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EDITORIAL

The main article in this issue is ‘My Work - Some Casual Reflections’ by the late Fr.
Arnold (Naud) Grol W.F.  Fr. Naud was well known to some of our readers in the UK and
Europe.  He was a pioneer in the work which he did with parking-boys and street children
in Nairobi.  
Fr. Naud’s example inspired many and set a standard to be followed.  Along with other
concerned people he founded the ‘Undugu Society of Kenya’ and helped it on its way to
becoming the independent organisation it is today.  Fr. Naud’s life shows that even if an
individual’s “work is a drop in the ocean”, that drop can really mean something and have
a lasting effect.  
We hope to run further articles on the plight of street children and slum dwellers in future
issues of the magazine during the coming year.  Such items will help to bring home to us
the problems faced by the urban populations in various parts of Africa.  The difficulties
which people face in Africa’s growing cities are similar to those which we have in some
of our inner cities.  Unfortunately they are often made worse by the continent’s lack of
basic health and social facilities.  
In the article ‘Brittany Remembers a Very Special Daughter’ we remember the roots of
the White Sisters.  We hear how the 150th. anniversary of Mother Salome’s birth, the first
Superior General, was celebrated in her home region.  
‘Home and Away’ brings us up to date with what is happening with various White Fathers
and White Sisters.  Sadly, once again, some have left us and we give appreciations of Frs.
Naud Grol and Alf Harrison, and Sr. Margaret Tansey - may they rest in peace.  
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their traditional marriage.  The girls are intro-
duced to adult life by their grandmothers.

In town all this is gradually disappearing.
Young people still rely partly on their ‘ex-
tended’ family, but often there is no member
of their extended family in town.  The men
often leave their wives at home to look after
the agricultural field and to look after the cows
and husbands live hundreds of kilometres away
from their wives.  This is why many men take
a second wife in town and it is the reason why
there are so many prostitutes.  That is how in
town good African traditional values are dis-
appearing.  A boy of thirteen years just goes
to a European type of hospital to be circumcised
and is not taught how to behave well in life at
the same time.  If he is a Catholic, the boy
might be taught the Catholic religion through
a catechism.  But in most Catholic catechisms
not much is said about the urban situation,
honesty in daily life, corruption, how to treat
your husband or wife well according to your
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community life surrounded by their own tribe
and own family.  In the bush, they live the life
of an ‘extended family’ and not just the type
of European family, which are mainly the
father, the mother, and the children.  The ‘ex-
tended family’ means that the older and younger
brothers of your father are also your fathers,
so you have many fathers.  Your cousins are
also your brothers and sisters.  This means
that in the bush there are no real orphans.

The grandparents teach their grandchildren
during the time of initiation into life, when
they are about thirteen years old.  It is often
during this time that young boys and even
girls are circumcised.  During this time of
initiation, the grandparents teach them how to
live according to the rules of their own tribe.
The boys are taught the tasks of a man: how
he should treat his wife when married, how to
respect her during the day and during the
night; how much they have to pay to the parents
of the girl before marrying her and during

The following article was written some years
ago and describes the motives and incentive
which were behind the work of the late Fr.
Naud Grol.  It is in his own words and reflects
the concerns he had, all through his life, for
the marginalised people of society.  The issues
raised here are still relevant in Kenya today,
as well as in every major city around the world.

As I am not an intellectual, I just write
down some casual reflections about my work
in no particular order.  Everything on earth is
relative so are my reflections.  I am open to
change any of my opinions and ideas.

When one thinks of missionaries, most
people think at once about the work done by
missionaries in the bush.  Formerly you could
hardly think about a missionary without a bushy
beard.  I worked twelve years in the bush of
the Catholic Diocese of Sumbawanga, Tanzania.
During four months each year, I was on the
road, for two weeks on end, travelling with
donkeys and sleeping in the houses of the
Africans.  Often I was awakened during the
night, by the noise of the chickens in the room,
which they had forgotten to take out.  Often
also I could hardly sleep at night because of
the noise of beating drums, dancing and drink-
ing by many people together in the hut next
to the one where I slept.

During twelve years, for some hours each
day I studied a difficult African language that
was called Kifipa and was not well known by
most missionaries.  Most missionaries in our
diocese only knew Kiswahili, the African
Esperanto, and Lingua Franca, an artificially
created language.  This is a language spoken
in many countries of Central Africa and which
is the official language in Tanzania and Kenya.

Fr. Naud’s obituary may be found on pages 24 and 254

I think that every missionary before work-
ing in a big African town, should first work
some years in the bush.  In the bush one can
get the feeling of the African mentality better
and know more about African traditions and
customs.  

All this experience of twelve years in the
bush helped me a lot to understand the ‘African
mentality’.  However, one must be prudent
when speaking about ‘African customs’ and
‘African mentality’, because there are hundreds
of African tribes with different languages,
customs and mentality.  A ‘scugnizzo’ of
Naples, a boy who sleeps in the streets at
night and who spends his time in petty crime
is a ‘European’ and the English medical doc-
tor, who practises after having been through
London University is also a ‘European’.  Both
have a different mentality and way of life.

After twelve years in the bush, I became
the Treasurer General of Sumbawanga Diocese
and advisor to the African Bishop.  This job
helped me a lot to learn how to spend effec-
tively the money, given generally by people
in Europe, who, in most cases, were not rich -
at least according to European standards.
After having been Treasurer for seven years,
I taught an African priest to do the work of a
Treasurer.  We had fifty African priests in our
diocese and I felt that it was time, being a
European, for me to hand over my job to an
African priest.  

Then I started working six months in Dar-
es-Salaam, the capital of Tanzania.  There I
started realising that a missionary cannot work
in a big town in the same way as he used to
work in the bush  The problems are different.
In the bush, Africans live completely a

My Work - Some Casual Reflections
By Fr. Arnold Grol W.F.

Children outside the outside the shelters where they live, within the shadow
one of Nairobi’s luxury hotels



noticed that at night in town, some girls of
about ten years old had already started to be
prostitutes.  We found out the area where they
came from, an area where people live in huts
about one metre high made out of plastic.  In
that area we started a school for boys and girls
as a preventive measure to prostitution.  Ninety
percent of the children in our four schools have
no father.

One day an African Official of the Kenya
Government from the Ministry of Education,
asked me if I could show him our ‘Undugu’
schools and our new system and approaches
to education.  Our schools do not follow the

St. Teresa’s Parish church, Eastleigh, Nairobi
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and squash in the evening.

Then Father Sjef Donders, a White Father
like me, a professor and Catholic Chaplain of
the Nairobi University, told us that we could
teach the boys and girls in the University church.
Later, we also taught them in the hall next to
the church.  For some time, the boys and some
girls went on sleeping in the streets.  The Protes-
tants who had a church opposite the University
Church provided them with a meal at midday.

Up to now, we have four ‘Undugu’ schools
with about 450 pupils, all of them needy boys
and girls.  One school we started because we

tribal customs, how African values can be
adapted to the way of life of the Gospel.

After having experienced six months of
urban apostolate in the big town of Dar-es-
Salaam, I realised that I had to think out new
urban approaches.  The Good News of the
Gospel has to be made relevant to the daily
life of people living in an urban setting, which
is so different from the bush.

Happily after six months in the town of
Dar-es-Salaam my Superiors sent me for one
year to the Gaba Pastoral Institute in Uganda,
an Institute to update priests, sisters and
Catholic lay people.  As I had not studied in a
systematic way for twenty years, I did not
understand what the Aggiornamento of
Vatican Council II and the new theology was
about.  At Gaba for the first time in my life, I
studied such subjects as anthropology and
mass media.  These studies for one full year
at the Pastoral Institute helped me a lot for my
priestly apostolate in the slums of Nairobi,
because after my course, I was appointed to
the Archdiocese of Nairobi in Kenya.

