Chapter 11
My period in Mauritius lasted from age nine to about twelve because I went to King’s School Canterbury at the age of thirteen.

I have told you something about my schools in Mauritius and my life in general. I think it is difficult to get things right and in chronological order and I am sure I have things slightly muddled but it does not alter the basics.

One day my father took me for a walk on the Trou-au-cerfs and told me that my parents were not happy together.  I don’t remember reacting much to this news. I think that very shortly after I spent a week in Britannia, the sugar estate run by my Uncle Lucien. I remember this week vividly; was it action packed or did I go there several times and have all these weeks compressed?

I remember going to a party at Britannia, it must have been Jean-Lucien’s birthday, I think this was in the early days. There were three children; Edgar, Jean-Lucien and Tristan born 1935, 1939 and 1942. We played a group game of ping-pong on the front veranda which indicates that it was wide enough for a table around which we could run.
Edgar was the eldest. He “taught” me to swim, mostly by throwing me into the swimming pool. He rescued an Austin seven from the scrap heap and got it going. Edgar put me on his knee and I steered it round the pond at the front of the house.  We did this once at about 5am; we were in trouble for that. Edgar married a French Canadian, France, in Montreal, regrettably he died about a week ago. (I write this on 20th December 2008) I think there was a French lady who was supposed to look after us, we did not treat her well. Edgar was fun but played me up terribly, he organised a chilli eating contest, I suffered a lot. Did he cheat? I am sure he didn’t! I woke one night with a hand in cold water; the theory was that I would wet the bed, it doesn’t work. I also remember for some reason I had to wipe the base of a plate in a dark room and then rub my face, of course I blackened my own face with black candle grease, why was I taken-in so easily? Edgar must have been a hero! 
When Britannia was in full swing it used a lot of hot water. This was carried away in a channel going through the garden. We could bathe in this warm, sickly smelling water, which left a slime on the stone. I think this water was re-used for irrigation as big ponds were in the fields.

I remember waking very early to go fishing, I think it was along the Baie du Cap or perhaps the Savanne River mouth, we cast from the road which was several feet higher than the water. I had not got the idea of casting a line so I did not do much fishing but I remember seeing a large shark. Either going or coming back we stopped off at a church, the sun was low in the sky, a beautiful morning, goats and chicken wandered into the church where the familiar Tridentine Mass was taking place. Tante Germaine (née de Spéville) I think may have been Roman Catholic, I am not sure that Uncle Lucien had a lot of interest. After their retirement to France Swedenbourg was a strong influence on their life and they did a lot, specially Tante Germaine to support that Church in France. Jean- Lucien married a new Church lady from Bryn Athyn, subsequently divorced her and she (Heather née Pendleton) married Christopher Smith, Batcha’s (really Renée>Jeanne>Berthe) son. 
Britannia was over-run with canaries which sat in the trees at the back waiting for the chicken to be fed, they would swoop down and scoff all the seed. If we closed the inner door quickly they became trapped and we could catch them. This we did, and I learnt to gut them, dry them and finally stuff them, I think we used cotton wool. I remember having a stuffed “bulbul” for several years. The correct word for a bird in this condition is “mounted”, this one was definitely “stuffed” and that is probably why it did not last. A bulbul is a black and white bird with a red crest. One day was a Hindu festival and there was a big parade in the street, I smashed a coconut on the road---and have had a life of good luck!
I was sorry to leave this wonderful place with what I saw as fun cousins who led a full and interesting life.

Tristan became a doctor and settled near Paris, it is he who selflessly augmented Le Juge de Segrais’ book and kept the alphabetical list of all the de Chazals from Jean 1st to the present day, including, as best he could, the descendents of the girls, putting the whole lot on disc for our benefit.
Oncle Lucien’s chauffeur was a fine Musulman named Manon, after the character in the opera. He spoke several languages. We tried to go and see him in 1990 but he was out when we called. We were on our way to Bel-Ombre with Bertrand and Paul at the time, and we got permission to go round the garden. The swimming pool, the hot water channel, the drive round the pond, the avenue of palm trees were all there as I remembered. 

It must have been shortly after this week that arrangements were made for us to return to England. My father and I travelled by ship. I think that my mother returned before us by air. She presumably set things up for me to enter school in England.

Travelling by sea was the norm. Air travel was in its infancy and I think that it took several days to get to Europe. In Mauritius we had a flight once a week, it came on a Thursday and I knew I would get “Sunny Stories” on Saturday.

Our journey started on the “Boisvain”, (its sister ship was The Rice I cannot find these on The Web) a Dutch ship which went to The Dutch East Indies and was crewed by Malays. It was a fine passenger ship, white, immaculate, with entertainment every night, wonderful food, just what a luxury liner should be. 
Every meal time a well dressed waiter would patrol the deck with his gongs beating out a gamelan rhythm. The ship was geared to cater for children and I remember one birthday party, I was too shy to really join in.
We got off in Durban and I attended the New Church School there for two or three weeks. I think the “Buss” boys were there at the time, one of the boys became a Bishop in The New Church. We stayed with a Mauritian family who had a house overlooking the city and the airport; I think it was near the zoo. 

One day we went to visit Gaston de Chazal who had a pig farm with many pigs, about a thousand I think. He also sold oranges to “Outspan” for export to Europe. He had three boys Pierre, Louis and Maurice, I remember sitting in a long narrow shed, I think they had a model railway. I was most surprised and delighted about two years ago to learn that Angélique>Maurice>Louis(the one above)>Gaston was living in Scotland and engaged to Fraser, I do hope they visits us one day. 
I think we then got The Warwick Castle back to England. I am somewhat confused here because I think the Castle Line only went to Cape Town. Did the Boissvain take us to Cape Town and if not how did we get from Durban to Cape Town?

I remember at one stage going through Mossel Bay. During the war, from time to time, we could get South African jam in a tin, the origin of the fruit was Mossel Bay. When we visited Tante Laura she would give us a tin of apricot jam, I have always considered myself a real expert on apricot jam ever since, I suppose we all have to be “expert” in something. I have never made any apricot jam but have tasted many and only once found anything so delicious; in a market in France, I even wrote to the maker, going through The Mayor, the Market Controller and the Sales Lady to try to reach her. I don’t know if my letter ever got through.
East London is another port which was bustling, I remember being on the top deck when the Ship’s horn went, the noise went right through me.

The journey to England was great, we had to dress for dinner, an orchestra played, the food was good and all was well. There was a family on board and I think there were two children. I do remember a Margaret Rutherford character who had been a teacher in Lesotho who was retiring “going home” after many years away. Her descriptions of life in deepest Africa at the time were very vivid. Lesotho was undoubtedly very beautiful and the people interesting and delightful.

We stopped off in Madeira where Claude de Chazal>André>Lucie was living, married to a Portuguese Lady. I had a cold and stayed on board while my father went ashore for dinner. Claude looked after the flying boats going into Madeira; it must have been before they had an airport. I remember meeting a lady in Christ Church Guildford who had met him. His son Paul is a successful partner in an important Solicitors Chambers in London; his wife an interior decorator from Belgium, named Donatienne. They live in London, in a nice house in Chelsea near the river, he does not know this, but he was overlooked by Frank and Ivy Wilson who live in flats on the opposite side of the river behind Hurlingham Club. The story is even more interesting because Ivy’s grandson is a contract gardener employed by Paul. 
I remember nothing of our arrival in England but I think it was a glorious summer and David Stevenson was with us in Buxted, we followed the cricket and when September came we went to King’s Canterbury.

