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PREAMBLE 
 
 

 
 
 

This book is not a novel, it is the true story of a 
 

sincere, amazing event that experienced  
 

for many children from my  
 

orphanages in India 
 

and myself. 
 
 
 
 

Since the publication of this book in 2015, other events  
 

similar to my narrative have occurred in other  
 

places, with other people, victims of the  
 

same characters mentioned  
 

in my original book. 
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PREFACE 
 
 

 
"A book is a detonator that is used to make people react"  
Les  Combustibles  
Amelie Nothomb  
 
In the tradition of knights whose quests were fraught with challenges and adversities 
stopping only at death, Mary-Ellen Gerber (MEG) is at once both the standard-bearer 
and the rear of a silent army. 
With her 78 years and her soft, high-toned voice, she created the crazy project to house, 
feed, care for, and educate as many as five hundred children in India, and she defends 
with ardour the fate of the abused and silenced children. 
Her adventure is a true contemporary epic crusade where good intentions evolve with 
destiny. MEG has all the qualities of a heroin yet refuses the accolade as she defends 
herself. Faced with the insidious attacks of her sworn enemies, she risks her reputation, 
her freedom, and her life. She never gives up. Counter attacking bravely, she builds a 
virtual wall around those she protects. 
Renouncing the future that she had imagined, she composed with simple words, a 
powerful indictment as a weapon.  
Journeying at her side, we are surprised at the determination of MEG, we are moved by 
the setbacks she suffered and admire her fierce resistance.  While we can discern 
through her journey a naivety that only the pure have, we can also admire the absolute 
stubbornness of her chivalrous and noble heart.  
The twists, travel, denials, betrayals, successes, and failures that are the fabric of this 
story, are all reasons for MEG to one day become the archer whose arrow is aimed at 
powerful criminals preying upon third world children. Far from being a sterile diatribe, 
her testimony for the prosecution indeed gives the floor to the innocent, denouncing the 
judicial shortcomings, corruption, and negligence, so often used to the criminal’s 
advantage.  
 
If MEG reaches her target, she will at least give the child "trafficked as merchandise," the 
status of a protected species that we do not hesitate to attribute to animals in danger of 
extinction. Her story, without literary pretensions, is not ephemeral claptrap; it is a 
work of public enlightenment. Her purpose is to render harmless, sexual predators and 
traffickers of children. 
 
Everything starts with a childhood marked by a death. That of a loving mother who will 
be replaced by a cruel stepmother worthy of a fairy tale. From this universe of coercion 
where she is suffering from isolation and indifference, emerges a secret and tenacious 
wish: to help children whose vital, emotional, and educational needs are neglected by 
their miserable environment, by families, decimated by disease or any natural 
catastrophe. 
 
A few decades later, in India, on the way she had traced with neither thought nor care, 
comes the crucial moment that disrupts her life and changes its course. One warm night 
under the moonlight walks the first of the witnesses. MEG is then engaged in a war 
without mercy ending years of ignorant satisfaction.  
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The aftermath appears as the archetypal fight between vice and virtue. For the innocent 
heroine of this human tragedy, all her existence, all that Amma "(the name given her by 
the child’s "Mother") has patiently built is reduced to nothing. All seems lost. Except 
hope. MEG is not naive. The truth is simply beyond the respectable distance of the 
imagination when we need to explore the darkness. Just past the unconscious denial of 
"reality" is an ultimate mission that is emerging for the vivid contrast between good and 
evil it embodies. In the Manichean confrontation, providence redistributes the cards and 
saves, in extremis, the one who thought to finish her days with her large family of 
children.  
 
The story does not end there. This book was necessary to try in its own way to curb the 
current scourge she stigmatizes - those politicians who put their duty to protect 
children before their prerogatives. For the men of the Church, instead of dogmas and 
doctrines against freedom, convey the idea of a respectful and humane comportment for 
the next generation. All together, they are busy castigating in the name of the morally 
consensual and other forbidden loves, where as the priority is to put a stop to individual 
violations. 
 
MEG, the musketeer, found the courage to fight and oppose her detractors. After being 
"one against all", she took, with children, the oath "One for all and all for one" the 
romanticism of which in no way undermines the solidarity it implies. Of course, she is 
not the only one in the world to denounce the horror; however, her testimony warns us 
that while wanting to do well, we are all likely one day to maintain and endorse 
(through our donations and as a volunteer) charitable missions that are organized 
networks of sexual slavery.  
Many foundations are fighting for the protection of children in this world. More or less 
supported by government departments, sponsors, laws, and media, they require a more 
cohesive and comprehensive action. So can this singular story reach the ultimate goal of 
humanity that wavers in its values, and unite spirits to break the silence? May this tragic 
experience serve the justice of men and the dignity of the child?  
 
This book is a hefty tome. Not by its length and thickness, by the uplifting content that 
creates its weight. It is a stone thrown into the brackish waters of the conspirators, who 
are still in charge today. In the case of "Paul Dean" is a split personality and/or other 
mental disorders that will not escape the psychiatrists, yet the man is still a dangerous 
Mr. Hyde with the philanthropic appearance of Dr. Jekyll. An illusionist that the "well-
meaning" perceive as a man of God.  
 
 
Excluding the blacklisting of paedophiles of all kinds, the story of the adventures of MEG 
reveals what can happen in the back rooms of "humanitarian" and alerts the donors 
about the subversive use of their generosity. The opponents are rich and still active. 
Bound by debauchery and the vulnerability of their past complicity, they care more than 
ever to promote the saintly image that serves as their bait. The method has already been 
proven: to further mystify the new "mugs" that present themselves, they just need to 
show off their usurped titles of glory and express honesty and dedication.  
However, if the players in the shade think they have a bright future ahead of them, they 
are sadly mistaken. The time will come when their actions will be exposed and 
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punished, as they should be, because the mission for MEG and her successors will only 
end at this price. In so much as they add lies to lies, they will make the fatal error of a 
further offence, unless their exertions of vengeance will one day sign a confession of 
their guilt.  
 
For the victims, now of an age to take to up this battle and hold, their word will no 
longer be contestable as their speeches are repeated from one country to another, from 
province to province, witnesses to witnesses to infinity and always identical. "Break the 
silence”. 
                                                                                                  

                                                                                                        Marie Montard 
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DEDICATION 
 

 
 

o words will ever be strong enough to convey the horror of the atrocities that 
Paul Dean committed on young children, many of them orphans, who had 
narrowly escaped the tropical cyclone that ravaged the Bay of Bengal in 1999.  

