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			Preface

			During the Shoah, all Jewish children who were inside the territories controlled directly or indirectly by the III Reich, ran the risk of becoming the victims of Hitlerism. 

			In Belgium and Occupied France, the situation of all Jews was very much comparable, even if the numbers were very different: about forty thousand Jews identified1 as such lived in Belgium, of whom ten thousand were children less than eighteen years of age. About one hundred sixty thousand Jews lived in Occupied France, of whom forty thousand were children. In the two countries, identical measures of persecution took place practically simultaneously. In the two countries also, the families, both Jewish and non-Jewish organizations, and the general population spared no effort to protect the Jewish children. We should note that the proportion of deported children (20%) was the same in both places, and less than the actual percentage (25%) of children in the Jewish population of those two territories. The proportion of deported children was less in all of France (15%), since those who lived in the free zone (which became the south zone of German occupation on November 11, 1942) benefited from more favorable conditions than those living in the occupied zone as of 1940.

			In Belgium, as in France, the danger of arrest was constant starting in the summer of 1942, both for children who continued to live with parents who had been identified as Jews by the Occupier, and for children placed in Jewish institutions controlled by the Germans (the homes run by the Association des Juifs de Belgique (Jewish Association of Belgium) or the Union Générale des Israélites de France (General Union of Jews of France). While the children separated from their parents and hidden in institutions or placed in non-Jewish foster families were more likely to escape the Gestapo, they often lived in very difficult material and psychological conditions, especially for those whose parents had already been arrested.

			Marcel Frydman experienced this sad era when children were hunted. The large roundup of the Saint-Gilles neighborhood in Brussels in September 1942 sent him into hiding at the age of twelve. In April 1943, the Comité de Défense des Juifs (Committee for the Defense of the Jews), which had set itself the task of saving the children, brought him to Cul-des-Sarts, a village on the French border 10 km away from Rocroi, where a health and study camp became a sanctuary for several dozen Jewish children and adolescents. Among this latter group was a small group of children who had been locked up for a night in the Dossain barracks in Malines after 58 children had been arrested at the A.J.B. home in Wezembeek-Oppem. All were freed, thanks to the courageous intervention of Elisabeth, the Queen Mother, of German origin. 

			While the young Jews who were placed in Cul-des-Sarts benefited from the ideal conditions to escape deportation, they were not spared the trauma of hidden children. Marcel Frydman is a psychologist by training, and is very well qualified to understand the elements making up this trauma and its short- and long-term consequences, which is principally the goal of this work.

			After the war, Marcel Frydman was not able to find his father, and in the light of his mother’s fragile health, he was forced to live for many years in one of the homes that was opened in 1945 by the Aide aux Israélites Victimes de la Guerre (Aid to Jewish War Victims) who took over for the Association des Juifs de Belgique (Jewish Association of Belgium) and the Comité de Défense des Juifs (Committee for the Defense of the Jews). The author presents the difficulties of reintegration after suffering in hiding. However, thanks to the exceptional human qualities of the adults in this institution, he developed almost fraternal bonds with the other adolescents, which continue to this day, a half-century later, despite their separation. It is there that he discovered how fundamental it is for a child, deprived of his parents, to establish relationships with educators; at the same time, this stay inspired his future career as a psychologist and teacher.

			At Mons University, Professor Marcel Frydman devoted his first research to educational methodology. After having experimentally established that it is possible to teach the skill of using reference materials, he proposed a new teaching technique aimed at training the student in self-study. Thereafter, his studies in different areas touched more particularly on televised violence, the prevention of smoking, and developing an altruistic attitude.

			The first meeting of the hidden children took place in New York in 1991; it was a true turning point for him. Following this meeting, he prioritized a new investigative field. After having brought to light and described the unspeakable nature of the trauma, Marcel Frydman then uncovered the taboo of the hidden child: the child bears survivor’s guilt, but constantly hears how lucky he is; therefore he is unable to complain, and must interiorize what he does not have the right to express.

