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El-Biar, 9th December 1976 

 

Dear Sisters,  

In recent months, I've been particularly comforted by all of you, either by personal letters or 

by circular letters. How can I express to you my most affectionate and most fraternal thanks? With 

all the changes, I find it difficult to know where you all are, but I have been promised a directory list 

that I’m waiting to receive. I keep each and every one of you in my prayer and think of you with very 

great affection. Many people are wondering, no doubt, what I'm doing and why I'm still here? Ah! If 

you could only understand something about the events that have kept me on my way for almost two 

years. I've experienced something that I can't describe but which is so amazing that God must be 

present.     

If you wish, I'll commence my short diary from May, on my return from Egypt. I hadn’t been 

in Egypt for very long. I arrived on the 24th of April, I was here for Easter Sunday and most 

importantly for a very festive Monday (the 24th was Holy Saturday in the Eastern Rite). Even Muslims 

were celebrating, it is the spring holiday and everyone, rich and poor alike, goes down to the edge of 

the Nile.  There was an atmosphere of joy and simplicity that isn’t found in our so-called civilized 

countries. They are the ones who have kept the meaning of the feast, of welcoming. And yet, if only 

you saw the dust (it never rains in Cairo) the small donkeys with their carts, entire families with their 

basket, and the boats on the Nile (a flotilla down the Nile is part of the festival).  Everyone was 

visibly happy.  And it was swelteringly hot. 

On Tuesday, we started the session, at which the leader and a delegate from each 

community were present. After some sharing about the program, it was necessary to elect the 

provincial councillors by country and nominate Sr. (name)'s delegate. I can tell you, concerning 

Algeria, that there were no options and that if I was chosen, it was because there was nobody else 

available.  On our return, on the 2nd of May, the Greek pilots' strike caused us to have a stopover in 

Athens; after the meal, a "car" took us sightseeing around the city. Happy strike! Arriving to Rome 

with my companion, we stayed there until Thursday in order to attend the audience on Wednesday. 

And it was at this meal, seated at Sr. (name)'s table, that she said to me: "Are you going to Canada 

this summer? "I replied to her: "Yes". She continued: "Will you stay there? "I replied: "No, I'll be on 

vacation for 45 days." "But I think you're keeping Sr. (name)'s accounts." I didn't think she was being 

serious.  

On my return, Sr. M. (name), secretary and bookkeeper for 20 years, returned to Marseilles. 

Admittedly, I inherited accounts with a good simplified accounting system, but I was alone to cope 

with the banks, the taxes, etc. And it was on the day of her departure that I received the letter from 

Sr. (name) recalling me to Montreal. I was in a conundrum: I now realized the meaning of what Sr. 

(name) had said, but I could not understand why Sr. (name) had not said anything to me.  

I think that it's in moments like these that we truly live availability. After some prayer, in 

which I tried to be objective, I had to face the departure of Sr. (name) who had been assigned to 

Senegal. Following (name)'s departure, Sr. (name) was a social worker and manager; she was also 

diocesan secretary for sisters in nursing and social care, among many other things.  The feast of M. 
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Droste was fixed by the Cardinal for the 4th of June and we were "received" by the Poor Clares with 

whom we prepared the liturgy, the songs and the small cakes, etc. On the 3rd and the 4th, we had a 

lively reflection led by a Spiritan. Maria Droste truly blessed us on the 4th; without any difficulty, we 

obtained a piece of paper which was apparently unimportant to the person who handed it to us, but 

which in fact put an end to many anxieties, for more than a year. On her feast day, Maria Droste 

provided us with all that the State owed us for the students ($ 30,000), it's incredible, but true.  

At the Poor Clares, the feast was presided over by the Cardinal, the Nuncio was present as 

well as the Auxiliary Bishop, who was to be assassinated a month later. Then, on the 5th, it was the 

last community mass with (name) who turned a page in her life for the Good Shepherd in Algeria. 

The next day, we went to the Cathedral for the Pentecost mass and on my return I received the 

second letter from Sr. (name) who affirmed the recall... there, I saw in the context of the feast of the 

Holy Spirit (I am not charismatic, but I believe in the Holy Spirit) that this was serious and that I had 

to act. That evening therefore, I talked with the Vicar General who told me: "Your Superior is waiting 

on you. With everything that is happening in the Church at this time, there will surely be signs that 

will facilitate your departure, but do your best not to go, this isn't the time. It would have been 

better, then, for you to have left last year. Go on your retreat and wait in peace."  

Thus, on the 14th, I took the train to Oran with three Little Sisters of the Poor of Algiers. This 

was a wonderful retreat: the priest, a long-time facilitator in formation houses with an expert 

knowledge about the Rochais sessions, favourable to liturgical renewal and a friend of Fr. Deiss, gave 

us a prayer retreat in the style of Fr. Caffarel... with four hours of meditation per day and just one 

book: the Bible.  I wasn't doing the retreat to make a decision about my return, that wasn't up to 

me; I simply tried to live these eight days with the Lord.  

Calmly and at peace, I returned to El-Biar on the 24th to find on my desk the letter from Sr. 

(name) approving, with extraordinary availability, the will of God as expressed through Sr. (name): 

that I "remain". I had waited until after lunch to read my letter and I read it in the chapel. I was 

confused by this new proof of the Lord's love; the four sisters from my community had come to 

welcome me off the train, their joy was sincere and I felt, for the first time, that our community was 

being held.  

Since, clearly, I couldn't go to Canada, my three sisters prepared their journeys to France or 

Malta for their month of vacation from the Centre, and a sister from Constantinople came to spend 

the month with me. To our surprise, a telephone call from Rome informed us about (name)'s visit. 