Mary-Ellen's harrowing account of the unspeakable felonies that Paul Dean cunningly 
performed on the very same children that he was supposed to help and protect reaches 
far out beyond one's wildest imagination. 
Yet I can assure you that Mary-Ellen didn't make up one single line of this unusual book. 
Thirty years ago, in another part of India, I met the man who signed his letters "Doctor 
Brother Paul”, and just like Mary-Ellen, I believed in this con man who showed off all the 
attributes of a compassionate being.  
While pretending to take care of leprosy patients and handicapped children, this 
tyrannical man engaged in the same depraved felonies and embezzlements that Mary-
Ellen denounces in her remarkable book. 
With all my heart, I hope that this true story will somehow move mountains of 
bureaucracy and stop Paul Dean from ever performing evil acts on children again.  
 
Thank you, Mary-Ellen, for all the healing love that you unrelentingly bestow on all your 
children from Odisha!  
With positive vibes and affection, 
 
Nathalie Nellens 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

N 
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A TRIBUTE 
 
 

 
nil. It was almost thirty years ago... 
I often thought about him, and I will remember that July morning. It was early, 
but the pani-wallah had already passed by my room carrying his load of water. I 

was still immersed in my dreams under my mosquito net when I heard an agitated 
conversation from the room next-door... I could not understand what was being said 
because the conversation took place in Hindi, yet I knew immediately that something 
serious had happened. 
 
My sister came in, "Anil is dead," she said... 
 
It was a terrible shock. The news was like a bomb. 
Anil, this beautiful kid, at times had a melancholic look, his face lighting up when he 
smiled. A kid of 12 who spent every day for a while at my sister’s house, where sitting in 
a chair, he would watch what we were doing, smiling ... he smiled everywhere he went. 
His suicide upset me, for what are the reasons that can push a kid of 12 years to commit 
suicide? It seemed inconceivable. 
A twelve years old, fulfilling the serious actions that caused his death, an adult gesture, a 
gesture of despair, a thought out gesture, in any case... 
 
Nathalie told me that Anil lived with someone called Brother Paul, who found him in a 
railway station.  Anil was an orphan. Had Brother Paul treated him badly?  
He was sometimes violent with children and beat them. However, at the time, she 
obviously knew no more! 
One Sunday evening we went to treat a medical emergency somewhere in the 
countryside. When my sister and I came home, a neighbour came to tell us that Anil had 
called that night, and that he had spent a long time in my sister’s house waiting for us, 
and as we did not return had gone home. 
 
On Monday morning, we learned of the suicide of Anil. 
 
For the remainder of my stay with my sister in Titilagarh, it was hard to get used to the 
idea that he would never visit us again, tonight, nor tomorrow, never more. When I 
heard bicycle brakes or someone stopping before the house, I always expected Anil to 
enter with his beautiful smile that made him shine from within, despite the tragedies of 
his life. 
 
Therefore, I can only congratulate you, Mary-Ellen, for this great initiative to dedicate 
this book to the memory of Anil. 
 

Sylvianne Nellens 
 
                                                              
 
 
 

A 
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Chapter 1. 
 

 
 

 
My beloved mother 

 
THE BEGINNING 

    
Had a happy childhood in a united family. 
My father was a native of Alsace, my mother from Yonne in Burgundy, where we 
often went to visit her relatives in the town of Avallon. In April 1937, I came into the 

world, my father a career soldier assigned to Meknes, in Morocco where I was born. 
During the war, my mother joined the AFAT (Female Auxiliary Corp. of the Army) were 
she was occupied transmitting messages in Morse code.  
 
My mother had received an education until the age of twenty with the help of her 
godmother, who had offered her this opportunity. This was unusual because, at that 
time, in working class families girls generally received no further education after they 
left school at the age of 14.  
 
In 1946, my father was assigned to Thionville in Lorraine. Then, both my parents left 
the army. Mom gave birth to my little sister in that year and my father became the 
manager of the canteen at a steel factory in Seremange in the Fensch valley. That is 
where I grew up.  
 
Mom wanted her children to pursue their studies, as she herself had been able to do. 
Each occasion was a good opportunity to improve our instruction. In addition, for each 
of our birthdays, my mother would subscribe to magazines for us in our own age group. 

I 
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My brother and my sister read Mickey Mouse comics and for my part, I devoured the 
magazine "Lisette". As the oldest, I took piano lessons.  
Yet my real preference a thousand times closer to my heart was to sing with mom all the 
songs or operettas we heard on the radio, about which we invented parodies.  
 
I also had three years of being in the class of a very psychologically adept teacher. In my 
school, each teacher followed their students to the next grade until the Certificate of 
Education. This teacher, we called "Mimi". She had a wonderful ability to understand me 
and understand my character, such that forty-seven years later, at a meeting of alumni, 
a classmate told me:   
 
"She didn't speak to us the same way she spoke to you with a soft gentle voice".  
 
Her approach worked well because I was very often the first of the class. When you are 
kind and gentle with me, I can give everything. Conversely, when you are brusque, when 
you do not trust me, I seal up hermetically, I shut down, and I do not give anything.  
 

 

 
 

Mary-Ellen first on the right 
 

 
TRAGEDY and LOVE 

 
et, despite all of my happiness, everything changed the year of my 14th birthday... 
My mother suffered from a malignant brain tumour. She needed surgery. The 
surgeon who performed the operation had immediately closed the skull because 

the tumour was too large. Following this intervention, my mother lost her sight. I can 
still hear the sound of her white cane as she tapped the ground when I accompanied her 
for daily walks. However, she remained cheerful and sensitive to others despite the 
suffering she endured. Before departing on her last voyage, mom was worried about the 
future of her children and her husband.  
In the army, my mother became a friend of a woman called Claude, who then became 

Y 



12 
 

mom's intimate friend. My mother had Claude and my father promise to marry after her 
death so that happiness would continue to reign among us. We loved each other 
tremendously as well as my father. Mom figured she might as well go in peace.  
After nine months of illness, the suffering ceased. She was only 36 years old when she 
ultimately closed her beautiful blue eyes. It was on December 23, 1951.  
 
Immediately after her death, mom's cousin Jacky ten years my senior, military and 
medical student, gave me some advice that has proven very useful in my life, such as 
never smoke, never drink alcohol or very little occasionally, and never be intimidated to 
do so by other people. He also explained to me the serious consequences of these 
problems. I was very careful and I remembered verbatim the valuable advice that 
helped me always to remain in control of myself, in different circumstances. I felt a deep 
friendship for this cousin who supported me in my heartbreak. 
 

The summer after Mom died, my cousin Jacky, who had just received a promotion in his 
medical career, suggested to my father that I needed a change and a holiday so perhaps 
it was an opportunity to visit his family. My father granted his permission immediately.  
 