			We recall among the indelible characteristics of this taboo, great vulnerability, constant anxiety and, for children whose parents were deported, the impossibility of grieving. In this regard, we would like to note that the sons and daughters of the Jews deported from France who have accompanied us on our campaigns in Germany and in France since 1971, and who helped to draw up the list of 85,000 victims of the Shoah in continental France, recognize that this activism was truly therapeutic.

			For Marcel Frydman, the fact that the trauma is transmitted to the hidden children’s children adds to the emotional and affective damage.

			To conclude, the author recommends the survivors’ testimony as indispensable to prevent any repetition of the cruelty and horror.

			You will read this work with interest from the first to the last line, since the researcher’s own story feeds into and illustrates his reflections. The psychologist and teacher that Marcel Frydman has become today has his roots in the hidden child that he was, just as the historian of the Jews in France that I have become has his roots in the hunted child and orphan that I was. An individual’s destiny reaches its full potential when it is expressed in the collective field that fully corresponds to that individual. Marcel Frydman will always be the researcher who has approached, shed light on and identified close up the issues of hidden children in an institutional environment.

			Serge Klarsfeld, Chairman

			Les Fils et Filles des Déportés Juifs de France

			(The Sons and Daughters of the Deported Jews of France)

			

			
				
					1. In reality, from fifty-six to fifty-seven thousand Jews still lived in the country, but about forty thousand underwent the census imposed by the Occupier.

				

			

		

	
		
			The beginning of life underground

			It was barely six in the morning on April 13, 1943 when, along with my cousin who was two years older than me, I left the house where nine Jews had found refuge in order to escape the deportations.

			Since September 8, 1942, we had been hiding at a tombstone engraver’s – Oscar Dumeunier – just two steps from the Etterbeek cemetery located in Woluwé-St. Lambert, on the outskirts of the Brussels urban area. In this quiet region, relatively far from the city centre, we rarely encountered German soldiers. The apartment at our disposal was located above an unused café. We entered the upper floors from behind the building, after having gone through the owner’s workshop so as to avoid attracting anyone’s attention. The only issue that seemed problematic, at least in the beginning, was that of supplies. In our case, basic caution required that the adults avoid leaving the apartment to shop in the neighbourhood. In fact they all had noticeable foreign accents, which would have attracted attention, thereby making their presence suspicious. As a result, one of the children took up this task, and as a general rule it was my responsibility.

			The day after the major raid at Brussels’ south train station, a friend of the family rushed into our home at daybreak. She was still frightened and emotionally shocked from the events she had undergone the previous night. Before she moved away, Bella Zielicki warned us of the real tragedy that, unfortunately, awaited the Jewish people. What had happened? On the night of September 3, in an area where a large proportion of the Jewish population of St. Gilles resided, the Gestapo had surrounded several streets. These were completely cut off from any traffic, and each house was individually searched. All the Jews, men, women, children, the elderly and the ill were arrested and transferred to the Dossin barracks in Malines. We now know that this group made up the eighth convoy that left for Auschwitz on September 8. If Bella Zielicki and the others were not deported, it is only because they chose to risk not reacting to the calls of the Belgian collaborators who accompanied the Germans – come down with your identity cards! – or to the drum-like sounds of the building’s sturdy double entrance doors being pounded. Fortunately, their doors were not broken down, although the couple’s two daughters were nonetheless entrusted to the non-Jewish neighbours. A ladder let them cross the wall that separated the two gardens.

			Is it necessary to specify the successive steps taken by the Nazi anti-Jewish policies? These were not imposed abruptly, as was the case in Eastern Europe, but were progressively applied, little by little, in order to deaden the conscience of the other citizens. 

			The situation of the Belgian Jews under the German Occupation was seriously aggravated during the summer of 1942. As recalled by Maxime Steinberg (1983), anti-Semitic legislation begun in October 1940 was completed in September 1942, while deportations had already started.

