Grand-Bassam, june 2026

Dear Donors,

| very much hope that you are in good health.
| am writing to you from Grand-Bassam.

The children, patients and our staff are all doing
well. This year, three of our children are sitting
their baccalauréat :

First there is Lucie, who has been with us since
she was very small. She has always had excellent
marks, and | sincerely hope she passes her exams.
Lucie was brought to us by a social worker from
another district when she was about two years
old. She was a full orphan — her mother and father
had both died of AIDS. She herself had tested
HIV-positive, was very ill and in a heartbreaking
condition. Naturally, nobody wanted her anymore,
so we took her in, just as we have taken in all
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those other discarded children who, at that time,
were considered worthless by society. Today she
is a very dependable young woman of 18, always
happy to lend a hand.

Then there is Germain, also 18 years old. He has
been through rather a difficult time, as he had
already attempted the baccalauréat once before
without success. Since we believe in giving every
person a second chance, he is trying again. We very
much hope he will manage it this time. Madame
Valérie, our teacher who helps all our children with
their homework, is optimistic.

The third is our Léa. She is intelligent and will
succeed. Her story is yet again a very different one.
| shall come back to her later.



And now a fate that has moved us all deeply: the
passing of our Papa Bob. He had been living for five
years in Ayoba, our village. A priest had brought him
to us, as he was suffering from the early stages of
Alzheimer’s and was very frail. | do not know exactly
how old he was, as elderly people here often have
no birth certificate. We estimated him to be around
75 years of age. In his younger years he had been
a plumber, and he had two daughters.

During his first week with us, he wept very often and
asked for his wife. We fetched her and asked her
to stay by his side, which she did not accept very
willingly, as she had a small market stall she would
have to give up. We told her, however, that there
was no more important place for her than beside
her husband, especially since we knew that he did
not have very long to live.

Papa Bob settled down, and the two of them lived a
peaceful life together. She helped us in the kitchen
and looked after her husband well. Until, not quite a
year ago, he began losing consciousness for hours at
a time. He was brought to our hospital immediately,
and we had him examined by a neurologist who
ordered a brain MRI, electroencephalograms and
so on. But all the tests remained inconclusive.

Papa Bob often had good days on which he could
even play pétanque with the others in the village.
But the episodes became more and more frequent,
and we had to keep him in hospital for long periods.
He passed away in April. The villagers were deeply
shocked — he was the first of our elderly residents
to leave us.

I shall always remember him with great fondness. His
laughter and his bright eyes when he greeted me
and called me “Beauté éternelle” will remain in my
heart for ever. He has certainly earned his place in
heaven. After his death, we helped his wife to reopen
her market stall, which thankfully went very well.

Papa Bob
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Now | would like to return to Léa, and | shall do so
by telling you the story of her father:

His name is Georges; he suffered a severe stroke
and has been paraplegic ever since. His wife
brought him to us. She told us that she no longer
wanted to care for him, as she was still young
enough to rebuild her life. We tried to speak with
her, but it was impossible. She made it clear to us
that she intended to leave him.

And so we welcomed him into our village of Ayob4,
where we regularly hold sharing circles with our
elderly residents. They love these gatherings. We sit
in a circle and each person in turn shares something
from their life. These are often very sad stories of
deep poverty and great suffering, but sometimes
a spark of joy shines through as well.

On this occasion, Georges told us what his last three
years had looked like. His illness made speaking
very difficult for him. But we understood that he
had spent the last three years lying on a mattress
on the floor. In a hut with no windows, where he
could see neither the sun nor the stars. He could
not sit up, lying paralysed on the ground. His wife
had still been caring for him at that time.

One should know that Monsieur Georges — who
is not yet 45 years old — is a very tall and heavily
built man, and that his wife had to turn him regularly
so that he would not develop pressure sores. And
Léa, our Léa, helped her with this.

When his mother no longer had the strength to
carry on this life, and we had taken Georges in,
Léa asked whether she might also come and live
with us. We agreed to welcome her amongst the
children, and so she was able to spend every free
moment with her father.

One day she told us that, when she had still been
living in the village, she had overheard neighbours
mocking her father, calling him a good-for-nothing
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and saying that the best thing that could happen
to him would be death, and that this would also be
a relief for his wife.

Léa, who loves her father deeply, could only weep
as she told us this. The only thing | could do, besides
listening, was to take her in my arms and try to offer
her some comfort. Such pain is inhuman.

And now she is sitting her baccalauréat, and |
am certain that she will become a sensitive and
kind woman who will never be able to forget how
scandalously her beloved father was treated. With
us, he is happy and deeply grateful.

Léa and her father Mr. Georges



LOYTI
LATROUS

Our young people have dreams, and sometimes they need to be reminded, very gently and kindly, of the
reality of Africa. In Africa one must be strong, otherwise one goes under. One must fight and assert oneself,
especially when one is an orphan and also suffering from AIDS — a disease that carries enormous stigma.

One of our dear boys — David — was even bullied because of this at school by a teacher. He suffered
greatly, and we kept encouraging him, telling him that we were there for him and that he should not listen
to others but only to himself, for he knew very well how strong he was. And today he is a qualified naval
officer.

Dear friends and supporters, it is thanks to you that our project continues to live on. That children, patients,
elderly residents, widows, mothers and our staff are able to lead a life of dignity. And to ensure that this
remains so — | shall dedicate myself to it until the last day of my life.

Thank you for your help and your compassion. The fact that you place your trust in us makes me very
happy and grateful. And that you continue — despite the current difficulties in the world — to think of us:
| thank you for this from the bottom of my heart.

God bless you.

With my most respectful wishes and warm regards,
Yours, Lotti Latrous
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