I was surprised at how quickly my father had agreed with Jackie's proposal knowing 
there was work to do at home with my brother and sister. However, my father insisted, 
assuring me he had everything organized for me to pass a relaxing carefree holiday. 
As a gentleman, Jacky collected me from Seremange and we went to Bordeaux where he 
lived with his parents, my great-aunt and my great-uncle. The discovery of this city was 
memorable for me.  
 
Back in Lorraine with Jacky after six weeks of absence, I understood the real reason for 
my father’s rapid acceptance of my vacation, because everything had changed during 
this time. My little sister was placed with friends, my brother was in a vacation camp, 
and my father had moved or sold the family's belongings including my piano that Mom 
and I played on with four hands.  
 
The loss of my piano greatly affected me, for me it was as if the one last tangible link of 
union with my mom finally disappeared leaving only memories for souvenirs. 
 
My father took the management of another canteen in Fontoy, and hired a waitress with 
whom he established a relationship. Their actions denoted they had already made plans 
for their future... 
 
Her name was Ginette. Jacky and I were thusly surprised to meet her. After Jacky’s 
departure two days later, my eyes red with sadness, I found myself alone with this new 
situation and was put to work immediately doing all the household tasks and taking 
care of customers in my father's new canteen.  
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MAP OF FRANCE 
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A YOUTH OF LABOR 

 
ince then, events had unfortunately gone as I had foreseen. After barely a year had 
passed after the death of mom, my father married Ginette, this unknown, sixteen 
years his junior, who completely subjugated him, while in the couple he formed 

with my mother, he was the head of the family.  
 
I did not understand this sudden change in him. In the first week of their marriage, I 
realized that I no longer had the protection of my father. I discovered that his promises 
made to my dying mom and family about the future of his children had vanished giving 
free rein to the will of his young wife. This first year of my father’s new life was 
revealing and decisive for me. 
 

I felt completely orphaned, unloved, abused. I then realized how difficult it is to live and 
build myself without the love and protection of my mother. Thus was born within me a 
desire that has never left me and I came to realize it much later: it was the desire to 
found an orphanage for destitute children, unhappy, without love or protection around 
them. 
 

In addition to the fact that Ginette had managed to put the property of my father in her 
name, she then quickly removed from HER home all the members of my maternal and 
paternal family, my cousin Jacky as well as the three children. My little sister six years 
old was placed in a foster home. My brother aged ten years went to a military 
schoolchildren’s troupe where he learned the trade of mechanic helicopter pilot, which 
enabled him to exercise an interesting job in the army. 
 

As for me, I was in college: it was the year of my elementary certificate. I had just 
finished the first quarter of the seventh class, however instead of returning to the class 
in January; I was removed from school to work with Ginette and do all the heavy work 
in the new cafe that my father had bought on behalf of his new wife, in Audun le Roman, 
Meurthe- et-Moselle.  
 
The day I was sixteen, I had to clean out the urinals in her cafe, I had to clean them every 
day, they were disgusting and nauseous, so dirty, smelly and yellowish.  
As a birthday gift, what could be better! I wept bitterly. 

S 
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A man came to urinate and was surprised at my tears: 
- What's the matter little one? He asked. 
- It's my birthday and I have to clean out this filthy toilet. 
 
- Whatever you do in life, always do it with a smile and with your heart. You'll see, it will 
be better! He advised me.  

 
I never saw this man again. Strangely, I felt like it was a message sent by my mother. 
This principle has always remained rooted in me. Thereafter, I accepted the trials and 
tribulations with much more confidence.  
It is funny how some comments or thoughts can register in our minds and change our 
attitude towards life... 
 
That same day, my father, Ginette, and I took our lunch. They talked about a problem 
that I thought I could provide a solution for. No sooner had I said: 
 

- “I think...” 
 

Ginette interrupted me: 
- Shut up You! You do not even have the right to think! Instead, to waste your time 
thinking and always reading, from now on, you're going to work harder, and then I will 
be less angry with you. 
 
When she was tired of me, or rather, when all the tedious heavy work was done, she 
would drive me out of her house, leaving me only five francs in my pocket, (ten cents) 
just enough to take the bus to Metz, the big city thirty miles away, where I thought I had 
a better chance of finding work. 
 
Ginette chased me away... fourteen times! Each time, I found the work I needed to be 
housed, fed, and appreciated by my employers.  
 
I have always loved young children and commerce, which is why, at first, I wanted a job 
with a family for a little warmth, and at the same time, I lightened the load of mothers 
by taking care of their children. I was highly appreciated by them because I have always 
done my job conscientiously, in good humour without ever counting my hours.  
Consequently, I worked to help mothers, in an organization that employed young girls 
to help mothers after childbirth. Every week, I went on a mission to live at their home 
and ease the work of a mother of a large family. I liked this a lot. However, Ginette 
caught me quickly... 
 
Being born in April with a temperature of forty-two degrees Celsius in the shade and 
having lived in the sun until the age of eight, I suffered much from the cold winters in 
Lorraine. I particularly remember February 1956 when the temperature dropped at 
least twenty-eight degrees for the entire month. I had frostbitten toes. I was limping, 
and had to serve Ginette's customers, who were stranded by ice overnight in the café, 
which at the same time was also the bus stop. 
 
In the village, Ginette knew a restaurant owner who had a restaurant in Nice. I do not 
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know by what luck they asked my father, Ginette and me if I wanted to come and work 
with them in Nice in their establishment during the summer season for six months...  
I left the next morning, no problem! 
It was early May. Once more, my new bosses appreciated me very much, I was happy. As 
I spoke a little English, learn at school, I was in charge of serving the English-speaking 
clients.  
My happiness was always short with Ginette. In July, my boss received a telegram: 
“Ellen must immediately return to Audun". Not knowing what was the reason, she 
immediately asked for one explanation, because we were in the middle of the tourist 
season and the hotel restaurant was full. 
  
The reason - amazing - was that my sister, then aged eleven, had been sent back home 
from the foster home where she lived, because she was still wetting her bed. I had to go 
back to take care of her.  
My boss, furious, replied:  
 
-I will not let your daughter go for such a reason, you are there, and you can take care of 
your younger daughter yourself! 
 

Second telegram: "Mr. Gerber will collect his daughter tomorrow”. 
 
My boss did not answer, and asked me: 
 
-Do you want to go back? 
 
-NO, that's enough, I do not want to! This has been going on for too long, every three 
months, they take me from my job. Then a month later, after doing all the heavy work in 
the house and Ginette’s coffee bar, I have to look for employment again. 
 
-OK. Well, you're going to work in our home in Cimiez, instead of staying at the 
restaurant and when your father comes, I will say that you're gone. 
 
This was done. Thus, I found myself maintaining a beautiful villa with a large garden 
overlooking the sea, with the other servants. 
 