			The first two orders were written on October 28, 1940 and published in the German paper Le Moniteur on November 5. The first defined the status of the Jews – membership within the Jewish community was genetically determined – and required, under pain of punishment, their registration on a specially established list, so as to assist in communal administration. This has retroactively been named The Registry of the Jews. Approximately 43,000 of the 57,000 Jews living in Belgium at that time submitted themselves to this census without realising that it was the first step in what the Nazis called the final solution, a euphemism used to refer to the systematic genocide of the Jews. 

			The second forbade Jews from working in certain functions and public activities. This was particularly targeted at civil servants, lawyers, teachers and journalists who found themselves no longer able to practice their respective professions.

			A new decree announced on May 31, 1941 required all Jewish enterprises, in particular Jewish businesses, to display a notice. The poster had to clearly state in German, French, and Dutch that this was a Jewish business.

			From that time, we saw more and more anti-Jewish regulations. The following month, all those who were listed with The Registry were summoned to the communal administration. Their identity cards were clearly stamped, in extremely large red letters, with the words Juif and Jood (Jew). In that same month, Jews were banned from all theatres, movie houses, and sports fields. As of July, Jews were no longer permitted to have a radio.

			In September 1941 a new decree limited the free movement of Jews, who were then confined to four cities in the entire country (Antwerp, Brussels, Liege, and Charleroi) and called for a stricter curfew than that imposed on other citizens. Jews no longer had the right to leave their homes between the hours of 8:00 pm and 7:00 am.

			An order dated November 25, 1941, called for the creation of the Jewish Association of Belgium (commonly designated by the acronym A.J.B.); all Jews were required to be members2.

			The January 17, 1942 order prohibited Jews from leaving the country. That of May 8, 1942 defined unique working conditions specifically for Jews, which implied the need to create obligatory work camps.

			The May 27, 1942 order imposed the duty of wearing the yellow star as of June 7 for all Jews older than five. This also – in a certain way – prepared the way for the first raids, which began at the end of the summer. Finally, the order of September 1, 1942 forbade all Jewish children from attending school, while at the same time the first raids were starting to take place. 

			Before going into hiding, we lived in the upper part of St. Gilles, outside the Jewish quarter, so we escaped the first raid. But how long would the respite continue? Evidently we were in real danger, and a solution had to be found quickly. If, at first, the deportees were mainly young able-bodied people apparently summoned by the A.J.B. for forced labour, clearly the measures later adopted by the Occupiers had nothing to do with a forced contribution to the war effort as initially announced. We could still not imagine, at this time, the mass extermination methods conscientiously adopted by the Nazis to bring about the final solution, yet the mass deportation of those unable to work was clearly not a good omen.

			The first thing for us to do was move, and there was certainly no time to spare. One of our neighbours worked at the Jewish Community Burial Society. Thanks to his connections, he quickly discovered a place that would be used to hide two families. Sadly, a few weeks later, this man voluntarily answered a summons by the Gestapo. Dressed in his ceremonial suit, which he believed would serve as sufficient protection, he went off to their headquarters in the Louise Avenue, never to return.

			Oscar Dumeunier and his wife, our new landlords, who sublet to us a part of their house, were clearly aware of the risk. This, in all probability, was an act of resistance against the Occupiers. The Dumeuniers welcomed us with kindness and they also helped us in an important way on a moral level. I still remember several evenings we all spent at their place listening to the war news broadcast in French from London. The Dumeuniers had three children. René and Jeanne, the two oldest, were already adults and worked in the family business. However Freddy, the youngest, was still in school, and frequently played with my cousin and me. In spite of the restrictions imposed upon us by our life underground, from time to time he brought us to the White Star stadium where we watched a soccer game together.

			Several events from my life at that time come to mind, all of them linked together by their circumstances and which I haven’t thought about for over fifty years. For example, I see clearly the face of Michel Kantor when I visited him at home – on Church Street in St. Gilles - with a friend to say goodbye. We had met him in a Zionist youth movement, where he was the Madrih3. He was only eighteen years old. One of the first to be summoned to Malines, Michel only had one day’s notice. He joked with the members of his group who came to say goodbye. Smiling, he told us that he could not forget to take his summons because, he added, they might not accept me ...

