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FOREWORD
Mildred Lindsay was 58 years old and her daughter Margaret 17, when
Margaret was invited to stay with the Comte and Comtesse Cibein in
their chateau near Lyons in order to improve her French. The trip was
organised by Mildred’s French friends Mr and Mrs de Guingand who
lived close by in Croydon. Mildred decided to go on a tour of eastern
and southern France during that April of 1938, and it is her Journal
that is reproduced here in this booklet. Her words paint a picture of
life in this part of France during the year preceding the beginning of
the Second World War.
DEDICATION
It is only appropriate to dedicate my work on this to the
Margaret of this Journal (Green née Lindsay) who at the time of writing
is still alive in her 95th year, and to John and Pippa her children,
and to their grandchildren and great-grandchildren.
Paul Middleton 2016
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Hotel Pernollet
Belley
France
Saturday
9th April
1938
Croydon to Dieppe
We left Croydon on Thursday, April 7th. Jack1, Mrs de Guingand2 and
Betty3 saw us off. Crowds of people travelling. On the boat at Newhaven,
some supper and then to our bunks. A large saloon and about fifteen
of us curled up. Only one snored. Margaret slept for about an hour. We
left Dieppe at 4 a.m. (French time) after a very calm crossing. There was
nothing to declare and our cases were not opened.
Paris to Lyons
We were all bundled into the station bus and were driven through Paris
to Gare Sud where we met Cook’s4 man who saw us into the Express.
Everything marvelously arranged by Jack beforehand, no difficulties
anywhere. Then we had breakfast on the train. Margaret chose assiette
anglaise which turned out to be cold ham, sausage and corned beef. I had
bacon and eggs. Coffee delicious. But the train was shaky. No wonder
they charged for the cloth. There were two very nice people at our table
and we managed to say quite a lot and got some valuable hints. So far we
have not met anyone who can talk to us in English. We arrived at Lyons
two hours before we were due to be met by Mme la Comtesse, so we
went to the buffet just outside the station and had a marvellous déjeuner
and were well looked after by the waiter (he did speak a little English)
then after another wash and brush up, the first was before déjeuner, we
went to the waiting-room to wait for Madame.
The house of Mme la Comtesse5
She knew us at once when she arrived from our clothes, and took us
1
John Seymour Lindsay, also known as Jack was Mildred Ethel’s husband.
2
The de Guingand family were friends of Mildred and John, and this friendship
continued with their daughter Margaret until the 1960’s.
3
Betty was probably a family friend as no Betty or Elizabeth appears in the Williams
family tree,
4
Thomas Cook & Son travel agents, were founded in 1872.
5
The Comte and Comtesse of Cibein lived in a chateau high above the Rhône/
Saône opposite Villefranche-sur-Saône, a few kilometres north of Lyons.
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off in a taxi. Her house is very high up and overlooks the River Saône a
typical tall French house standing alone in a garden which slopes towards
the river. We were offered a bath and tea and shewn to our bedroom.
They expected me to stay the night with them before going on my lone
travels which I was very glad to do. Tea in the petit salon where we found
Madame’s mother and niece, the latter Deleine, vivacious and petite was
putting the finishing touches to the bridesmaid’s frock of a friend. It
was all very homey and they were so kind and courteous. Madame is
very good-looking, has very dark hair and a good profile. While we were
having tea, milkless, and crisp thick slices of toast a friend came in to talk
English to us but we spoke too quickly for her and like our French she can
read the language better than she can speak it. When we had difficulty in
understanding one another we wrote our sentences in French.
Lyons
After tea Madame, the niece and I went into town and Margaret went
into the garden to wait for the children to come home from school. I was
taken all round the town, a very large one, but did not see anything of the
rapid Rhône, only the sluggish Saône. There are large open squares and
great avenues of giant trees, very old and so well pruned that scarcely a
leaf shewed, planes I think. Parts of Lyons are still magnificently beautiful
but many parts are pathetic in their shabbiness. Madame’s niece wished
to buy a valise. We walked up a very long road in one of the old parts of
the town, a very shabby part, and passed one or two shops where valises
were placed outside on the pavement but we went on until we came to
and entered a small shop where the leather smelt delicious. There were
the most beautiful handbags, cases and gloves. A man came up and then
began a most animated conversation, the three of them all talking at
once. The man fetched a book, turned the pages looking for something.
