit Echo, p.122, Father Mazé
notes: "Everything is new in this intervicarial region, where the White Fathers
have not yet begun the work of evangelization anywhere. The country as a
whole is in the hands of the Protestants, Boers and Scottish Calvinists, and
in most of the villages we visited there is a school...it is not pleasant for
Catholic missionaries to travel eight days without stopping, through their own
field of apostolate and to find everywhere, without exception, instead of their
own chapels and catechists, heretic schools and teachers."
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52 Chilonga mission was founded in 1899 and is one of the oldest missions
in the vicariate. In 1927 it had 6,871 baptized Christians.
53 Malole Mission was founded in 1922 in an area already evangelized for
a long time by missionaries from Chilubula. Malole was the place where Mgr.
Dupont first met the King of the Bemba in 1898. In 1927 it had 5,350 baptized
Christians.
54 Chilubula was founded by Mgr. Dupont in 1898. He established his residence there. Chilubula remained the headquarters of the diocese until 1952,
when it was transferred to Kasama, capital of the province. Mgr. Dupont died
in Tunisia in 1930 and his remains were brought to Chilubula in 2000, where
they were reburied in his former cathedral. At the time of Father Voillard's visit
in 1927, there were 6, 871 baptized Christians in the parish.
55 Mgr. Etienne Larue (1868-1935) took his missionary oath in 1889. After a
period of teaching at Jerusalem and Binson, he came to Bangweolo in 1913.
He was the first Vicar Apostolic of Bangweolo.
56 Barza means verandah.
57 Curiously, the manuscript text has the phrase "Bwana Mulungu" which
means "Lord God". Has Father Voillard mixed up Bwana Mulungu and
Bwana Muzungu, which means "White Chief"?
58 In fact, it was in 1926, that Mgr. Larue brought together the first, would
be, Sisters of the Congregation of the Child Jesus.
59 The Junior Seminary was started in 1919 and was moved to Lubushi in
1928.
60 Chief Mwamba cf. Petit Echo 1928, p.2.
61 This mission was started at Chibofwe in 1914, and was transferred to
Ipusukiro in 1918. At the time of the Superior General's visit it counted 5,532
Christians.
62 Chilubi mission was opened in 1903. In 1927 it had 4,334 Christians.
63 La Joliette is the Port of Marseille.
64 The mission of Ngumbo was founded in 1905. In 1936 a new name was
chosen for it: Lubwe. This refers to the precise site of the mission station,
whereas the name Ngumbo refers to the surrounding region. In 1927 it counted 2,737 Christians.
65 Red millet flour.
66 Now called Lubumbashi (Congo).
67 Now called Mansa. Rosebery was the name of a British Prime Minister.
68 Chibote mission was founded in 1910, and has 3,253 Christians.
69 Machila, a hammock carried by several men.
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70 The Missa de Angelis (Mass of the Angels) is one of the most famous
Masses in Gregorian Chant.
71 Actually, Cardinal Louis Billot S.J., celebrated theologian and lecturer at
the Gregorian University, had resigned from the College of Cardinals, to
express his opposition to Pope Pius XI, who had just condemned the Action
Française movement of Charles Mauras.
72 Mother Mary Salome Roudaut (1847-1930) entered the novitiate of the
Missionary Sisters of Our Lady of Africa (White Sisters) in 1872, and was
Superior General from 1882 to 1925. She is considered as Co-Foundress of
this Congregation started by Cardinal Lavigerie at Algiers in 1869.
73 Father Jan van Sambeek (1886-1966) was to become the first
Administrator of the missio sui juris of Lwangwa 1933-1937, before becoming Vicar Apostolic of Tanganyika in 1937, then of Kigoma from 1947 to 1958.
(See H. Hinfelaar: Footsteps on the Sands of Time. The Life of Bishop Jan
van Sambeek. History Series No. 8, M.Afr., Rome 2007.)
74 Founded in 1905 under the name of Kaliminwa, the mission took the
name Kapatu in 1909. At the time of Father Voillard's visit it had 3,900 baptized Catholics.
75 Father Marcel Daubechies (1897-1988) would become Bishop of
Kasama from 1949 to 1965.
76 Bwali is the Chibemba term for the thick porridge which constitutes the
staple food.
77 The mission of Rosa was started in 1922. In 1927 it counted 2,929 baptized.
78 Theodore Botrel (1868-1925) was a Breton singer and composer who
was very popular in France at the beginning of the 20th century.
79 Founded in 1895, Kayambi was the second mission (after Mambwe)
opened in Northern Rhodesia and the first in Bemba territory. In 1927 ut had
3,366 baptized Christians.
80 In 1895 the head quarters of Chief Zombe was baptized Abercorn, after
the President of the British South Africa Company, which was responsible for
administering the country. In 1964, after Zambian independence, the town
took the name of Mbala.
81 Burkhard Huwiler (1868-1954) was Regional (1926-1929) at the time of
Father Voillard's visit. He was Regional Superior for the three Nyanza vicariates, and Tabora and Tanganyika. From 1929 to 1946 he was Bishop of
Bukoba.
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