			Shortly after we moved to Woluwé-Saint-Lambert to live with the Dumeuniers, we experienced an even more traumatic event. Of the stone masons whose work mainly centred on the Etterbeek cemetery, only one was a Jew. This man was named Neuman and his still had quite a bit of work, since the cemetery contained an area reserved for the Jewish population of Brussels. Neuman was the colleague with whom the Dumeuniers had the closest relationship. Almost a friend, he was certainly not considered a competitor. When orders for tombstones exceeded his own capacity, he passed the blank slabs of rock for the crypt to René Dumeunier, Oscar’s eldest son, sketching how the Hebrew characters were to be engraved. Did Neuman think his profession would protect him from being deported? He kept working out in the open in his workshop on Georges Henri Avenue.

			One afternoon Mrs. Dumeunier rushed into our apartment. In tears she cried out “They are arresting Neuman”. We all gathered around a window where we could see, without ourselves being seen, a car parked outside the house, less than one hundred meters away. We observed, powerless and distressed, as they took the prisoner away. Afterwards we learned that his arrest had been brutal. When Neuman’s assistant had wanted to say goodbye to his boss, he was stopped by one of the Rexistes4 who screamed “We don’t say ‘until we meet again’ to Jews”.

			Several weeks later, I was sent out shopping for something, and once again I walked along Georges Henri Avenue, the commercial centre of the area. A man moving rapidly put his hand on my shoulder when he came near me, asking “Shouldn’t you be in school?” It is true that we had lost the habit of matching our activities to regular school hours. Surprised and completely unprepared to answer such a question from a complete stranger, I answered vaguely. Then, excusing myself, I ducked into the nearest store where I waited, extremely panicky, until the stranger disappeared. Several long minutes went by before my heart began to beat normally again. 

			This type of event took place in a context that was constantly anxiety-inducing. This context was in all likelihood generated by a combination of variables, some of which already existed prior to the war. First of all, consider the particularly painful experiences of many adult Jews in several Eastern European countries, where antisemitism was deeply rooted in people’s minds, and where pogroms were frequent. These experiences were generally related to their children, and passed on from generation to generation. Even in families who hid these events, the anxiety that defined the mental state of the majority of Jewish parents was nonetheless communicated non-verbally, or by the nervous reactions of adult Jews in a variety of social situations. Some of the factors having an impact undoubtedly included adult Jews identifying themselves with foreign persecuted Jews, especially those chased from Germany or Austria after the Nazi take-over, often in dramatic circumstances; the alarming news arriving from the Polish ghettos of 1940; the difficult introduction of immigrants into Belgian society, some of whom were in the country illegally and therefore didn’t have even the requisite working papers for foreigners. All of these factors must have contributed to the background sense of concern and anxiety which, inevitably, was passed from one generation to the next. Finally, I can still recall the xenophobic reactions that Jewish children were often subject to from the first days of school. How many times was I called a ‘dirty Jew’ by pupils from my class or those older than me? In all likelihood, from the very beginning I must have felt particularly vulnerable towards aggression and threats from the environment. 

			The streets were almost completely deserted at the time Andrée Gueulen had set, only the night before, for our morning meeting. In March 1943, this young lady, a twenty-something teacher, had become one of the non-Jewish collaborators of The Committee for the Defence of the Jews5 (C.D.J.), of which Yvonne Jospa was the director of the children’s section. Andrée had agreed to take on this highly risky task, and her motivation was further fuelled by the deportation of some of her Jewish pupils. Her responsibilities included visiting Jewish families living underground, offering them needed explanations, proposing placement for their children, convincing the parents when necessary, and finally, coordinating the necessary operations which followed. Papers marked with the name and address of a hidden person were often entrusted to her. This information was memorised, given that all papers had to be burned almost immediately. While travelling, Andrée never carried any compromising information, except in her mind, so it could never be revealed if, unfortunately, she were caught.