They all talked with insistence and with much excitement. No valise so
far had been looked at, and then suddenly they were all smiling and
agreeable and dashed through an inner door of the little shop, Madame
beckoning me to follow, and then we were in a small room where were
more valises on shelves and one was taken down, the softest and nicest
I have seen, and I think the price was 300 or 400 francs. When we got
home the children had returned from “la classe” and I was introduced.
The boy kissed my hand and the three girls curtsied Margaret by this
time was very friendly with them all.
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Evening dinner
We spent the evening in the large salon, a room furnished in Louis XIV or
XV style (original); large paintings on the walls of the Cibein6 ancestors,
some as early as our Elizabeth’s day. Meg (Margaret) played table games
with the children and I tried to talk to the grandmère.
There were 11 of us round the table for dinner. A place was laid for papa
Count but he did not appear and no-one seemed surprised. So far I have
not seen him.
Off to Belley
I was going to Avignon today (Saturday) but did not feel I could face the
mistral there as my cough was a bother, so here I am at Belley in Ain. I
left Lyons by the 8.15 a.m. train, Margaret, Madame and Teresa seeing me
off. The grandmère, Margaret and three of the children were going today
to Grenoble to the grandmère’s house in the Alps.
I had to change trains at St André le Gaz and take a merchandise train to
Belley which took hours to get here as we were shunted at every station
on the way and had wagons loaded and unloaded. At one time I was the
only passenger on the train and, not understanding what was going on,
thought I was going to be left on a siding and was very glad at last on
coming to another station to have a passenger come into my carriage,
such a nice country woman who was going to Belley to the hospital to
see her daughter who had just had a baby which had died. I understood
quite a lot from her. She told me that there is an American living near
Belley, a director of the petrol works, and that his wife is English, and,
she thought, very like me.
When we arrived at Belley station there was no taxi and so she insisted
on helping me to carry my bag all the way to the town up the hill, about
half a mile.
I went straight to the Pernollet Hotel and booked a room. Everyone was
at déjeuner, a welcome sight. Until I made this journey to Belley I had
thought of putting up at a nice country cottage, but when from the
6
The aristocratic Cibein family in 1918 left their chateau and lands to found the
prestigeous Cibein Agricultural College that is still in existence.
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train I saw a man cultivating lettuces in a garden I changed my mind.
My room here is large and clean with a huge bed in it on which is an
enormous eiderdown. It has a balcony about 15 feet by 5 feet overlooking
the marketplace and I can sit out there. Not many people at déjeuner and
most of them non-resident I think.
Went shopping this afternoon, bought needles and cotton, and postcards
at a tobacconist’s where I had a chat with the proprietor who told me
about the trips by autocar. Also went to a bookshop and bought a book
on Lamartine7. Margaret is interested in him and he was at the Jesuit
College here. There is a statue of Lamartine outside the College, a
beautiful youth full of grace and verve. No-one in the town whom I have
met so far can speak English, not even the proprietor of the hotel which
is a large one, so it is going to be a novelty for me. It certainly will be a
test. Have written some letters and now I think it is time for dinner.
Sunday
10th April
I went to bed early last night. Read some Lamartine and then “Greenery
Street”. Very comfy in bed and chambermaids very bright and attentive.
They expected me to have a bath this morning to my joy. All very modern
and fresh. Then petit déjeuner in bed. Went for a walk this morning. Very
beautiful here. An old town well planned with avenues of great trees,
gardens sloping down to the valley and on the other side of the valley
hills rise and beyond them mountains and further on in the distance
more mountains mingling in a purple haze. The sun was hot but the
north wind drove me back to my balcony which is sheltered from it and
here I am very happy in the sunshine with a glorious view to look at. The
town has been very quiet this morning, every one being at church, but
now they are strolling home. All the women wear black. I can hear them
talking and laughing, One of them, a girl, is rushing across the marketplace calling to a fox terrier do “Jimmie” to get him away from the traffic.
The Cibein family have a fox-terrier too and they call him Jim.
7
Alphonse Lamartine, chevalier de Pratz, born 21 October 1790 and died 28
February 1869, was a French writer, poet and politician. He was one of the key figures of
the Romantic Movement in French literature. In 1848 he led the Second Republic for a
short time.
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I do hope Jack and the Professor8 were able to come to France. It is all very
quiet here though yesterday a French newspaper showed a photograph
of a fracas going on in Paris, just a fight among the mob which might
have been presented in the English papers as a civil war. The Cibeins are
very glad of the change in the government. They think everything will be
much better now. The grandmère would like a still greater change. She
would love to have a king and queen again.