Ten days after the due date, my father still had not passed to collect me. My boss told me 
on the phone: 
 

-He will not come now and we miss you at the restaurant, there is so much to do. 
Then, I went back to my work. Upon my return, happiness was in the room. My boss, 
staff and former clients who all knew me, applauded me and kissed me warmly. This 
time, I wept with joy.  
 
The next day, my father came. I was only nineteen years old, and I was still a minor. I 
cried with sadness and especially about my own helplessness in the situation, yet the 
joy that I had experienced the night before I kept in my heart. Other people recognized 
my values. That was the only thing that mattered to me; this fact strengthened my 
confidence in myself. 
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It was with great sadness and eyes full of tears that I left, my boss also distressed and 
disconcerted about me from my father’s attitude. I promised to return to this place of 
happiness in the beautiful city that I left behind. 
 
My father put me on the train for Ventimiglia/Metz, the same day, telling me: 
 
-I still have a few days on the Cote d'Azur. 
 Arriving at Metz, I had to change trains to Audun le Roman. Completely lost in my 
thoughts, with mixed various feelings and especially about what I would find on my 
arrival, without realizing it, I took a train in the opposite direction and I went north.   
 
When I realized my mistake, I could have kept on going without a worry, and then I 
thought that my little sister would certainly be unhappy and needed me. For that reason 
only, I turned back and somehow, I took the last train to Audun, which would arrive late 
about eleven at night.  
 
When I arrived at Ginette's cafe, which ironically was called “Café of Peace”. I knocked at 
all the doors, but no one opened them and her apartment was just upstairs… 
Consequently, I had to spend the night in a hotel.  
 
The next day I found the hostility that I had somehow forgotten during my happy weeks. 
 
 
 
 

 
 

NICE 
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THE RETURN OF OBLIGATIONS 
 

y sister and I had to sleep in the attic and I had to buy our food with the money 
that I had earned in Nice in order to pay back the expenses incurred by my 
father to collect me. I had to do our cooking and wash the dishes at specific 

hours in order not to disturb "Madam" and then go immediately to our attic. When I had 
not completed the washing up on time, I had to take the dishes down to the cellar and 
wash them later, at the indicated times. When my father came back, in front of Ginette, 
he told me: 
-You did not obey me and I had to collect you. 
 
Without another word, he took his boxing gloves, gave me another pair, and told me: 
-Now, defend yourself. 
Former boxing champion of France and then coach in this sport, he knew exactly what 
he was doing and knocked me out after a moment. The next day and the following, my 
arms were blue from the blows. I did not say I was hurt, but I deliberately wore 
sleeveless blouses to do all the work and serve clients who asked me questions. 
I responded sarcastically: 
 
-This is my father's way of showing how much he loves me, with a boxing match. 
 
This is where I learned from the customers some important information: 
 
-During your absence, we often see Ginette’s sister, who comes here on holiday, always 
well dressed, without doing anything and then returns to her mother or maybe her 
grandmother… Indeed, Ginette behaved with her like a mother more than as a big sister. 
 
This "sister" was the same age as my brother, only fifteen days his senior, and she could 
do what she wanted.  
 
This girl died in a car accident the day of her 21st birthday. 
Years, jobs, referrals, and confrontations succeeded each other. I just kept on smiling. 
The thirteenth time my father came to see me in Metz, he said coldly: 
-This time, I am not asking you to come home; you can stay here and keep your job. 
However, as I know that you are very hard working and thrifty; I'm asking you to give 
me your savings for the last three months because we need to buy a jukebox for the cafe. 
 
I had to obey and give him 100,000 francs (old francs).  
I had saved every cent of this money to return to Nice. It was a large sum for given 
monetary erosion due to inflation, the purchasing power of 100,000 francs in 1957 was 
therefore the same as approx; $2000 in 2013. 
 
I gritted my teeth and said to myself:  
 
-The moment I reach my majority, I'll go away without saying where I am, that way I 
will not be caught by Ginette. 
 
 
 

M 
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NEW PATH IN LIFE 
 
While waiting for answers to my questions in order to refinance and return to Nice, I 
had to work harder and faster. Therefore, I needed two jobs. I took all of my song sheets 
under my arm and went to see the conductor of a famous dance band, to whom I made 
this request: 
 
-I would like to sing. 
 

-Yes, it is a possibility. What song do you know? 

 
I unpacked my songs showing them to him and declaring: 
 
-I know this repertoire by heart. 
 
I knew perfectly well the songs that I listened on the radio as well as tunes from 
operettas and operas. He chose "La Paloma". The audience applauded. He then chose 
another song, then another. So many so that the owner of the adjoining bar, who had 
heard the music coming out of the loudspeakers, came into the ballroom at the end of 
the evening, asking: 
 
-Who is the little nightingale? 
 

-It's me, Madam. 
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She immediately hired me, paying me two thousand old francs (forty-one dollars) to 
sing for two hours, and I had to sing three times a week, which was at that time a 
substantial sum, especially since it was added to my waitress salary at the restaurant 
where I worked in the afternoon. The minimum wage was at this time one hundred and 
thirty three francs (two dollars seventy) per hour. I was happy to be able to express 
myself through singing, which I love so much. I was happy that people finally respected 
and supported me. 
 
Alas, it came to of my stepmother’s ears who came to the restaurant with my father, 
declaring:    
-If you do not stop singing immediately, we will place you in a juvenile detention centre! 
 
At that time, parents had full authority over their children until their majority without 
judicial intervention. I was twenty and a half - it became important for me to turn 
twenty-one. I had to submit once again. I swore it was the last time. At this time in my 
life, she broke something inside me and I no longer had faith in my father. I wanted to 
run away even faster, go away far from them. 
 
This situation explains why shortly after, I married the first man that came along. A man 
thirteen years my elder, a strong, smooth talker, who seduced me simply because he 
was the first to stand up to Ginette and my father and because he had to leave four 
months later to Chad in Africa for his work. Thus we would live far away from that 
woman who had always cut my wings and I would be living in the sun!  
With him, I finally felt protected.  
For my part, my heart was full of gratitude, asking only to love a man worthy of the 
name and to escape the grasp of Ginette to a new life, a good life with someone who 
would bring me what I was missing for so long, since mom died. Protection was evident 
at first.  
 
Yet I learned very quickly his true nature. I went from one family yoke to be captured by 
another. I discovered my husband lied to me, hiding obscure reasons; he could not go 
back to Chad, he did not tell me why... I found myself morally in another prison.  
 
We had to look for work in Lorraine. 
 

The distance between Ginette and I would it never come?  
 
Since I was now married, Ginette could no longer forbid me anything. However, she 
wanted to separate me from my real family I had left. She forbade my brother and sister, 
still minors, to see me or to have any contact with me, under pain of severe punishment.  
 