			Andrée Gueulen came to our Woluwé apartment twice. During her first visit, she presented the proposal, received the agreement of the parents – her main interlocutors at this point, outlined the operation, and determined a false identity in order to create the necessary food ration card. I was given the opportunity to choose my new family name. Without altering my first name, I took that of a classmate, Jean Laune, of whom I had good memories. He was kind, an excellent student and, moreover, his name sounded agreeable to me.

			I seem to remember that the second visit took place only a few days later. At that time, Andrée provided us with some information on what would happen the next day. The problem was already resolved for the two youngest children. My younger cousin was to benefit from a family placement, in Itterbeek, not far from the capital, where she was expected around lunchtime. In my case, the chosen solution was that of an institution. It was located on the French border – the name of the village was not shared – and we would have to leave very early in the morning so as to arrive the following night. I therefore had to meet Andrée at seven in the morning at the North Station.

			My alarm went off at 5:00 am because we could not risk being late, and goodbyes were said quickly. It was an emotional parting from these people with whom I had shared, for seven months, an underground existence from which only the children would survive. In particular, I think of my uncle and aunt who acted as substitute parents. In fact, thanks to a series of benign respiratory ailments, my mother had been included among the invalids in a sanatorium in Antwerp province, where she remained until the end of the war. My father was in Warsaw at the outbreak of the German-Polish war, and we had not had any news from him for a long time. At the time I left, the most important thing for me was not to be separated from my cousin. Given his age and maturity, he had become a role model. Be that as it may, if he constituted a role model par excellence, he also responded, in this situation where I had neither father nor mother, to an intense need for security. I understood and accepted the measures taken by the C.D.J. but, in this period defined by deportations, and only twelve years old, I left alone, without any family support, to go to an unknown place, and no one could predict the duration of my stay.

			We had to take tram number 83, which we could board directly from the Etterbeek cemetery, and whose terminal in Meudon square, was visible from the window of our apartment. It would take just over thirty minutes to go to the centre of town and the North Station, at a time when traffic was not a problem and at a time of day when public transportation was not overcrowded. 

			My emotional state progressively improved throughout the journey. Did the mild temperature, in this respect, have a soothing effect? Since the harsh winter we had just experienced, during which I had truly suffered from the cold and even contracted chilblains, this was the first time I was able to enjoy the pleasant fresh springtime air. I have a hazy memory of this journey, which took place in silence. My cousin did not say much. For my part, I was already in another universe. I was living a dream in which my new identity, Marcel Laune, played an important role. From now on, for everyone I interacted with, I was to be someone else. It was clearly explained to me that I had to play the part perfectly, so as not to utter a single word which might reveal my Jewish origins.

			At the North Station, the pre-established meeting took place exactly as it had been described to me the night before. I then discovered that we were to await a second child. Accompanied by his mother, Emile Thiry, also twelve years old, joined us soon afterwards. The goodbyes did not last longer than a few seconds. Emile hugged his mother without realising that he would unfortunately never see her again. After the departure of his mother and my cousin, we quickly made our way to the platform and boarded the train to Mons. On the journey to the capital of the Hainaut Region, which seemed to me very long due to the frequent number of stops, we were told a little bit more about our destination. The local train was seriously delayed in its arrival in Mons, quite usual for that era, and the railcar that would take us to Chimay was still waiting. In a third class compartment of this second train, I had the time to observe several people who showed by their accents and clothing that they were not from the capital city. When we arrived in Chimay we were delayed so much that we missed the steam train that would take us to Cul-des-Sarts, a village twenty-one kilometres away. Three departures were scheduled each day: morning, noon, and evening. Since we missed the noon train, we had to wait for the third and last train. 

			As a result, we had a long break and, after having consumed a bowl of soup, some bread, and some lemonade in a little café near the train station, we went for a walk. A woman came up to Andrée, offering her black market butter for one hundred and twenty francs per kilo. We learned that this price was too high for the rural region in which we found ourselves.

