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My dear Father and Mother, 

 

I am writing this for you because I can no longer send you letters. What I am writing here is a 

replacement. The first of October, the date classes begin again, is a suitable date to start but I 

have been wanting to do this for a long time because it is a way to feel closer to you. Alas, you 

know what I am like; I put off everything until tomorrow – and when I was living with Aunt I 

couldn’t write down what was in my head. I am sure that you wouldn’t have minded me moving 

out of Aunt’s – I can study better here and I am free. I worry that I hurt her by leaving; she is so 

good and kind, but she does not seem to understand that I need to get up early and study late 

without getting overtired; that it was too far away, that the Métro was expensive; that I couldn’t 

study and do the housework, washing, mending, shopping; nor study whilst knowing that 

everything would have to be tidied away into a drawer at a moment’s notice. But especially – 

and this is the major reason – I didn’t want to have her keeping me. She would have never 

wanted me to work, she is too generous in that respect and, if at 22 I have to depend on others for 

my food, social life and even my work, then life is just not worth living. I’d just be a parasite 

then. Here, I depend on no one other than myself. I am going to give lessons to groups of 

students at the Institute of English – I will tell you the full story later, and I hope to give private 

lessons. I have decided to start an English degree to have a French qualification in case the war 

lasts a long time. […] Colin advised me to do just that last year but I didn’t want to know then. 

Mind you, I would have been doing a ‘licence libre’ which would not have allowed me to teach, 

while this one is for teaching. Talking of which, I need to apply to Mr the Minister of National 

Education  (ooh!) for a certificate attesting that my qualifications equate  to the baccalaureate 

with proof that I have been in their country for five years and, as I haven’t, I will have to declare 

as such ‘on my honour’. Tut! Tut! Tomorrow (always tomorrow) I will buy the official document 

to do this. 
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