Once in Nairobi I did not start anything
new for the first six months.  I just said Mass,
heard confessions, and taught catechism in
school.  For the rest I tried to get the feeling
of the Nairobi slums, to sense the atmosphere
of utter misery I had never met before in my
life.  During this time, I also tried to learn the
Kikuyu language for three months and then,
the next three months, the Luo language.  People
were eager to teach me in the tea-kiosks you
find along all the streets of the slums and, at
once, I got many friends through teaching me
their language.  They are the two most impor-
tant languages in Kenya, though there are 33
different languages.  The lingua franca of Kenya
is Kiswahili.  This language I knew already,
because I had learnt it in Tanzania.  This is
the language I practically speak the whole
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day in Nairobi.  I have gradually learnt the
kind of Kiswahili spoken by delinquent youth.

The first six months I had no idea what kind
of new approach I should take to the urban
apostolate.  My big principle was “Let it hap-
pen.” “Do not plan new ways sitting at your
table in your room.  Act and reflect.  Start
something practical and then improve on it”.
So after six months, I had noticed, that many
boys and girls were thieves and prostitutes,
because they had no work.

In Kenya, there is no social security system.
If you have no work, you are hungry and you
cannot buy clothes.  You try to steal in order
to smoke marihuana and drink illegal liquor,
in order to forget your misery.  In Tanzania I
had noticed already that youth clubs based on
systems imported from Europe did not work
very well.  Once the priest who was interested
in youth work left the parish, generally the
youth activities would soon die.  So I wanted
to start a youth club that came from the desires
and needs of the boys and girls themselves,
without imposing on them youth activities
they did not like.

After having started three youth clubs in
three different slums of Nairobi, friends came
to me to ask me if I could help them to do some-
thing for the parking-boys.  Parking boys are
boys that sleep at night in the streets and during
the day time show people where they can park
their car, because there are too many cars for
the few parking places in the centre of the town.
These parking-boys are between eight and 15
years old.  After that, they inevitably become
hard core criminals.  Practically all of them
have venereal diseases once they are ten years
old.  Happily, I had the boys of my three youth
clubs to help me when I visited the parking-
boys at night, while they were sleeping in the
streets.  After one month, I had won the confi-
dence of many of them, though in the beginning

they did not trust me.  Little by little, by
showing them respect and affection, they
started having confidence in me.  To my
great astonishment, many parking-boys
wanted to go to school.  I could hardly
believe it because in the newspapers I
had always read that these street boys
were good for nothing, that they did not
want any education and that they were
young criminals with whom one could
do nothing.

By this time, I had several paid and
unpaid co-workers.  The new ideas no
longer came from me alone, but from all
of us, co-workers, as a team.  We started
a school for them with a school syllabus
adapted to boys that sleep in the streets,
who are used to sniff petrol and those
who steal.  Nobody, neither the Catholic
nor the Protestant church wanted to allow
us to use the hall which most churches
in town have next to their own church.
They said “These boys are dirty, they
are thieves and they will make the hall
dirty”.  Most of these halls were never
used during the day, but the Church Of-
ficials were afraid that our boys would
dirty their hall and that the parishioners
could no longer be able to play tennis



We also teach the women childcare, family
planning and how to avoid malnutrition.  Sixty-
four percent of the children in the slums are
undernourished.

The first thing to do when you meet a boy
that sleeps in the streets or a criminal, especial-
ly when you meet him shortly after he comes
out of prison, or a prostitute, is to show him
or her respect.  Everybody is made in the
image of God, as the Bible tells us: Genesis
1:26: “Then God said: Let us make man in
our own image, after our likeness”.  Genesis
1:27: “So God created man in his own image,
in the image of God he created him male and
female he created them”.  Let men always
remember that even women are created in the
image of God; hence, we must respect every-
one, because every human being, whoever he
is, is created in the image of God.  The Gospel
also says that nobody is allowed to judge any-
one else, only God can judge.  It is only after
showing a street boy, a criminal or a prostitute
respect, taking him as he is and showing him

Three of the well cared for St. Teresa’s parishioners after Sunday Mass
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‘Undugu’ has eighty-one paid co-workers:
72 Africans, 1 Asian and 7 Europeans.  We
also have 40 unpaid, voluntary co-workers
Africans, Asians and Europeans.  Most of them
are rather rich or very rich European ladies,
who do not work, except as housewives and
mothers of course.  Before they got involved
in helping ‘Undugu’, as they have African
cooks, most of their daytime was spent drink-
ing coffee or sherry and talking about their
husbands.  Now many of them go right into
the slums, a thing they formerly never would
have dared to do.  They teach the unmarried
mothers, the prostitutes, the poor mothers, to
read and write, to make clothes, so that they
can sell them in order to feed their children
and pay the school uniforms.  Without expen-
sive uniforms (leather shoes, ties and socks)
the children cannot go to school.  Therefore,
if an unmarried mother has eight children of
whom four have to go to school, the children
cannot go to school, because the mother cannot
afford to buy expensive uniforms and shoes.

Official Government syllabus of Education.  In
our schools there is an ‘Education for life’ with
no uniforms and no examinations.  Only after
reaching twelve years of age, children are al-
lowed to get into our schools, because before
that they have to try to get into Government
Primary Schools.

The Government Official, after I showed
him our schools, immediately liked our school
syllabus.  From then on, our new school system,
called ‘Undugu Basic Education Programme’,
was officially recognised by the Government
and already five out of thirty teachers are paid
by the Government.  Our new school syllabus
is now regularly prepared and approved during
meetings attended by ‘Undugu’ teachers and
Officials belonging to the Ministry of Educa-
tion.  Several other organisations have started
to copy our new system of Education.  Our
new approach to education also has an influ-
ence on the preparation by the Ministry of
Education for normal Government Primary
School syllabuses.

The main aim of ‘Undugu’ is to be a pilot
project we want to act as multiplicators.  We do
not want to extend too much to other areas, be-
cause the principle is “Small is beautiful”.  We
like people from other organisations to come
and see what we do and copy our activities.  Of
course purely copying a system is not good;
people have to adapt it to their surroundings.
Small towns in Kenya have different problems
to the problems in Nairobi, a different way of
living.  We also go to other organisations to
see what they do and learn from them.

Nairobi has about one million inhabitants.
In the year 2000, there will be two million in-
habitants; just the opposite of towns in Europe.
Nairobi is a real cosmopolitan city with its own
difficulties.  Even European tourists bring,
along with their money, fresh problems to
Nairobi.
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People often ask me “Why are you so in-
terested in these criminal people?  Why do you
like so much to help the poorest of the poor?
Why do you busy yourself most of the time
with marginal people: drunkards, thieves, young
people who use drugs, prostitutes, unwanted
people etc?”  They say, “Why cannot you be
content looking after people that are good
Christians, people that are decent?”

My answer is that I am interested in all
people, the poorest of the poor, the poor, the
middle-class people and the rich people.  Not
all rich people got rich through unlawful means.
If rich people have become rich through cor-
ruption, then they are sinners and Jesus told
us to love all sinners.  Nevertheless, certainly
I am especially interested in needy, marginal
people, because they have nobody else to look
after them.  For the needy and marginal people,
I am generally the only one who is interested
to help them.  A good friend of mine teaches
in a school for the upper class.  I go there some-
times to say Mass and preach about Christian
love, which means that the rich have to share
their goods and knowledge with the poor.  Such
teachers have an important task to teach their
pupils to build the nation in a healthy way and
to form the conscience of the future leaders
of Kenya.