			At 5:30 pm we began the last leg of our journey, arriving at our final destination around 7:00 pm. The train could not go very fast and it took over ninety minutes to cover the eighteen kilometres that separated Chimay from the entrance to Cul-des-Sarts. After walking a dozen or so minutes, we finally arrived at the château Thomas Philippe where, from April 13, 1943 onwards, I carried on living my life as a hidden child in an institution.

			

			
				
					2. The Nazis established the A.J.B. for two reasons. Firstly, since it was impossible to create an urban ghetto in the middle of Belgium, the Occupiers decided to create an administrative ghetto to isolate the Jews. Secondly, the A.J.B. provided the Jewish link that the Gestapo’s Jewish Affairs Section needed to supplement their limited staff numbers and to prepare and carry out deportations.

				

				
					3. Hebrew term that can be translated as leader, chief.

				

				
					4. An extremist right wing Belgian political party that collaborated with the Nazis.

				

				
					5. The Committee for the Defence of the Jews was affiliated with the Independence Front, the principal resistance organisation in Belgium. This underground committee was composed of representatives of several Jewish political parties and consisted of an underground administration covering the entire country as well as a service for hidden children. It was Yvonne Jospa who had the task of finding places to hide Jewish children. To this end, she had established close relationships with several non-Jewish organisations such as: the National Children’s Charity, the Committee of Churches, the Christian Youth Workers, and the Movement of Christian Workers, newspapers and community administration centres that could produce false papers and, more importantly, food ration cards.

				

			

		

	
		
		

	
		
			My Life as a Hidden Child 
in Cul-Des-Sarts

			The Village

			The village of Cul-des-Sarts is located in the extreme southwest corner of Namur Province, on the borders of l’Escallière - in Hainaut - and the French communities of Regniowez and La Taillette, 12 kilometers from Couvin, 21 kilometers from Chimay and ten from Rocroi. In the early 1940s, about one thousand people lived peacefully there, typical of life in a rural area. However, one particular characteristic deserves to be mentioned. The area was remote from any of the country’s large cities, and communications were difficult, even more so because of the war; 
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			Domain Thomas Philippe in Cul-des-Sarts, side and rear view of the main building

			none of this made travel easy. Accordingly, the vast majority of the local inhabitants had never seen their capital; their geographical universe was generally reduced to a triangular zone, accessible by bicycle, from between Couvin and Chimay at one end, to the French border at the other, about 15-20 kilometers to cross.

			The name of the town, Cul-des-Sarts – the end of the land, comes from the last land grants made by the Prince-Bishop of Liège to several lumberjacks that had set up there. In about 1550 this area, on the border of the principality and the cleared farmland6, consisted of two isolated houses in a place called the Perchonnier. Following the Prince-Bishop’s land grants, others settled there. During the second half of the 16th century, a fief was set up, a dependency of the Barony of Pesches and the principality. The Prince-Bishop promulgated a regulation covering the principality’s forests, specifying what land could be given over to grazing livestock, and what could be cleared for farming. At the end of the 18th century, slate and shale deposits were quarried in Cul-des-Sarts. In 1789 Thomas Philippe, a craftsman from Lille who was already established in the region, developed equipment used to dry tobacco. He founded a large manufactory, bearing his name, and which we will mention again later. At the beginning of the 19th century, when the town could have been abandoned as it was so far from any cities, Cul-des-Sarts overcame its isolation through quarrying slate and manufacturing tobacco-based products. At this time Abbot Desbans, the first priest of Cul-des-Sarts, set up a school, almost a century before the P. Poulet Act of May 19, 1914 that promulgated obligatory schooling for children between the ages of six and fourteen.7

			Population in the area progressively increased, and in 1826 William the First, King of the Netherlands, officially transformed these Couvin dependencies into an autonomous municipality whose first mayor was Thomas Philippe. A new industry manufacturing clogs developed in the village at the end of the 19th century, and kept growing despite being so far from the railway. Wagons transported the finished goods to the nearest train stations in Couvin, Mariembourg, Chimay or even to Revin, in France.