However, as soon as they reached their majority, they were quick to contact me and 
filled this gap between us. That is how I learned that my sister, still a minor, wanting to 
study nursing, had needed parental permission to enter into a nursing school. Secretly, 
my father gave his permission making her promise not to reveal anything to Ginette...  
It was pitiful. 
 

I also learned that my brother had worked in a carnival travelling over a large part of 
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the French territory, mainly Brittany, during the summer vacation, to make pocket 
money that he would use during the new school year.  
 
My father, requested my brother to give him his savings "for greater security". Of 
course, when my brother needed his savings, he found out that my father used it to 
purchase other things for Ginette and found himself penniless. 
 
It is at this point that our trio renamed Ginette. We gave her the name of a big poisonous 
spider: "The Tarantula", a name that has always remained in the family... 
It was much later, when my sister read the draft of my manuscript; she and I were 
amazed by the similarity of behaviour of "The Tarantula" towards us in our respective 
youth. In fact, she continued the same pattern used with me. She sent my father to 
seduce his younger daughter to do the heavy work in her cafe and then the following 
month to find work elsewhere. This relief was provided to satisfy the whims of the 
stepmother.  
 
However, on entering in nursing school, my sister signed a contract. My father was then 
forced to reveal to the Tarantula a written and signed agreement that he had purposely 
signed allowing my sister to enroll in that school until her majority. That day, she flew 
into a mad rage, being thus, deprived of her second Cinderella.  
 
She wanted to cancel the parental permission. It was evident that she would fail, 
because she had no parental affiliation and was not the legitimate mother. 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

TARANTULA 
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Chapter 2. 
 

 
 

Club Mediterranean at Santa Gullia in Corsica 
 

MY LIFE AS A WOMAN 
 

uring the years that followed, I discovered my husband's instability and a 
succession of moves each time he was fired from his job resulted.  
The first job was the management of a service station in Woippy in Moselle, 

which included a free apartment in the building. I learned how to dispense gas to 
customers, to assist him so that he was free to do other work. Soon, he neglected his 
daily tasks to go to a nightclub where supposedly he found his customers.  
After a few months, the company inspector realized that my husband was incapable to 
do that work. The dismissal was fast. 
 

By answering an ad, we were hired by the wife of a famous Parisian industrialist. This 
job was fine. My husband was engaged as a security guard, overseeing the maintenance 
of the property and the purchase of supplies. My task was to prepare the meals for the 
family and employees. A housekeeper was in charge of their five children.  
 
Once there, on our arrival we were surprised to discover a magnificent estate located on 
the heights of Montmorency. The house was in such a position that it had a magnificent 
view over the famous city of Paris, with the point of attraction, being the Eiffel Tower, 
right in the middle of the huge bay window.  
 
The security guard's house was assigned to us and a car put at our disposal. The 
superbly equipped kitchen allowed me to surpass myself in cooking for the satisfaction 
of my bosses. So much so that the master of the house made it a point of honor to invite 
important customers to dine in order that they could enjoy my specialities.  
 
After six months, my boss satisfied with my work, offered me a large sum of money to 
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keep me in the family; however, she did not want to keep my husband as he was not 
fulfilling his duties properly. 
 

I had been married only three years, I thought I should persevere.  
 
I still did not know that you could not change a person who does not want to change.  
 
In response to another ad, the Club Mediterranean at Santa Gullia in Corsica, recruited 
us. The life style and working conditions suited me perfectly. I was hired as a GO, "Gentil 
Organizer", the summer by the seaside and winter in the snow. Every night there was a 
show.  
In 1963, the Club had only French guests and employees, which meant that the puns and 
jokes had all the subtlety of the French language, making for hilarious evenings, no 
vulgarity at all. I love to laugh, so I was really well served.  

 
However, when I worked with my husband, the result was always the same. My boss 
always told me: “there is a job for you, but not him”. 
We came back to the mainland. After a voyage full of tears and reflexions, I knew now 
that I absolutely did not want to return to Lorraine. We went to Nice where I found 
work without him. 
 
One day I met a couple. He was French, she was American. They had returned from 
California after ten years of hard work in the vineyards of Napa Valley, north of San 
Francisco. They were in their fifties and wanted to live a peaceful and happy retirement 
in France without having to work.  
This couple were excited about their success story. They told me how business was 
successful and rewarding in America, provided you are brave, and you provide a very 
good service and supply good product. I was all ears, eyes wide open, not wanting to 
miss anything of this wonderful story, promising myself always to remember it. 
 
In 1967, the universe sent me the greatest gift of my life, the birth of my daughter 
Nathalie to whom I wanted to dedicate all my love, my time, and energy until she 
reached at least the age of five. I had read, that up to that age, a child lays the foundation 
for all their traits, emotions, and character, which is then stored in their subconscious, 
an indelible base, even if later, the influence of society could change them. My Mom had 
taught me knitting, crochet, embroidery, and sewing. I could improve these skills in 
making all the baby clothes for the dearest person I had in this world; my beloved and 
desired baby who was a pearl to my eyes. 
 
My husband had lost another job, then another, I had to earn money to feed my child as 
well as, stay home. To do this, I asked Mimi, my schoolteacher in Serémange, with whom 
I always kept contact, whether it was possible to lend me the money to buy a knitting 
machine. This was done.  
 
Therefore, I could continue to take care of Nathalie and breast-feed her during the first 
six months. I rejoiced in each of her smiles, her every word. I followed her progress with 
rapture and delight and worked at home. She was my happiness. I forgot everything 
else. Quickly, I found customers in the village of Tourettes-sur-Loup where we lived at 
that time. I had kept in contact with various people in the places wherever we had lived, 
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and who became my clients and my advertising agents by word-of-mouth. I paid "Mimi" 
back as soon as possible, in three months. Later, I created all my Titi's wardrobe, mine, 
and I even made the doll's clothes, in order not to spend the money I did not have! I 
treasured my savings for properly nourishing my child. 
At four years old, she participated in the festival of Violets in Tourettes. I designed her 
beautiful outfit with the fabric of my communion dress. She was adorable. 
 
The years passed by... 
 
In 1972, my husband responded to an ad for a job. It was at a big holiday club in Grasse. 
At his request, I accompanied him to the interview. After questioning, recruiters asked 
me: 
-And you, Madam, what do you do? Do you have professional experience? 
I told them about my competence. 
  
They finally chose me as the clubhouse manager of "Les Bois Murés" in Grasse. My 
husband had to help me, but without salary. The job was for us to expand the business 
in order to earn more. It was an ideal place, four kilometres outside town in the forest, 
with horses, tennis courts, swimming pool, and lifeguard.  
My little one immediately started learning how to swim. At five years old, she was a 
little chatterbox. It is true that I have always spoken to her as a big girl. 
 