I feel that God gave me the charism and
vocation especially to help the needy, the crim-
inal and marginalised people.  Many people
whom we regard as criminals are criminals
because of the misery they live in and are not
criminals in the eyes of God.  For us, members
of the ‘Undugu Society of Kenya’, everybody
is a child of God and ‘Undugu’ in the Kiswahili
language means “brotherhood”, “solidarity”
as the first Christians practised it.  That is why
we do not fight the rich, but try to get them
involved in helping the poor, not only with
money but asking them to live ‘the Gospel in
action’.



times gave food to the people and cured their
illnesses; so, we have to help the whole man.
When we teach a boy to be a good carpenter,
then, at the same time, we have to try to form
a good man.  Jesus became a man, a real man,
to show us how a good man should live.

Some Priests and Sisters ask me: “How is
your ‘Social Work’ going on?”  I answer “My
‘Pastoral Work’ is going on well, not with-
standing many failures”.  Many people,
Catholics and non-Catholics, especially peo-
ple who do not do anything for needy people,
tell me: “Your work is a drop in the ocean!”
A European medical Doctor also told me

Nairobi contrasts - the Sarit Shopping Centre
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ician at the same time.  They think that you
are either active in the Catholic Church or
otherwise active in politics.  I try to explain to
them that if all members of Parliament were
good Christians, that if all of them put the
Gospel into action, then there would be less
corruption and more healthy development;
then the ‘Kingdom of God’ would be near
already on earth.

Some Christians think that a priest should
not do social work but only talk about Heaven
and teach the solid catechism.  However, man,
even Jesus himself, is made of soul and body.
Before preaching the Good News Jesus some-

affection, care, service and love, that you can
start having a real human and brotherly relation-
ship with him.  Without respect and affection,
you cannot have a lasting influence on these
people.  If you show paternalistic feelings, you
cannot have a relationship with them.  Let us
not forget that at the Day of Judgement Jesus
will say, “When I was hungry, you gave me
food” or, “When I was hungry, you never
gave me food.” We are also told in the Gospel,
“What you did to one of the least of these
brothers of mine, you did it to me” (Mt 25:
35,40,42).

When talking at night to the boys sleeping
in the streets, I often met and talked to female
prostitutes.  The street boys often accompany
them to give them protection.  In 1979, we
started a club for prostitutes, prostitutes who
work in the centre of the town and sleep most
often with Europeans.  In the whole of Nairobi,
there may be more than 10,000 prostitutes.  We
started a club for town prostitutes, because we
were astonished that nobody cared for them.
For the prostitutes in the slums we have five
women’s groups.  The club for prostitutes in
the centre of the town started in this way once
I approached a girl who knows the “milieu” of
town prostitutes and asked her: “Do you think
the town prostitutes would like to have a club?”
She answered, “I do not know”.  So I said:
“Please talk to them and if any of them would
be interested to start a club of their own, please
let me meet them next Tuesday in the Heritage
Restaurant”.  To my astonishment, twenty-
three prostitutes came.  I asked them many
questions while drinking tea with them, for
instance “Are you lonely?”  They said, “We
are not lonely in the sense of not being good
friends amongst ourselves.  When our children
or we ourselves are ill, we help one another.
But we are lonely in the sense that this pro-
fession is the only one we know and we would
like to be able to learn how to earn money in

10

another way”.  They were astonished that a
man, even a priest is a man, could be interest-
ed in them for something else than selling their
bodies away.

Our club for prostitutes is called ‘Udada’,
which means sisterhood, not in the Italian sense
of suora, but sisterhood in the sense of treat-
ing one another as sisters who have the same
father and mother, being of one family, the
family of God, sisters of Jesus, like Mary and
Martha.  The person in charge of the Club for
prostitutes is a White Sister, Marie Godin.

Once one of our “town girls”, that is the
name we give them instead of prostitutes, was
drunk while attending a club meeting.  The
other prostitutes were angry with her.  They
said, “She is spoiling our reputation.  Most
people think that because we are what we are
that all of us are also thieves, drunkards and
everything bad”.

In the ‘Udada Club’ the girls are taught to
read and write and sew.  An Italian Doctor
comes to cure them of their venereal diseases,
because 90% of them suffer from that.  Of
course the ‘Undugu’ Doctor does not cure the
European tourists who have slept with them.
They had better see a doctor as soon as they
have returned to Europe.  The most important
thing in our Club for prostitutes is that the girls
have at least one place where they can socialise,
one place where they are respected as normal
human beings, capable of real friendship.  They
are badly treated by the men they sleep with
and despised by the people who live in the
same neighbourhood.

In all the different areas where we work,
in our different activities, the main thing is
always to keep a sense of humour and never
to be impatient or angry or, at least, to try to
be full of optimism.  A good Christian is always
optimistic because he knows that, after all, the
end result will not come because of his own

efforts, however good and zealous he
may be.  If you work amid such misery
day after day, without being full of opti-
mism and full of humour, you cannot
help the poorest of the poor and you
get depressed.  You have to be well
balanced to do our kind of work: four
Europeans who worked with ‘Undugu’
in the slums had to leave because they
became depressed.  We have to bring
hope to the misery of the slums.  At least,
many boys, girls, young men, women,
and already twelve prostitutes of our
‘Udada Club’ have got work through
our help and this gives hope to others.

In ‘Undugu’ we work with the
people and not for the people.  A good
society consists of responsible people
and not of beggars.  People only feel
themselves responsible when, by dis-
cussing with them together, we look for
solutions to the difficulties they bring
forward themselves.

Some Catholics, who belong to
Catholic Action Groups, do not really
understand the original idea of Catholic
Action Groups.  They think that you
cannot be a good Christian and a polit-



trays and represents their daily lives.  Some
politicians in the slums do not appreciate too
much this way of making the people aware of
the values of the Gospel adapted to the situa-
tion in the slums.

Some pious Christians do not agree to laugh
in Church because formerly, during catechism
classes, they were told that is was forbidden to
laugh in Church.  When I went with my jazz
band to sing African songs and Negro spirituals
in German Catholic Churches, my African
boys and girls asked me “Why are people in
Europe so serious in church?”  In addition, they
added: “and also outside the church?” I try to
make all the Christians participate in Prayer.
I tell them: “Let us sing very loud all together,
so that God can hear us and deliver us from
our misery in the slums”.  Before starting the
“Creed: I believe in God” I say “Only the ones
who do not believe in God should keep their
mouths shut, all who believe in God should
open their mouths and sing loudly”.  When I
find that during some Masses where people

Sunday Mass at St. Teresa’s
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Instead of a donkey, they used a wheelbarrow,
because we have no donkeys in the slums.  Also
once an ‘Undugu’ women’s group played a
Gospel story adapted to their life instead of my
sermon.  They are much better at making the
people aware of their religious and material
needs and finding solutions to them than I who
am a European priest and do not live directly
in the slums am.  They do not use theological
language or beautiful phrases and words, but
the slang language the people in the slums talk.
Though the normal African in Kenya does not
know this kind of language, I have learnt to
use it in my sermons and the faithful like this
very much.  When we have a play based on
the Gospel during Mass, all the people who
are at the back of the Church start standing on
the church benches, as is done when the Pope
enters St. Peter’s Church in Rome at Christmas
Midnight Mass.  After the play, there is much
clapping of hands to show appreciation.  The
people get totally absorbed in the play, because,
though it is a Gospel theme, it completely por-

that, so I asked him: “What about your medi-
cal work?” and added that an ocean is made
of many drops.  Even if we would have helped
only one person or would have tried to help
him and not succeeded, our work is worth while.