Not knowing anything about Sr. (name)'s decision, she came to hear of the news (no mail reaches 

Lebanon). Her 10-day visit was joyful: we made a few plans and she promised me three young sisters 

from Egypt for the autumn.  

On the 1St of October, from the three that we were, we increased to eight. The three 

Egyptian sisters were the first to arrive by taxi and that evening, with the storm, (name) and Sr. 

(name) returned to us from Marseilles: a sister tailor-made for the Centre and in a town where there 

are health surprises in store for us every day. She is patient in the face of unexpected situations and 

we admire her so much, she lives with a smile. She talks of her joy to live "poorly" with the "poor". 

There are beautiful souls who in a simple way live heroic things!                
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There are therefore eight of us, the ideal number to live in our situation; the three young 

women take theology courses and bring the richness of their youth and fervour. They are available, 

generous and very Middle Eastern. The four sisters who work at the Centre are 100% conscious of 

being Sisters of the G-Shepherd; in addition, they share with the staff the scantiness of resources at 

all levels: no qualified staff, no budget, no solutions to the problems caused by a shortage of 

rehabilitation resources.  And yet, there is a good atmosphere: we remain "human" and we 

genuinely work in the interests of the youth. The Director, who initially did not want to accept 

defeat, now accepts the risks of the supervised release of the young people at the Centre, who are 

educated outside. The first setbacks have not been disheartening, to our great surprise... And, with 

eight, we can have community prayer which is enriched with a well-prepared liturgy and shared 

prayer... We are happy, believe me.  

This joy of living together was evident on my feast day, the 15th of November (I still call 

myself Albert).  My greatest gift: listen to a story, that of a young single mum, a poor French girl who 

we helped together with her sister, both daughters of social welfare with all the affective 

shortcomings. They had experienced suicide attempts, abortions and setbacks in the care of foster 

homes. On the 14th of November, the baby, one month old, was dying of a congenital deformity and 

despite the papers that our sisters had obtained for their passage to France, they were still in the 

maternity ward supported by sisters from here.  Finally, at 8 pm, whilst we were waiting for mass, 

our sisters returned with the mum, the aunt and a poor baby "all wrinkled and small." Home: 

suitcases, bundle of clothes, etc.  Then after mass in which we sang and prayed (under the cries of 

the baby) we went to the community to see the gifts that the sisters promised to get for me to 

please me.  Then an early night for the departure to the airport the next day. At last, joyful to see 

that we had managed to send these young people to France: one to a residential shelter and the 

other to a youth hostel. The celebration itself took place at noon on Tuesday and nothing was 

missing, not even a few complimentary words: a poem likening each one of us to each of the musical 

notes and describing me as the conductor. There was a lot of humour. Finally, there was Sr. M. 

Simone's phone call and the announcement of her arrival. To tell the truth, during mass I received a 

telegram and the priest said to me: "Read it".  It was her feast day wishes, proof that we were united 

in heart and soul.  

Sr. M. Simone arrived on the 20th, very tired: one of our Egyptian sisters had died in Minia.  

She was 40 years old and is sorely missed by Sr. (name).  After a visit to the Cardinal, she returned to 

Constantine where she still awaits an answer. Our sisters number no more than five, three of whom 

are over 70 years old. I now think that it won't take too long: the donation has been accepted by the 

… [illegible] (town hall) and the house will go to the Department of Health for abandoned children, 

and that's what we want. The part occupied by the sisters will remain for the use of the Diocese.  

Sr. (name) returned on Friday and on Sunday we went to buy a lot of clothes for Lebanon. 

Since Ramadan in September, Friday is the day of rest. You can guess that Lebanon has become an 

issue of concern for our sisters. We are being asked to accommodate the war children. Sr. (name) is 

expected, in what condition will she find the houses?  

The three novices persevere but one of them has had difficult family trials, as have several of our 

sisters. Sr. (name), who some of you met at the Mother House and whose sister was a year at El-

Biar, lost her father and her mother burned in their house along with their village.  
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We are immersed in Christmas preparations: Holy hour, reflection day... And it will be Christmas. For 

the first time, we will go to the Cathedral for midnight mass. I'll be before the crib five hours before 

you, that is to say that my prayers will lead yours. I offer you my best wishes for a Merry Christmas 

and a Happy New Year. After all the sacrifices of 1976, brought about by these changes, it seems to 

me that this Christmas will be rich in the availability of each one of us, for the generosity shown in 

these events which have shaken so many people. In all the circular letters Sr. (name) was praised 

and I can tell you that in all her letters, Sr. (name) praised the generosity of her sisters. Who should I 

admire most? More than admiring people, I am in awe of God's actions which have guided these 

events to help us to live in his intimacy, trust and peace. 

In particular, allow me to mention Sr. (name) and Sr. (name) for their very affectionate letters at the 

end of the summer. Today, I received a long letter from Sr. (name) and a card from (name). I also 

received the letter from Bolton Street with a little note from Sr. (name) and the letter from the 

Sisters of the Cross. What a wonderful location Rawdon must be! I was pleased to know that Sr. 

(name) is well. Thanks to (name) for the news. Perhaps, I forget other letters... Forgive me if I don't 

mention them all to you. If only you knew the joy with which I read your letters.  

I'll finish here, I've been writing to you on the refectory table to be close to the kitchen and ready to 

answer the door. So as you know that I do many things at once.  

I convey to you once again my best wishes. I embrace you all and, believe me, a very fraternal one at 

that, 

 

Your little sister, 

Aline Séguin  

                      

                    