The guests were friendly, always relaxed, with funny jokes to tell. Laughter and good 
humour was the order of the day because they were on vacation. In the evening after 
dinner, they loved to dance, especially slows. I even invited a famous singer and his 
group of singers/dancers with their big bus of the Big Bazar for a stopover in the Bois 
Murés, during their tour in Grasse.  
To satisfy my customers, I always made a homemade cooking. This always generated a 
very attractive smell. The guests were happy and so was I. 
 
For nine months, we worked in the same place... 
I was hoping my husband could satisfy the bosses this time because I really wanted to 
stay there. One evening when he had a little too much to drink with the customers, he 
became aggressive. I asked him nicely to curb his drinking; however, instead, it made 
him so angry that he let his hatred overflow, an aspect of his character I had never seen 
before, fuelled by jealousy of not being the boss and not doing what he wanted.  
That evening, he sabotaged our entire music system with a large kitchen knife.  
I was very scared for my daughter. 
 
The next day after this incident, not surprisingly, I heard the same old speech: 
-We really want to keep you, madam, but your husband... it is out of the question he 
passes the gate. He is indecent with girls.  
This time, I understood. He was good for nothing and he did not want to make the 
slightest effort to be accepted. I filed for divorce.  Too bad, if I became a divorced 
woman, a woman rejected and unpopular with others, as it was the custom at that time. 
I would rather prefer be alone than badly accompanied.  
 
Never mind all the trouble he put me through, during and long after the divorce, trying 
to manipulate my daughter against me... 
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Grand Opera of Avignon 
 

INDEPENDENT LIVING 
 
Having regained my freedom and living alone with Nathalie, now eight years old, I took 
back to singing and I honed my voice. I joined a choir that gave concerts in the major 
cathedrals of southern France.  
 
Then, I was part of a troupe of amateur singers in Cannes and we had the great pleasure 
of performing operettas in costume in a small theatre. I brought "Ma Thalie", my darling 
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daughter, with me for each rehearsal. 
One day at the last general rehearsal, she installed herself in the prompt box at the front 
of the stage. To my surprise, without a script before her eyes, she whispered the text 
when each one of us forgot our lines.  She loved the theatre, stage, costumes, film. 
 

Later, Nathalie and I were accepted in the chorus of the “Opera d'Avignon” she sang in 
the children's choir, singing in the same operas as me! We shared a great adventure. The 
first opera we played and sang together in was called "Mireille" by Gounod. The 
prestigious Arenas of Carpentras in southern France lent its self beautifully to this 
performance.  
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If pitfalls stand in your way change direction, not your destination. 
 
 
However, since I was free and still young, I wanted to take advantage of this situation to 
finally act on my ideas and no longer suffer the roadblocks from others. 
 
I had to begin saving my money in order to raise my daughter and fund my orphanage.  
Only my faith in myself and my tenacity to want to succeed with my ideas, could make 
me realize the mission I gave myself in my teens and which has never left me.  
When I made this vow, these children were not yet born. In my mind, they were already 
my companions in misfortune and hope at this time. 
It is this very significant story in my life that I want to narrate to you, my dear reader. 
This is a true story, sincere, amazing and my determination of willing to save children from 
injustice will not make me give up. 
 
Everything I had previously experienced was nothing compared to what would follow. 
At this point, it is essential to note the progress of my work in business in order to 
understand the groundwork that would create the finance for my future foundation.  
 
The years passed, I was divorced and lived with my daughter. I learned that "Tarantula" 
was no longer part of the family. Twelve years had passed by, thus allowing me to 
reflect upon the relationship with my father.  
 
I remembered that he was only ten years old in 1918, when the “Spanish flu” caused an 
horrific ravage in Europe and particularly in France, leaving thousands dead in the 
space of just three days. My father lost his mother suddenly, very young. My grandfather 
remarried a few months later and withdrew his son from school to send him to work. 
This similarity in behaviour bothered me terribly and it allowed me to forgive my father 
for having reproduced the same patterns as his own father when he was married to 
"The Tarantula/Ginette". Of course, to repeat the same evil from one generation to 
another without change is never the best solution. However, that is the way it was. 
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That is why I reconnected with him. Upon his retirement, he too had left the Tarantula 
in Lorraine to be far away from her and installed himself in Perpignan, south of France. 
Since breaking up with her, he was able to save money and had bought an apartment in 
a building where he met his future wife, five years his senior. She really loved the man 
who was my father and not his money. 
 

At Christmas 1979, I had just made a major decision and I was going to tell my family 
gathered at my brother’s house:  
-I will immigrate to America, more precisely to California, with my daughter and my 
dog, to build a new life. 
This produced irritation in my father, surprise in my brother and the admiration of my 
sister in law and my nieces. 
 
The reaction of my brother was neutral.  
 
Reaction of my sister in law and my nieces: 
-Go Auntie. DO IT! 
 
Reaction of my father: 
-Off you go again with your ideas, you're crazy, you do not know anyone there, and you 
have no home and no work! 
-That's right, you're right, I said in a decided tone. 
 
-You can barely speak English! 
-That's right, you're right. 
 
-You do not have any money! 
-This is very true and you're absolutely right - however, I will leave this time. I know I 
will meet difficulties on my way, as is normal, but I will manage when they arrive. Why 
worry in advance, about what does not yet exist? For the moment, I plan and organize as 
best as I can. The rest, it's life that will provide that. 
 
You are right to say, "Off you go again with your ideas" because seven years ago, if you 
remember, I already wanted to go to America after I separated from my husband. I 
needed support, and I listened to you. 
 
However today, it’s decided, I am forty three years old, I am leaving because I am still 
floundering after seven years. I prefer to work hard for several years to build myself my 
retirement without interference or spanners in the works. I do not want to sit around 
waiting for the government to give me such a small pension that the aphorism to which 
it relates is "not enough to live, too much to die". 
  
With no qualifications, not even a Study Certificate, as you well know, I cannot aspire to 
a secure and well paid job in France. This is why I will do business in America without 
being stopped, “this time.” 
 
The few months that followed were very useful for the preparation of this trip and 
especially the organization of the work that I would do in California. I know that 
America is a country of opportunity for the brave and fearless. I was part of this group 



29 
 

of people and decided that nothing would stop me. 
Therefore, without wasting time, I started looking to find a way to succeed in my life. At 
this moment, I had only one piece of luggage - my desire to do so. Yet, what success?  
I still did not know, yet I was certainly going to conquer the unknown, the conquest of 
America.  
 
Oh! How I loved the song of Joe Dassin "L'Amérique, l'Amérique, je veux l'avoir et je 
l'aurai"(America, America, I want to have it and I will) I sang it often to give me more 
courage. 
 