What is nice these days is that missionaries
belonging to different societies work a lot to-
gether.  In one Nairobi slum for instance, in
Kariobangi Parish under the care of the Comboni
Missionaries, the Comboni Priests and White
Fathers work solidly together to better the
situation of people who live in huts covered
with plastic paper and standing only one
metre high.

We are made in the image of God.  We are
co-creators with God.  That is why the philos-
ophy of the ‘Undugu Society of Kenya’ is: help
people to help themselves, help street boys to
help themselves, help old people to help them-
selves. If we only give a little food or a little
money, then we create dependency and to have
to always depend on other people is humiliating.
It is very important to give back to the needy
people their dignity.

Many people tell me: “If you have an acci-
dent or if you die, all your work will die also.
“We have 81 paid co-workers in ‘Undugu’,
thinking co-workers, who all contribute their
own ideas and initiatives to the activities of
‘Undugu’.  We also have an Official Director,
an Italian layman, who studied Political and
Social Science at Milan University, Mr. Fabio
Dallapé.  I am an amateur in Social Work, but
he is an expert.  He is an intellectual and I am
not.  Although I am the founder of ‘Undugu’,
I am no longer the Director.  I do not deal with
daily affairs.  We have a Board of Directors of
‘Undugu’ and by the free choice of the others,
I am its Chairman up to now.  The Board is
made up of very capable men and women.
There is an African lawyer; a successful African
businessman; the African general executive

This article tells of the foundation and early part of ‘Undugu’.  It had developed a
great deal more, even before Fr. Naud’s death, and is a completely independent
organisation.  ‘Undugu’s work is well known in many parts of the world.  
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officer of the Scouts in Kenya; a highly qual-
ified African lady who works in the Kenya
Government, and there are representatives of
different religions.  Neither the Director of
‘Undugu’ or I is allowed to make any important
decisions on our own; any major decision has
to be taken by the whole Board of Directors.
When I die, not much will change; they will
just have to choose another Chairman.  It is
never good to stay too long in this kind of job:
new blood is needed continually [see below].

You cannot expect everybody to go and
work in the slums of India, Latin America and
Africa.  Even if you live in Europe, you can
help the poorest of the poor in these countries
in one way or another.  One way is to pay regu-
larly a certain amount of money, so that a boy
or girl can go to school, or give a little money
to pay for his school uniform.  You can help
also by buying a subscription to a missionary
magazine.  You can help in many ways.

Every Sunday I say two High Masses in
our town parish in Nairobi; the church is called
St. Teresa’s.  At these two High Masses, there
are more than 1,000 people each time; these
two thousand people attending Mass are very
important for me.  The Sunday celebration
unites the people who pray and discuss their
problems during the week in their Christian
communities in the different parts of the Parish
where they live.  It saves them from falling
away from the Church and forming indepen-
dent Churches.  In Nairobi many Christians
form their own independent Churches and
become bishops in the Church they start and
dress as bishops.

Instead of me preaching during the High
Masses, sometimes the boys and girls of the
slums dramatise a Gospel story.  For instance,
they acted ‘The Good Samaritan in the slums
of Nairobi’.  They adapted the Gospel story
completely to their own miserable slum life.



On Sundays, the churches in Nairobi are
full of young men and women, especially
those between 18 and 40 years old.  Most
people in town are young people.  In Europe
fewer young people attend church!  I preach
in Europe each year, in many churches and in
many different countries, I see very few people
between 18 and 40 years on Sunday.  We have
to be careful in Africa not to disconnect the
Sunday Mass from daily life.  Young people
in Africa will not go to Mass any more if
Holy Mass is not relevant to their daily lives,
their daily sorrows and their daily joys.  

Though ‘retired’ the back of Fr. Naud’s car reflected the concern and care he had for
others in the work he continued up until his death
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ties in Nairobi is that town boys do not want
to marry town girls, even if they are beautiful.
They do not mind living in concubinage ac-
cording to African custom with a town girl.
Once she gets pregnant, they chase her away.
If they really want to marry according to the
customs of their tribe, they prefer bush girls.
The town boys say, “Bush girls do not ask for
tea in the morning, they do not leave their
husbands for other men that have more money.”
If a town girl has a paid job, she can easily
get married to a town boy even if she is not
very beautiful.  

are not used to me and do not sing all together.
I say “Some people try to sing without opening
their mouths but you are not ventriloquists”.
Repeatedly during Mass, I say something and
the people answer.  In the African language,
in normal conversation, it is very much the
custom that you start the first part of the word
and the people say the whole word.  For ex-
ample, before the kiss of peace before Holy
Communion, I say, “All of us are bro...” and
everyone of the thousand faithful add, “broth-
ers”, “because our brother is Je...” and everyone
says “Jesus”.  In Kiswahili this is very easy:
“Sisi zote ni ndu...” everybody answers “ndugu”.
“Kwa sababa ndugu yetu ni Je...” everybody
says “Jesus”.  The weekly Mass has to be a
joyful happening in which we feel united in
‘Christian Undugu’ = ‘Brotherhood’.

We have five Masses each Sunday in our
parish church and a congregation of around
five thousand Catholics.  We are three priests;
there are about 160,000 people in our parish
and about 30,000 of them are Catholic in one
way or another.

Other important events are the Masses we
sometimes, but not regularly, say in the slums
at night.  We say the Mass in a big house in the
slums or outside in the open.  After the Mass,
we discuss the people’s way of life and how
to combine it, which in utter destitution is not
easy, with the way of life taught by the Gospel.
Another important part of our apostolate is to
visit the people at home at night.  Most of them
are unmarried mothers with 6, 8 or 10 children.
There are many more women than men in the
slums.  That is the reason that when you want
power in the slums, the men have to try to get
the sympathy of the women.

Some pious Catholics employ young girls
as housemaids, who are only eight years old.
They hardly pay them anything, give them
very little to eat and only worn clothes to wear.
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They resent it when I preach against such
young girls being used as slaves and not treated
with respect as children and images of God.
Once these housemaids are fourteen years old
or younger, most of them automatically be-
come prostitutes in order to be freed from this
kind of slavery.  Those Catholics who have
housemaids of 8 years old, or a bit older, tell
me that I should preach about Heaven and not
about earth.  The main theme of most of my
sermons is the prayer: ‘Our Father who art in
Heaven ...  Thy Kingdom come.’  I explain
that ‘Thy Kingdom come’ means that Heaven
should already start on earth.  That ‘Thy King-
dom come’, during the time we live on earth,
means to build a better nation in Kenya.  I also
explain to them that the Gospel should be the
‘Gospel in action’, adapted to the urban situa-
tion of the slums of Nairobi.  Religion is not
only for one hour a week during Mass, although
this joyful happening is a very important hour,
but for all 7 days, 24 hours of each day, even
when you sleep.  It is easy to love one another
during Mass, but more difficult for husband
and wife who have been married for twenty
years and have ten children to love one another
all the time in their home.  In the slums, homes
are often inhuman dwellings, where fathers
and mothers and often ten children live in one
room and life is difficult - even to the extent
that husband and wife sleep together in the
presence of their children, which is completely
against African customs.  Seventy-five percent
of all the mothers are unmarried women and
most are prostitutes.  It is still more difficult
for children to see their mother sleep night
after night with another man in their presence.

What is extremely important in Nairobi is
to prevent the city from becoming another São
Paolo, where there are 500,000 abandoned
children; or from becoming another Calcutta
where 300,000 poor people, whole families to-
gether sleep in front of luxury hotels on the

streets.  The Catholic
Church cannot redress
the situation on its own,
but if all religions would
work together with the
Government and the City
Council, then it could be
possible to prevent the
city of Nairobi from be-
coming into another São.
Paolo or another Calcutta.