After déjeuner I went to the smoking room to write some letters. There is
no salon here. Coffee is served in the smoking room for those who want
it. There was only one person there, a man rather like Mr de G. and he
asked me if I minded his pipe. I said no I liked it. He smiled benignly and
when I was in my room again I realised I had said “I love thee”. Anyway
he didn’t take it seriously. Have been reading and resting this afternoon.
Outside it is rather noisy with the folk enjoying themselves. Opposite
my window some men are in a garden playing a kind of bowls game only
they threw the ball up in the air. The north wind is very fierce. I think it
must be the mistral I meant to escape. Now I descend for 5 o’clock tea in
the smoking room ... I found a newspaper there and was reading it when
monsieur of the pipe came in. It was his paper and he was looking for it
but would not let me give it up. Toujours la politesse.
I think I shall go to Geneva on Saturday and stay there; shall go to Cooks
and find out several things I want to know, then perhaps I can go to the
Chambéry, then to Grenoble where I might see Margaret and from there
to Avignon for the last few days before going back to Lyons for Margaret.
It would be lovely if Jess9 could take a holiday and meet me at Geneva.
Monday
11th April
A gorgeous day and no wind to speak of thank goodness. Posted some
cards etc and had a look round the town. Some parts are very old and
must have looked beautiful 100 years ago. Oxen are used for ploughing
the land and then the animals drag home the shares on carts through
8
Professor Albert Richardson of Ampthill, with whom John Seymour Lindsay
worked on many occasions, noteably on the design of the Battle of Britain Chapel in
Westminster Abbey.
9
Jessie Anna was Mildred’s younger sister, born in 1885.
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the town. I wish I had a camera. Walked to the station to enquire about
trains to Geneva and how to get there. The stationmaster was so kind
and told me all I wanted to know. He had to run off to his duties several
times but always came back smiling. All the people in the shops are most
courteous and friendly.
There is a glorious view a minute’s walk away from here, a cultivated
valley, picturesque farmhouses and the hills and mountains rising on the
far side. I walked through the very old part of the town this afternoon
and watched the children come out of school; a gendarme was posted
to see they were safe. One of the children was very interested in my
shoes and feet, had never seen anything like the size of them until now
I expect. Jack and Kenneth Broad10 could paint here for a year and not
exhaust subjects.
I think I had better wait until Tuesday before going to Geneva because of
the Easter holidays. Hope I get a letter from Margaret tomorrow. Posted
some letters and made a pocket for my passport and tickets.
Tuesday
April 12th
A letter from Margaret. Such a happy one. Am so glad. I spent most of
the morning in the gardens and tried to make a sketch - not much good.
Visited the College where Lamartine was and studied his statue from all
angles. Bought a paper and am glad to find that the pound is still worth
160 francs. I wonder if I ought to be quick and change some more in case
the new government sends the franc soaring. Wish I knew.
Told maître d’Hôtel I would be staying until next Tuesday. My friend in
the paper shop says I ought to see the Lake. It can be reached by autocar11 so I will. Must see some of the sights.
I have just met three very nice French girls in the smoking room. They
live here though I haven’t seen them before. Tried to have a chat with
10
Kenneth Broad was a friend of John Seymour Lindsay, Mildred’s husband.
11
The autocar in this journal refers to a vehicle that was hired out like a taxi for
journeys between towns, like the modern shuttle-bus.
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them. They were eager to know if I am a “bridger”12. Very surprised that I
don’t play. They think Englishwomen spend all day long at it.
Have written and posted a letter to Margaret.
Wednesday
13th April
Had a very good night, best so far. Rang the bell for my petit déjeuner.
Waited. Rang again and repeated the process for nearly an hour. Nothing
doing so I dressed and went downstairs and found all the maids dusterskating on the floors. No-one had heard my bell which was found not to
function. The M. d’Hôtel sent my p.d. upstairs.
A gorgeous day again. Am in my room with balcony door open. Sunshine
pouring in. The autocar leaves at 1 p.m. for the Lake.
Changed £2 for 310 francs. Yesterday I should have got 320. Had déjeuner
early and took the auto car to Le Bourget-du-Lac. I was made to take the
best seat so that I could have a good view. Very charming Madame on
the car who talked to me. A gorgeous run; such a long way for 14 francs
return. Spent about 2 hours by the lake looking towards Aix-les-Bains.