			In Cul-des-Sarts, most people worked in agriculture and livestock; aside from a small number of large-scale operations, there were many small farms where the peasants raised a few animals to provide for their own needs. We were able to buy eggs, butter, and even a cheese that was a local specialty, when we could afford to pay black market prices.

			Cul-des-Sarts was not really a farming region. Most of the farms were less than ten hectares, and the farmer worked them helped only by members of his family. The town also had many lumberjacks, metalworkers, clog-makers, government officials - mainly customs officers - and some craftsmen. Moreover, the small manufactory founded by the family of Thomas Philippe was still active. In the beginning, it was the largest Belgian tobacco factory that, in its glory days, employed one-hundred and eighty workers, of whom about 40 lived in Cul-des-Sarts.

			The Thomas Philippe family was a real dynasty, in which a continuous succession of male descendants carried both the same first and last names. This family owned immense logging operations, and provided the town with factory owners and mayors

			During the time of Thomas Philippe IV (1852-1927), the factory was equipped with a variety of machines capable of producing all types of perfect tobacco products. The company manufactured tobacco to smoke, to sniff as snuff, to chew, as well as cigars and cigarettes. Nevertheless, in 1934 the affairs of Thomas Philippe V declined, and following the seizure of goods, his properties were publicly auctioned. The main creditor, the Discount House of the National Bank of Belgium, bought the Château, the adjacent farm and lands, including the outbuildings. This entire estate was purchased for the sum of one hundred thousand Belgian Francs (2500 Euros). In 1936, the Discount House sold the Château and park to Guillaume Moinil, a wine merchant, who conveyed it to Marie-Joséphine Rousère in 1941. During the war, she was able to rent this site to Hélène Van Hal, the director of the educational health camp in which several dozen Jewish children and teenagers found safe haven during the Occupation. 

			When we arrived at Cul-des-Sarts, the largest activity at the factory was no longer producing cigarillos and cigars. A sawmill set up in the same complex, and initially meant to be used to manufacture cigar boxes, crates, or barrels, was the main source of employment. The possibilities to hire workers were nonetheless reduced in comparison with the years when the company experienced rapid growth.

			There were also two stores in town, Richoux and Peeters. The former was the largest, offering an extensive range of different items, with the exception of food. And lastly, some villagers worked in Couvin, making pots and pans, and traveled back and forth by tram or bicycle. 

			In Cul-des-Sarts, relations were friendly. Everyone knew everybody else, and no one simply waved to the people they met on the way. It seems to me that these interpersonal connections responded up to a point to the need to belong8, as it was in the village of the past or in the heart of a true community. This need often played a crucial role for the hidden children who were deprived of a family environment, emotionally frustrated, and for whom the placement in a peer group was delayed for many months. 

			The Château Thomas Philippe, a rather large, imposing structure, was located on a vast property of 14 hectares, almost halfway between the French-Belgian border and the center of town. Walking briskly, it took just over twenty minutes to arrive at the church, and a little less time to get to the customs office at the border. The estate consisted of a relatively old building facing the street, additions built more recently, and a large park where the trees had been cut down in the center. In this area, one could see a cemented area – the only visible remnants of a tennis court long fallen into disuse - surrounded by a grassy field, and well maintained paths that accessed the orchard and, beyond that, unchanged forest. 

			Discovering Institutional Life

			These were the surroundings within which Hélène Van Hal had established a health and study camp for the children of the Charleroi region who showed signs of delayed development, or whose poor health required a sojourn in the fresh air. Initially, the institution was founded and set-up in Bredene between Ostend and Blankenberghe. The German troops commandeered that building at the beginning of the Occupation, which led to the move to Cul-des-Sarts.

			Hélène Van Hal managed the establishment with the help of her two married daughters, who were both mothers. The older daughter, Blanche
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