In ‘Undugu’, we do
not force street boys and
prostitutes and their fam-
ilies to become Catholics
if they are Muslims.  We
believe that Muslims and
others have freedom of
religion: but the ‘Undugu’
movement shows them
the ‘Gospel in action’.

One of our difficul-

PLEASE NOTE - There have been articles in previous issues of the magazine concerning children
in Africa, and especially the plight of street children in Nairobi and the way the local people are
trying to help them.  Major items are the following articles: ‘Enkare Nairobi’, issue no. 305
(August-September, 1992), ‘Africa’s Children’, issue no. 320 (Feb.-March, 1995), ‘The Birth-
day Party’ and in ‘Home and Away’, issue no. 333 (April-May, 1997).  



period of only 10 months (an African Sister
from Uganda), and the eldest for 48 years.  We
were ourselves very touched by this exchange
of joyful faith among ourselves and with the
parishioners.

The next morning at 10 a.m. all met at
Kervaro in Guissény where Marie-Renée
Roudaut had been born 150 years previously.
The house is almost certainly that heap of
ruins with a fireplace attached to the dividing
wall of the adjacent house, which is still in-
habited.  But what caught the Sisters’ breath
was the sight of a magnificent tree growing
straight out of what had been the centre of
the Roudaut home.  From its trunk grow
numerous healthy branches, symbols of the
22 African Sisterhoods started from 1903
onwards under the influence of Mother
Salome.  Then, braving the briars and stones
‘the White Sisters from Brittany’ and ‘the
White Sisters from Africa’ hastened towards
the tree, hand in hand, surrounded by chil-
dren who with light feet scrambled over all
obstacles.  All spontaneously let their joy

The tree growing from the middle of the house in Kervaro where
Marie-Renée Roudant was born
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bulletins.  They lasted three days.  The first
evening there was a splendid ‘Recalling of
the Life of Mother Marie Salome’.  The Breton
word for this is “gweiz”.  It consisted of recita-
tions, choral singing of Gregorian chant and
French and Breton songs, readings and
dialogue: conversations between Marie-
Renée and her cousin Yvonne, between
Marie-Renée and her mother - all in Gaelic
of course - and later between Cardinal
Lavigerie and Mother Salome, and between
Mother Salome and her Sisters.  Time sped
by as we listened to this ‘Recalling’, backed
by the performance of two splendid choirs,
and to a speech by the parish priest who is
the brother of one of the Sisters present.

At the end the eight Sisters present were
supposed to give a brief presentation of the
Congregation today.  But their rehearsal had
proved rather inspired and instead, each one
of us spoke a few words from the heart about
her life and calling.  The audience was very
moved by this simple presentation of our-
selves as women-apostles, the youngest for a

There were heart-warming celebration in the
homeland of Mother Marie Salome, the first
Superior General of the Missionary Sisters of
Our Lady of Africa (White Sisters), to mark
the 150th. anniversary of her birth in 1847.

Marie-Renée Roudaut was born in a ham-
let called Kervaro in Guissény in Brittany,
and as a young child moved with her parents
to Kermanaou in Plouguerneau, not far away.
She was brought up in the solid faith of the
Breton country folk.  At her First Communion
at the age of 10, when asked what request
she had made of Jesus, her reply was not for

Sr. Marie de Penanster, left, and Sr. Theopista in the church
square at Plouguerneau
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was “Mother Salome
belongs to YOU as she
does to US”.  A wonder-
ful fellowship was born.
There was an ardent
desire to get to know
this great woman better,
both in her family roots
and in her spiritual fam-
ily.  It was like exploring
an inheritance that
seemed paradoxically to
grow as the number of
heirs increased.

The celebrations had
been well publicised in
advance in the local
newspapers and parishheart was in Algeria.  Suddenly Marie-

Renée knew “what God wanted” and
immediately applied to join the Mis-
sionary Sisters.  In 1871 she left her
beloved Brittany, with its wayside
crosses, its weirdly weathered rocks,
its sturdy people and her well-loved
family, to go towards the Africa where
God was calling her.  She returned
home only once in her long life.  Known
as Mother Marie Salome, she served
the White Sisters Congregation as Supe-
rior General for 43 years, and died in
Algiers in 1930.  Her body rests in the
Basilica of Our Lady of Africa on the
coast of Algeria.

The festivities to mark the 150th.
anniversary of her birth were prepared
with fitting pride and scrupulous care
by the people of Plouguerneau and the
surrounding areas.  Eight Missionary
Sisters, most of them themselves from
Brittany, represented our congrega-
tion.  The great discovery made by
the local people and by our Sisters

Brittany Remembers a Very Special Daughter
by Sr. Marie de Penanster W.S.

success or prosperity, but “to become a saint
by doing whatever God wants.”  Marie-Renée
went to school with the St. Joseph Sisters,
where she learnt French.  In the villages
only the Gaelic Breton tongue was used.

When Charles Lavigerie, Archbishop of
Algiers, decided to found an order of men and
one of women to serve exclusively in Africa,
Marie-Renée was in her early twenties.  The
first eight girls who answered his call were
all from Brittany and included a cousin of
Marie-Renée.  She had to return home owing
to sickness, but told Marie-Renée that her



tinent, so little known at that time.  They,
together with Mother Salome who joined
them two years later, remain the foundation
stones of our Congregation.  We were eight
to return to that land for the l50th. anniver-
sary, exulting in the joy of offering to God
what he had given to us, “for his glory and
the salvation of the world.”

A banquet of another kind followed the
Eucharist.  Festivities continued for another
24 hours, including visits to all sorts of inter-
esting sites, such as the Boat Museum, the
seaweed burning place, an ancient church
partly visible above the sand in which it had
been buried long ago, etc. etc.

All we Sisters could say to the people of
Plouguerneau and its surroundings was:
Thank You and again Thank You.

The last word goes to one of the eight
White Sisters present at the ceremonies.  “We
were not only expected and desired, but we
also seemed to be the missing piece of the
jig-saw puzzle, which fitted perfectly into
place.”

The lady Mayor of Guissény and some of the Councillors
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and to assist at Holy Mass.

The next day, Sunday Oct. 26th. there
was one Eucharistic Celebration for the two
parishes and, of course, the church was
packed.  The liturgical leaders and the White
Sisters had been allowed to choose the read-
ings, compose the bidding prayers and sing
the Alleluia to the rhythm of an African
drum.  For the Lord’s Prayer the group sur-
rounded the altar and prayed aloud with
appropriate gestures.  After Communion Sr.
Theopista sang a wonderful song in her
Luganda language, accompanying herself on
the drum.  It was Africa giving thanks to God
- and also to Brittany!

However for the Sisters the most poign-
ant moment was at the Offertory when the
priest invited them around the altar to offer
themselves with the bread and wine which
would become the sacrifice of the whole
Church.

Brittany, land of faith, 128 years ago had
let eight of her daughters depart to follow
Jesus in serving the poor of the African con-

walk back to
Plouguerneau.
In the after-
noon time was
too short to
chat with the
many friends
of the Sisters
who had read
in the local
newspape r s
about the cel-
ebrations and
had come to
renew old ties,
to watch the
slide show on
Mother Salome

Sr. Theopista Nakamya
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overflow in song, ‘The Lord has done great
things for us.  Holy is his Name.’

About 20 yards higher up the hill, a com-
memorative plaque was affixed to the base
of an ancient wayside Calvary.  The parish
priest of Plouguerneau led the ceremony and
the Lady Mayor of Guissény spoke from her
heart about the significance of this research
of Mother Salome’s story; she emphasised
how her love for the outcast and the poor
remains relevant and urgent in today’s world.
The birth certificate of Marie-Renée Roudaut
was read aloud by the first councillor of the
Mayor of Plouguerneau - a simple event, but
one which brought smiles of pride and joy
and a thrill of unity among all present.

