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I married my husband
Andre, on the 31st of
October 1945. He served
with the R.C.A.F. during
the war as a Military
Policeman in the City of
York. At the time, I was
employed as a sales
women at York Coop
stores. As my husband
was nearly every day on
foot patrol on the streets
of York, we saw each
other often and developed
a close relationship, after
three months only, we married. My elder sister said to me at the time: (I
don’t give you more than two months and you will separate.) Well, it is
now close to 55 years and we still are together, happily married and have
no plan to separate yet.
My husband was repatriated
to Canada on the Ils de
France in March 1946. I
was left alone with my
mother waiting for my notice
of departure from the
Bureau of War Brides
Repatriation. I was about
three months pregnant at
the time and even with all
efforts, I could not find
confirmation of acceptance
in a local hospital in case I
was not scheduled on time
for departure for Canada.
After many contacts and

repeated requests to the War Brides Bureau in London, I finally was
advised to be ready to depart on a 24 hours notice. I was
I was really relieved as it was just before time limit allowed for a pregnant
women to sail.
I sailed on the ‘Letitia’ from Liverpool on the 12th of May 1946, and
arrived at Halifax Harbour on the 21st of May. The journey was pleasant
but long crossing the Atlantic.
Arrived at Halifax , I was directed to a special War Brides train headed
for western Canada. At this time, I have to mention the marvellous work
and assistance provide by personnel of the Canadian Red Cross who did
the impossible to make, more pleasant, our arrival in Canada. I found
the journey form Halifax to Quebec very long and tiresome but it was
worth it.
My husband waited for
me at the train station
at Levis, just across
the St.Lawrence River
to Quebec City. I was
also welcomed by his
family who could not
speak English, so I
tried to understand the
best I could. ( I now
understand and speak
English, after 54
years, who would
not??)
As my husband could
not find any decent
lodging, we were
invited ot stay at his
grand-father’s 24
rooms home situated
in a residential sector
of Quebec City. His
grand-father owned the
largest shoe Factory in
Canada at the time) no
need to say we were
well taken care of.

We lived at my husband’s grand-father’s
house for a year without any charge at all,
so it was a good start for us, the only
trouble for me at the time, was the
language. I could not understand what
everyone said, but I managed. I really felt
welcomed.
After a year or so trying and trying, we
managed to find our own four rooms flat
on the third floor of and old building in the
center of Quebec. We acquired our own
house four years later.
We had a small family of four, two girls and two boys.
I visited my family only once in all that time, I am so afraid of flying Don’t think I’ll ever see York again, this was my destiny.