I began to canvass throughout France and in Paris Bijorca, an exhibition, which brought 
together a multitude of diverse manufacturers in the jewellery, silverware, and gift 
trade. I especially liked the crystal of Montbronn, in Lorraine, where they made 
beautiful crystal fountains.  
 
Montbronn, where by a quirk of fate, was born the father of my paternal great 
grandfather named Ferber. My great-grandfather who was a master blacksmith, 
"Companion de France", had established himself in Burgundy, at Domecy-sur-Vault, 
near Avallon, where another blacksmith wanted to sell his forge. There, he made 
magnificent gates, ornaments for tombs and for mansions etc. 
 

My research led me to select a variety of items; all of them were quality items, 
absolutely not knowing what was going to work or not in this great country. My instinct 
alone guided me. I added pewter ware, geodes, crimped reproductions of old maps 
made in Saint-Malo. In the South of France, I found figurines called "Santons of 
Provence", wonderfully carved wooden bellows for fireplaces, nougat of Montelimar, 
and a line of wrought iron from a wholesaler in Avignon involving several 
manufacturers. The wholesaler gave me the opportunity to contact them directly later, 
when I had been settled. 
 
I chose manufacturers that did not export to the USA, and for having certain exclusivity, 
at least in the early stages. I also discussed the methods of payment, delivery of goods, 
etc. To each of them, I asked for several catalogues and a couple of samples so that my 
future clients could appreciate the admirable quality of French products. 
 

During this “Tour of France” in search of treasures that enchant Americans, some 
memories came to mind and incited me to go faster. I thought back to the couple who 
had worked in California and, who, ten years later, came back excited to retire early and 
work no more. I wanted to do the same, so I could fulfil my humanitarian dreams. Other 
pleasant memories made me nostalgic, like not being able to continue to sing at the 
Opera, for example. 
 

I thought that I would quickly find locally the same passions or certainly others that I 
have not yet thought of. 
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Statue of Liberty was so symbolic for me 
 

THE GREAT DEPARTURE 
 

uring the months of preparation, one night, I had a wonderful dream. I saw 
myself stride over the ground in seven-league boots, flying over landscapes and 
bodies of water before making landfall then flying again for another seven-

league step. This dream showed me the light that shines at the end of the tunnel, and 
gave me the belief that finally, I was on the right path.  
This dream propelled me to America before even starting. It carried me to my new 
destiny, without wanting to go back into my past, yet I intended to keep in touch with 
my sister, my brother, and my family. 
 

As I had announced, I departed across the Atlantic with my thirteen-year-old daughter. I 
was only able to string together a few words of English I had left over from my 
adolescence. My dog, Cybel a female Breton spaniel, would arrive a week later, when my 
daughter and I had moved and settled in Los Angeles. 
 
It was November 2nd, 1980, the day of the election of Ronald Reagan as President of the 
USA. New York was all-abuzz. I really wanted to see the Statue of Liberty close up - it 
was so symbolic for me. 
 
Two days in this, great and wonderful bustling city and then we were off to Los Angeles 
where I knew nobody. However, before I left, I contacted by phone the president of the 
French Club in Los Angeles to help me find a home for a few weeks that would give me 
time to turn around. Fortunately, a large studio was available in his building. 
 
After I had paid four thousand dollars out of my savings to the French school for my 
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daughter’s school year, and the first rent and the deposit for the studio, it left me just 
something to live on for a month. I had to find work immediately in this great-unknown 
city. According to the agreement I had with manufacturers in France from whom I had 
gotten their catalogues; I was to be their representative in California. 
 

We arrived in L.A, just on time to meet with the president of the French Club, Claude and 
his wife Regine. I moved into the studio, and then I was introduced to some nice 
neighbours in the building and enjoyed the rooftop swimming pool.  
My first surprise was to find and to see an amazing variety of people from around the 
world, all maintaining their own culture and characteristics. 
 

Nathalie was to go to school on November 10th. The first big problem then arose. 
Indeed, the distance between the studio and the school was several miles, and took 
forty-five minutes of drive. I no longer had the funds to buy a car and I did not have 
credit available to acquire one.  
A neighbour, Fernando a Colombian, flew to my rescue. There were two cars in his 
garage and he gladly lent me his convertible Cadillac, until the time that I was in a 
position to buy one. As well, the car meant I could start working, too, on November 10th.   
         
In Los Angeles, the distances are not negligible and it takes a long time to get from one 
place to another. Never in my life had I lived in a large city, which extends over 502 
square miles, of which 75 miles is waterfront. The largest north-south distance is 44 
miles, east-west distance of 29 miles, and the total perimeter of 342 miles, with 
highways up to 6 lanes in each direction, which I certainly did not want to take for the 
first time! Road maps then became my favourite reading... 
 
My ability to settle there was all made possible by the help of three people, Claude, 
Regine and Fernando. I noticed with pleasure how people who crossed my path in the 
first year demonstrated a solidarity and deep concern, even for a stranger, because they 
too had once been a stranger one day in the past and they remembered.  
 
However, where would I start work, without wasting time? 
 
My instinct pushed me to the manufacturers of antique furniture reproductions. To my 
surprise, they all used the same standard ironmongery from Taiwan, which was 
completely incompatible with the amazing and beautiful wooden furniture they created!  
 
This was an excellent market to exploit, I thought. Sure enough, inevitably, when my 
new clients discovered the ironwork I brought them, they were conquered. Wherever I 
went, I took a first order to be sent by air to facilitate a speedy delivery. I was delighted. 
 
After three weeks, I visited again my customers to see if they had received their orders 
and if all went well. Here I encountered a problem that displeased my first customer, 
who had not bothered to tell me about it:  
 
-The French do not know how to export! Hey, this does not work eh! Too much, hassle 
with the transportation, with customs and with the bank too. 
 

Immediately, I took the reins and I asked: 
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-Are you satisfied with the products? Are they quality? 
 
-Yes,  absolutely. He said. 
 

-So, if I take care of all the formalities, if I deliver your orders directly into your factory 
and you pay me Cash On Delivery (COD), will it suit you to continue working with me, 
do we have a deal? 
 

-Okay, yes no problem. 
 
I had reacted spontaneously with the client, now it was necessary to ensure that all 
went well as I had told him. I knew that an undocumented alien could not take the place 
of an American in the labour market; however, as an alien I was allowed to create my 
own business. That was what I wanted to do for starting my business and import 
products into the United States, exclusive quality products that were not available on 
the U.S. market. 
 
I immediately went to the Federal Building to find out about the import procedures.  
 
I arrived at eleven o’clock; I waited my turn for ten minutes with watch in hand, walked 
out of the office at 11:20 with my work permit and permission to import my products 
without having to pay up front tax since in the United States you pay your taxes when 
you have earned the money, not before.  
 
This is a different mentality than in France and it’s logical!  
 