Then the group set out on the 4 kilometre
walk between the two dwellings, one at

one at the cross-roads?  Or perhaps the stone
one on which the names of René Talec and
Marie Roudaut were engraved?  Or perhaps it
was the barn between the two houses, now a
shed covered with tiles?  At any rate it must
have been about there and the plaque was
placed on the surrounding wall.  In French
and in Breton Gaelic was written, “Here lived,
between the years 1858 and 1871 etc....”
Again there were speeches and a sponta-
neous song from a great-great niece of
Mother Salome.  Together with her father,
aged 83, she remembered snatches of a song
made up for the centenary of Marie-Renée’s
birth, which her mother had sung in 1947.

Only two of our Sisters, the youngest, Sr.
Theopista from Uganda and Marie Alice
from Switzerland, were energetic enough to

Kervaro and the other at
Keranaou.  There were about
60 people of all ages: family
members, priests of the two
parishes, Sisters, local people
- all stepped out smartly
along those narrow roads so
often trod by Marie-Renée
during 24 years.  The weath-
er was glorious, the view
stretched out across the open
countryside to the sea.  It
was a real pilgrimage, made
in true fellowship, as each
one learnt from others what
Mother Salome meant for
them.

In the meantime, the less
good walkers drove ahead to
Keranaou and while awaiting
the others, they tried to figure
out which of the thatched
houses had belonged to the
Roudaut family. Was it the



the other and asked pardon for any way they
had failed the other.

The internationality of the group was a very
important aspect of the Camp.  Participants
from each nationality presented their country
in varied and colourful ways, which really
opened the eyes of the young people and led
them to appreciate their differences, not merely
tolerate them.  This discovery was one of the
richest made by the Campers.  Most of them
were from Central Europe: Slovenia, Poland,
Slovakia, Switzerland, and a few from further
afield, including one from Canada and one
from Rwanda.  The participants regretted there
were so few from Western Europe and the
South.  Some suggested having the next Camp
in an English-speaking country.  English was
the essential language used, but in practice,
conversations were a mixture of French, English
and Slovanian.

Some of the assessments written by the young
people are revealing.
The theme: Peace and Reconciliation “I was

helped to understand better what goes on
within me, in my heart, in my mind.”
“We all need to be reconciled.  It’s very
important that I am at peace with myself,
with others and with God.”
“I am glad we didn’t talk just about religion,
for I think religion alone is not enough
for life.”
“It was good for those who lack self-confi-
dence.”

Excursions: “What I liked most were our
excursions and especially climbing the
mountains.”
“The visit to the Postojina Caves was
fantastic.”  [The acoustics of these caves
are excellent and there are regular con-
certs there.  Our group sang there and
the effect was quite extraordinary.]

Continued on page 26
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sends news about ‘The International Summer
Camp (Toutcouleur)’ from Slovania

‘Toutcouleur’ (All Colours) was a fitting
title for a ten-day Summer Camp, held in
July, 1997 in Slovania.  Forty participants,
including the organisers, divided their time
between days of long walks on the glorious
mountains and days at the chalet for times of
reflection, prayer and fun.

Among the team-members special mention
must be made of Tadeja Petrovcic.  This young
Slovanian woman was the driving spirit behind
the whole enterprise.  It was she who discov-
ered the chalet and made arrangements for
the group to stay there and saw to the equip-
ment and catering.  Owing, in great part, to
her competence, dedication and tact, the Camp
was a huge success and very enriching for
all the young people who took part.

[Another prominent member of the team was
Sr. Monique Bonnefoy W.S. - distinguishable in
the photo by her white hair! She presented the
theme, of the Camp, drawn from the Ecumenical
Meeting at Graz, ‘Reconciliation and Peace’.
Monique drew on her deep knowledge of Mme.
Guindon’s psychology as presented at the
Montreal Institute.  She devised many practical
exercises which the young people entered
into whole-heartedly.  Sr. Mary Lampard]

The times of prayer made a deep impression
on the participants.  Once after they had walked
for two hours in silence up the mountains,
Mass was celebrated on the summit.  Another
special Eucharist was the last one, at which,
at the request of the Polish members, a
custom in use among pilgrims to our Lady
of Chestochowa was introduced: participants
who had walked together for several days,
paused before entering the holy place and in
two’s told each other what they admired in
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ARRIVALS

Sr. Josephine Bambara
from Burkina Faso. ①

Sr. Flora Ridder from Dublin.
Sr. Gloria Sedes from Belgium.
Sr. Zita Cardozo from Kenya. ②

DEPARTURES

Sr. Piedad Molina to Spain, then the Phippines.
Sr. Nicole Gregoire to Kenya and Zambia.
Sr. Catherine Booth to France.
Sr. Specioza Mukagatare to Rome, then Canada.
Sr. Helene Mbuyamba to Rome, then Burkina Faso. ①
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about everyone, the poorest of the poor, the
middle-classes, the rich.  But I feel that God
has given me a special gift for helping the
needy poor, the criminals, and the outcasts.
Many people whom we consider as criminals
have only become so through the misery in
which they live.”

Fr. Naud was an eccentric; indeed he rather
cultivated eccentricity, in his dress, his hair-
style, his language, his general demeanour,
and his style was not to everyone’s liking.
Nothing was further from his mind than to
present himself as a saint, but he undoubtedly
sought to realize his missionary vocation
with his whole heart.  All his zeal and all
his gifts were at the service of the Mission.
He was sincere and direct.  His great sensi-
tivity urged him to show God’s compassion
to all those in need, not only in word but
above all in deeds.  He looked for ways to
ease suffering and he found them.  His gen-
erosity was without limits or discrimination.

At the beginning of 1990 he retired and
handed over responsibility for his ministry
to local people.  He was however still full
of energy and was looking for new activities.
He wanted especially to carry out an apos-
tolate among prisoners and to get involved
in the Christian/Muslim Dialogue.  He was
officially a curate in the parish of Eastleigh,
Nairobi, but in fact he travelled all over East
Africa.  It was through his work for pris-
oners that he came to be in Mombasa on the
18th. August, 1997, when God called him
at the age of seventy-three.

Fr. Naud worked for forty-five years in
Tanzania and Kenya.  He was buried on
the 23rd. August after a fine funeral and
rests now among other missionaries in the
cemetery of St. Austin’s Parish, Nairobi.
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hood, and eventually it grew to large propor-
tions and employed as many as one hundred
people.  A great deal of money was needed
to keep all its activities going and Fr. Naud
found it in Germany and the Netherlands.
He never kept a cent for himself, but before
long he was making regular trips to West-
ern Europe and North America to advertise
‘Undugu’ and to raise money.  Later he
founded a similar project for prostitutes,
called the ‘Udada Club’, where the poor
girls could have a home and eventually re-
make their lives.
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The news of the death of Fr. Grol, founder
and patron of the ‘Undugu Society of Kenya’,
came as a shock to everyone.  Fr. Arnold,
known to all as Naud, but also called ‘Baba-
Undugu’, was in Mombasa visiting prisoners,
one of the many works of charity for which
he was so well known, not only in Africa
but also in many countries of Europe and
America.  On the 18th. August, 1997, a fax
was received saying that he had been found
dead after suffering a massive heart attack
in the Bamburi Beach Hotel, where he often
stayed while he was in Mombasa.