To the south away in the distance I could see mountains covered with
snow. Very high hills all round the lake. We had to go through a tunnel
about 2 miles long. Very fast going all the way except through the tunnel.
Walked into Le Bourget town. Everyone busy preparing for Easter; then
back again to the lake where I had some excellent tea in the garden of a
small hotel which overlooks the lake. Lovely view, lovely garden, lovely
tea but very dirty people though polite and chatty. Also cheap (under 2
francs). Also I heard there the first music since I came to France. There
were very few people about and they were doing things to their boats
which were moored. Plenty of accommodation for bathers when the
weather is warm enough.
I walked again to Le Bourget town (about ¼ mile) posted a card and
waited outside a Laiterie where I talked to the owner while I waited
for the autocar. A very amusing woman. We chatted about the prices of
12

A bridge player.
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things and she was amazed when I told her that butter was only 25 francs
a pound in England. Here it is more than twice that. I spent about half
an hour with her and then took the car back to Belley passing lovely
little villages on the way, sort of “she wandered down the mountain side”
places. Back in the hotel in time for dinner. A very good outing.
All the bells in Belley have started pealing. It’s just after 9 p.m. Un peu de
Lamartine, a cigarette, and then to bed. I expect I shall get some letters
tomorrow. I wonder how far Jack and the Professor have gone.
Thursday
14th April
A letter from Edith. What joy to get it. Nothing from Margaret but she
will be very busy and interested in everything to have much time for
writing. She was very happy when she last wrote. We are all having
wonderful weather. Went to the paper shop this morning and bought a
paper (158 francs to the £) and a book and asked where I could get my
shoes mended. I found the place, like a country cobbler’s, and left my
shoes there which need heeling. Ready on Saturday, 4 francs. Then to my
favourite spot in the gardens overlooking the valley to read the paper;
quite interesting and much about British-Italian compact13, also news of
Duke and Duchess of Windsor.
Apres déjeuner Thursday
I am sitting out on my balcony meaning to try and make a sketch of the
house opposite but it is so interesting watching the people. Lots of cars
arriving and everyone comes here. This place is so well spoken of and
deservedly, so very clean and such excellent food.
Twice I have been mistaken for a German once yesterday by the woman at
the laiterie at Le Bourget and just now at déjeuner by an infant aged about
4 years so I suppose I look like one. I certainly don’t look like a “Française
elegante” in my coat a carreaux. I can see the people promenading in the
13
British-Italian agreement signed, where Great Britain recognized the conquest of
Ethiopia, and Italy promised to withdraw all troops from Spain at the conclusion of the
Spanish civil war.
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great avenue with its very ancient trees and the market place where no
market is today, and, in another direction, the centre of the town where
the fountain is, it all so bright and full of colour.
Still Thursday
14th April
I was in a shop trying to explain that I wanted a block of very fine paper
when someone came forward who speaks English. An American lady
who was lived in France for 30 years, and she had me supplied with
exactly what I wanted in a twinkling. Such a dear. Later when I was in
the smoking room using my block she came in with a French friend
for tea, and how we talked and talked and laughed. She said she is an
old maid and lives several kilos away from here. She thinks me a most
venturesome woman and she had followed me to the hotel to ask why
on earth I had come to Belley where no one speaks English. I told her
because I had seen it on the map and it wasn’t too far away from Margaret.
It never rains but - at the next table to mine at dinner tonight came three
English people, father, mother and daughter. They have been touring
France, north to south, and have been telling me of all the wonderful
places they have been seeing, particularly those round Avignon. We sat
talking at our tables until after 10. On my way upstairs to bed I saw for the
first time the père maître d’hôtel, very distinguished looking. He bowed to
me gravely. Perhaps we had been too long in the dining room. The maids
have to get up so early. The American lady told me that this hotel is run
by a family, a father and two or three sons and some daughters. The
father is an invalid and rarely seen. The son who is always in attendance
is quite young, also goodlooking, and I think the three French girls
whom I met in the smoking room must be the daughters. That day when
having my tea I happened to mention that in England we have it a little
stronger and yesterday it was. These English people say that this hotel
is quite famous, that the same family have run it for over 100 years and
that Margery Sharpe has written about it in her book “The Nutmeg Tree”.
Good Friday
Went into the gardens to read this morning but didn’t read much. The
view, the air, the birds and everything were so sublime. Lots of children
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