Fr. Naud was born on the 6th. February,
1924, in Groningen, the Netherlands.  After
completing his secondary studies with the
Jesuits, he entered our philosophy house in
St. Charles’, Boxtel, in 1943.  The War
caused an interruption of a year, and Fr.
Naud was only able to receive the habit at
‘s-Heerenberg on the 7th. September, 1946.
After one year of theology in Great Britain,
he returned to ‘s-Heerenberg for the second
and third years before completing the fourth
year in Monteviot, Scotland.  He was ordained
priest on the 31st. May, 1951.  Appointed
to the Vicariate of Sumbawanga, Tanzania,
he started in Matai and between 1952 and
1960 worked in five different parishes: Matai,
Chala, Mpanda, Mwazye, and Ulima.  In
January, 1961, he took part in the founding
of the parish of Sopa.  He was known by
this time as a zealous missionary who was
not afraid to spend long periods in the out-
stations.

Opposite: Fr. Naud
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When Bishop Charles Msakila was looking
for a new Diocesan Treasurer in 1964, he
approached Fr. Grol.  So, it came about that
Fr. Naud lived in Sumbawanga from 1964
to 1971.  Helped by Austrian volunteers, he
did a great deal of building and generally
kept the material side of diocesan life in good
running order.  Many churches and parishes
date from this period, and the fine cathedral
of Sumbawanga was built under his supervi-
sion. In 1971, he considered that the time
had come to hand over responsibility for the
diocesan finances to a diocesan priest.  He
felt the call of the urban ministry and at the
beginning of August, 1971, he went to live
in a parish in Dar-es-Salaam.  Six months
later he went to the Gaba Pastoral Institute in
Kampala to follow a pastoral renewal course.
In December, 1972, he went to live in the
parish of Makadara in Nairobi. He was to
remain in Kenya for the rest of his life.

Fr. Naud saw at once that there was much
work to be done with the people living on
the margin of society, especially the parking-
boys, youths who live in the slums and
sought to earn a living by offering to find
parking-places for drivers.  Very soon Fr.
Naud won the trust both of these poor boys
and of the older people in Mathare Valley,
a dreadfully neglected slum on the edge of
the city.  Fr. Naud wandered about the filthy
passageways and talked to everyone he met.
He then set about organising the parking-
boys into a band, while at the same time
seeking to provide them with basic education
in reading and writing.  He also organised
workshops where they could learn elemen-
tary carpentry and electricity.  In this way
they would have a chance of helping each
other to earn a living.  This project soon
received the name of ‘Undugu’, or Brother- May He Rest in Peace

This appreciation of the life
and work of Fr. Arnold Grol
first appeared in ‘Petit Echo’
(1998/1, no. 887), the White
Fathers’ internal magazine.  

FATHER ARNOLD GROL W.F. - R.I.P.

This ministry to the poor and marginalized
can be difficult and apparently unrewarding,
but Fr. Naud remained optimistic, convinced
no doubt that the results of his work were
God’s responsibility, not his.  He was some-
times asked why he was only interested in
the poor.  He would reply: “I am concerned



to a certain pessimism in her character.  How-
ever, as the same Sister wrote, “she was a
pleasant companion with a great sense of
humour.”

Madge was responsible for the running of
the Students’ Hostel attached to the Language
School at Kipalapala.  She was a welcoming
hostess and attended to her duties with great
care and with a certain strictness, which did
not always go down too well with the students
(missionary priests and sisters mainly).  Madge
also rendered great service in Tanzania as
Treasurer and driver.

A letter came to light just before Madge’s
funeral, which shows a deeper side of her
character.  It is from a newly ordained African
priest who thanks Margaret for her help
along the path to the priesthood.  Here is a
short quotation from it: “We are both called
to a life of holiness and love.  Let us contin-
ue to pray for each other, so that the plan God
has for us unfolds in our future life with
humble our acceptance.” This prayer was
later heard in hard and unexpected ways.

Madge left Africa for good in 1984.  She
served the British Province as treasurer - a
very conscientious one - until she was struck
down by a stroke in 1993.  She never recov-
ered her power of speech.  The rest of her
life was a struggle to overcome her frustrating
disability and pain.  Her determination, her
prayerfulness and - in spite of outbursts of
frustration - her touching “Thank you’s” re-
vealed an inner strength.  The end came quietly
on the l8th. December, 1997.  She is now
surely making up for lost time, speaking and
singing joyfully for all heaven to hear.
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Places such as Sumwe, Usongo, Kashozi,
Kipalapala would later fall lovingly from her
lips.  She was greatly appreciated for the
English lessons she gave to student nurses
in Nursing Training Centres and to the pos-
tulants of the Sisters of Charity of Mother
Teresa.  She was often the only English Sister
among predominantly Dutch Sisters.  One
of them wrote, “Our continental English
had often to be corrected, (gently), because
Margaret loved her mother-tongue and found
it hard to hear us massacring it.”
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Food: “Delicious lunches and dinners.  I like
Slovanian dishes.”  (They were mostly
home-grown vegetable dishes and home-
made cakes.)

Liturgy: “All the prayers were deep experi-
ences for me.  I had plenty of time for
encountering God.”
“I liked praying in nature.  I could think
quietly without pressure.”
“My favourite way of praying is singing
with all my soul.” 

Presentation of countries: “Magnificent,
varied, colourful.”

Above: The whole ‘Toutcouleur’ group
Opposite: Sr. Margaret Tansey
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“They helped us to know each other and
to appreciate our differences.”

Negative points: “Absence of sports.”
“Too limited to Catholics.  Different religi-
ons would have been more enriching for a
‘Toutcouleur’ Camp.”

All the participants were of the opinion that
the experience must continue.

When?  Next year?  After two years?
Where?  In Ireland, England, France,
Poland, Slovakia?

For that, one thing is certain: dedicated
leaders will continue to be essential.

SISTER MONIQUE BONNEFOY (CONTINUED)

She herself was not good at languages and
had difficulty in learning Kiswahili.  This
was a real suffering for her and contributed

May She Rest in Peace

Margaret was born in Widnes, Lancashire,
in 1915, the second of four children.  After
the death of their father, their mother brought
them up single-handed.

It would seem that Margaret (Madge, as we
knew her) was interested in the missions
from an early age and used to visit the White
Sisters in Liverpool.  When the Second World
War was over she joined the MSOLA in

Heston, Middlesex in 1945.  Her novitiate

took place in Holmwood, Surrey, the first

post-war caravan of five novices.

After her First Profession in 1948, she served

for seven years in England.  Then in 1954

she was appointed to Tanzania.  This was

the land of her adoption, where she lived -

with spells spent in England - until 1983.  

SISTER MARGARET TANSEY W.S. - R.I.P.



After a further spell of promotion work in
England, Fr. Alf found himself in Mbala
again, in the cathedral parish, and for a time,
acting Vicar General.  From there, in 1984,
he was appointed as director of the Language
Centre.  Set in an isolated bush mission, it
had developed from a Centre serving only
Catholic missionary priests and sisters to one
that welcomed lay missionaries of various
denominations, including married couples
and families, doctors and development
workers.  Fr. Alf’s organisational and public
relations skills served him well in his re-
sponsibilities of managing the Centre and
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followed a course in community develop-
ment in Manchester and went back to
Zambia in 1974 to put his skills to use in a
large parish in the “melting-pot” of the
capital Lusaka.
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‘The Pelican Club’ have sent a
short reminder about the dedi-
cation of the new church at ‘The
Priory’ Bishop’s Waltham.  The
ceremony is due to take place
on Sunday 31st. May, 1998.  

The association of the White
Fathers with Bishop’s Waltham
is to be commemorated by a
plaque which will be in the new
church.

If you would like more details
about the event, please contact
Eugene MacBride.  His address
and telephone number are as
follows:

31 Harrowby Lane,
Grantham, Lincs. 

NG31 9HY

tel. 01476-561890

Above: ‘The Pelican Club’ at Rutherglen.
Opposite: Fr. Alf
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BISHOP’S WALTHAM CHURCH DEDICATION preparing such a varied group to understand
and appreciate the culture and language of
the Bemba people with whom they would
live and work.  He also acted as chaplain to
lay missionaries, providing valued encourage-
ment and support to groups and individuals.

Fr. Alf’s life changed in l986, when he suf-
fered a heart attack on the plane while on his
way back to Zambia after his home-leave.
“God and I got to grips” is how he described
the experience in a letter.  He had to return
to England and slowly recover his health.
This was a time of spiritual renewal for Fr.
Alf, and the painful experience of his own
vulnerability gave him even greater resources
and insight to add to his natural ability to
listen sympathetically and help others.

By May 1987, Fr. Alf was back in Zambia,
but in less than a year a new heart condition
forced him to return to England for good.
Another close brush with death from an
attack of cerebral malaria left him with
chronic health problems, but they were a
burden that Fr. Alf always carried lightly.
In 1989, he accepted the job of Provincial
Treasurer, which he carried out for six
years, combining efficiency with unfailing
humour and consideration.

When he left the Treasurer’s office in 1995,
he moved to the community in Preston from
where he was able to devote some time to
his mother, who was frail and in poor health.
Then he went back to Rutherglen to help
care for the elderly and retired missionaries,
and brought life and energy into the com-
munity.  Fr. Alf died suddenly, on the 20th.
October after a heart attack, ending his mis-
sionary life in the place where he had started.
He was buried at home in Manchester, where
his mother still lives.

May He Rest in Peace

as a cheerful, open and hard-working student,
with sense of humour and a gift for mimicry
and for languages, qualities that served him
well throughout his missionary life.

After his ordination in his home parish of
Droylsden in 1966, Fr. Alf was appointed to
Rutherglen for promotion work.  To begin
his missionary life in Scotland rather than
Africa was a disappointment for him, but he
came to love Scotland and made life-long
friends there.  His warmth and his gift for
human relations were characteristic of his
whole life as a White Father.

In l969 Fr. Alf was appointed to Zambia and
worked in bush parishes in Mbala Diocese
for three years, before returning to London
as chaplain to overseas students.  He then

an appreciation by Fr. John Gould W.F.

Fr. Alf was born in Droylsden, Manchester,
in 1940.  He was an only child.  While still
at school he developed a desire to be a mis-
sionary and came in contact with the White
Fathers.  He was encouraged by his parents
to follow his vocation, and had to do extra
studies in Latin and French before going to
the Junior Seminary and then to Ireland for
Philosophy in 1960.  While Fr. Alf was there
his father died, and Fr. Alf was torn between
continuing with his training for the priest-
hood, and returning home to support his
mother.  In the end, it was decided that he
should continue, and he was sent to Canada
for his four years of Theology.  In the inter-
national community there, he was known

FATHER ALFRED HARRISON W.F. - R.I.P.



"Come, you whom my Father

has blessed,

take for your heritage

the kingdom prepared for you

since the foundation of the world".

(Mt. 25.34)

May they rest in peace

Mr John Graham, Nazareth House,
Cardonald, Glasgow.

Mrs Hammond, 101 Dick Crescent,
Burntisland, Fife.

Mr Denis Hanley (uncle of 
Fr. Denis Starkey W.F.)

Mrs Margaret Hargreaves, 
11 Churchfield Court, Jones Farm Road,
Gateacre, Liverpool.

Sir Peter Hunt, 4 Sloane Gardens, London.
Mrs E.A. Johnson, 19 Lacrosse Avenue,

Werneth, Oldham, Lancs.
Mrs Sarah Jones, 94 Forest Road, Dudley, 

West Midlands.
Mary Kelly, 32 Penns Lake Road, Walmley,

Sutton Coldfield, West Midlands.
Mrs M. Lorenzetti, 3 Hanover Court,

Livingston, West Lothian.
Miss E. McSheffrey, Colville House,

East Brae, East Wemyss, Fife.
Mr D. Mulrooney, 51 Pates Avenue,

Cheltenham.
Isabella Mulvihill.
Mr James Munsey, 9 Morston Avenue,

Southdene, Kirkby, Liverpool.

Mrs Lily Murphy, 
23/14 St. Andrews Crescent, Glasgow.

Mrs Ellen Olechno, 
29 Chippenham Avenue, Greasby,
Wirral, Merseyside.

Miss Noreen O’Sullivan, 22 Newland Court,
School Close, Stoke, Coventry.

Mrs Peggy Power, 15 Amersham Avenue,
Edmonton, London.

Mrs Maria T. Savignon, Gibraltar.
Mr Douglas Seward (brother of the late 

Sr. Mary Seward W.S.), 5 Gt. Sanders
House, Hurst Lane, Sedlescombe, 
nr. Battle, Sussex.

Mrs Margaret Mary Taylor, 
300 Wood Lane, Dagenham, Essex.

Miss Mary Thornton, 35 Bullwood Court,
Crookston, Glasgow.

Mrs A. Tidswell, 219 Heysham Road,
Morecambe, Lancs.

Mr Jim Tobin.
Mrs Phyllis Upton, 124 Fairlawn Park,

Sydenham, London.
Mr Thomas Culshaw Williamson, 

9 Porritt Avenue, Lancaster.
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Miss M. Alexander, Fareham, Hants.
Mr L. Attard, Malta.
Mrs Mary Baldwin, 285 The Straits, 

Hoghton Lane, Preston, Lancs. 
(aunt of Fr. John Gerrard W.F.).

Mr W.F. Blogg, 15 Buckland Lane,
Maidstone, Kent.

Mr Martin Boggins, 69 Hall Farm Road,
Belper, Derbyshire.

Mr J.I. Brennan, 61 Harris Street, 
St. Helens, Merseyside.

Mr Andrew Brownlie, 61 Crookston Drive,
Glasgow.

Mr Phil Buckley, 311 Rowood Drive,
Solihull, West Midlands.

Mrs K. Cannon, 60 Ardmory Avenue,
Glasgow.

Mr D. Carter, 5 Lauderdale Gardens,
Balloch, Dunbartonshire.

Mrs J. Carter, 19 Tynedale Street, 
Stockton on Tees, Cleveland.

Mrs Hilda Chambers, 13 Moor Street,
Queensbury, Bradford.

Mr Michael Collins.

Mrs K. Collison, 66 Shrubcote, Tenterden,
Kent.

Fr. Gerald Corcoran W.F., 
The White Fathers, 15 Corfton Road,
Ealing, London.

Mrs Margaret Cox, 24 Speke Town Lane,
Liverpool.

Mrs Catherine Davidson, 
28 Loanhead Crescent, Newarthill,
Motherwell.

Mrs Ellen Dodds, 42 South Terrace,
Middlesbrough, Cleveland.

Mr H. Donald, 9 Drumloch Gardens,
Whitehills, East Kilbride.

Mrs A. Duffy, 82 Fleurs Avenue,
Dumbreck, Glasgow.

Mrs E. Eaglesham, 6 New Street,
Duntocher, Clydebank.

Mrs Mary Foster, 30 Kenyon Avenue,
Dukinfield, Cheshire.

Mr Floyd, Beare Green, Surrey.
Mrs Agnes Gardner, 2A South Grove,

Fulwood, Preston.
Mr Lawrence Charles Goode, 

72 Middleton Road, Banbury, Oxon.
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Sr. Gloria Sedes holding a mother and baby clinic in Chad

Will you not help her to “multiply the multipliers”,
i.e. to train those who will train others?

Your gifts can give us the means
to train and upgrade Sisters

who will do the same for local people in all fields.
Your prayers, joined to those of our sick and elderly Sisters, 

will nurture the seeds of vocation to be women apostles.
THANK YOU