Thus, I officially registered my business to import French products on the 31st of 
December 1980.  
 
I started to pay my taxes once a year, later I paid every six months, then quarterly and 
finally every month, as my business grew. 
 
 

 
 

Los Angeles Freeways 
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Chapter lll. 
 

 
 

Downtown Los Angeles 
 

A NEW LIFE BEGUN 
 

athalie, Cybel, and I left the studio to rent a house with a garage, and garden 
close to the French school. All of us were happy there. I waited a few months 
then bought a used car and I gave the Cadillac back to Fernando. With sincere 

thanks for his help, I offered him a gift of a beautiful fountain with assorted glasses in 
hand crafted crystal, but he refused, stating that his gesture was free to help me get 
started and that he did not expect anything from me.  A beautiful mind! 
 
I started my business in my garage as many famous Americans who became rich have 
done before me. I promised myself to do well, grow and sell, to retire and create my 
foundation, always remembering the couple returning from America after ten years. 
However, being alone, I preferred to give myself fifteen years to visit this vast country 
by participating in fairs and exhibitions to promote my products. In addition, I wanted 
to enhance my life by finding myself some hobbies. 
 
Nathalie made friends in her class. She became a good friend with David, the son of a 
French couple who were, and still are, famous singers. Sometimes I took Nathalie to 
David’s house in Beverly Hills for parties among young people. Each time, I admired the 
white grand piano on the right of the entrance. It must have seen people singing around 
it. I so wanted to be with them. At Easter this year, Nathalie was in Los Angeles and the 
young man in Paris. It certainly pushed his mother's phone bill through the roof, 
because during a weekend, they had spoken together for nineteen hours.  
 
In a prize distribution at the end of the school year 1982, Nathalie's friend won first 
prize for best actor and Nathalie, the first prize for best actress in a play by Moliere, the 
"Bourgeois Gentilhomme".  Beautiful memories... 
 
When Nathalie began the 4th grade, another student who was a little older than her was 

N 



34 
 

in the first class of the “Lycée Français”, and became a famous actress and American film 
director. Moreover, she spoke French very well. 
I was happy to see my daughter find a new life, very different of course, yet easier in 
some ways. 
 
During this first year, I was surprised to receive eleven marriage proposals! Each of 
these men was American. These good gentle men all wanted to help me to obtain my 
U.S. citizenship through marriage. However, the tourist that I was would only sell her 
products and not herself. 
The business began to shape up very well. Until then, the products arrived by plane and 
with each arrival; I invited Nathalie to the restaurant in the West Los Angeles at 
Westwood district, the "in" meeting place for French students, where we could find a 
multitude of delicious vegetarian menus. 
 
 
Time passed.  
 
During the first five years, I worked hard, twelve hours a day, most of the time during 
the night, six days a week. Nothing stopped me in my development. The result was that 
all my products sold better and in larger quantities, therefore they now arrived by boat. 
 
I waited for seven years without leaving the country to be able to have my green card. 
There had been an amnesty in 1985 and I still did not have the right. Therefore, I waited 
anxiously for the next, not wanting to take too much financial risk for safety. My 
business was legal and I paid my taxes every time they were demanded, but I did not 
have this precious green card. My business was getting too big for me to handle alone. I 
needed to think about changing its structure. 
 

 
 

Los Angeles and the horizons of the San Gabriel Mountains. 
By Nserrano 
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“Give me your money, AMIGO!” 
 

 

THE FIRST BAD ENCOUNTER 
 

needed to find a potential collaborator, and I found one, a French translator and 
legal counsel. He had lived in Los Angeles for thirty years. He was familiar with U.S. 
law, the administrative part of the domain that I was lacking, and he was willing to 

do the job. 
However, after a few months, he wanted to send me to France in order for me to obtain 
my American papers. I flatly refused, knowing that I could not return for many months 
and thus I would lose my business. Indeed, the extraordinary US law was that I had a 
company that worked well. I had legal employees, I was paying employer taxes, I had a 
bank account and credit card, and I paid my taxes. Yet, I was illegal in the USA until I 
was resident in the country for seven years without leaving the country before receiving 
my green card, because despite the fact that I had a successful enterprise and paid all 
my taxes I was still a tourist. 
 

The collaborator continued to insist. My suspicions were aroused when he then said he 
wanted completely replace me if I gave him all the procedures and powers of attorney. 
He insisted again. This time I totally refused, of course.  
He said nothing.  
 
Seeing that his plan did not work, he began to act stealthily in the shadows, while 
continuing to pretend to help me. It was clear that I did not want to go to France, but 
having sensed a bargain, he wanted to steal my business at all costs, by vile manoeuvres, 

I 
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and his modus operandi now was slander and lies. He informed my suppliers that I was 
going bankrupt. He advised them not to send any goods to me and that if they wanted 
their bills paid, they needed to send them to him. As well, he asserted this would boost 
their business since he knew many people in this country, as he had lived in Los Angeles 
for a long time. 
Like a snake, he opened the same business as me, under a different name, and wanted to 
take my suppliers and customers. Of course, I threw him out! 
 
The reactions of different suppliers were: 
-Being 10,000 km away, we do not know what's true in this story so we prefer not to 
send the goods, rather than lose them. 
 

No problem it is your right, bye. 
 
Or : 
- We want to send you the goods, for us to send them you have to pay us cash on 
delivery: COD. 
- Ok. 
 
And finally : 
-Madam, you and we have always worked well with confidence and we will continue as 
in the past, ignoring the words of a stranger to whom we do not give credit.” 

-Very well. Thank you.  
 
I continued to work with those who trusted me and everything was under my control 
again. 
 
Gradually, I sold the product lines that were slow, or I never renewed my order. I kept 
only the ironwork, which was my workhorse. This slimming down of my range, saved 
me the need of a partner, to extend my premises, invest more money and not be 
betrayed by such swindlers! 
 
Later, those who had refused me their goods, having learned that other big companies 
were receiving big orders from "Gerber Hinges Co" the name of my company, re-
contacted me and asked to do business with me again. It gave me great pleasure to 
respond: 
 
-It really is a shame. You guys certainly missed the boat! 
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Mary-Ellen Gerber’s Patent 
 
 

THE EVOLUTION 
 

n 1987 my temporary green card finally arrived after seven years of being in the 
country ! 
 

When I held it in my hand in the office of immigration, my whole body was shaking 
and my legs would not support me. I had to sit down and I could not hold back my tears, 
tears of joy, relief, hope, victory. I was finally able to make my business grow, to realize 
and produce all the creations that I had in mind, with all my will, with all my ardour of 
success! What bothered me is that I strongly suspected that one-day or another 
someone would copy me. 
 
A year earlier, a client had told me: 
-Your product is very beautiful, your services are good, but your hinges are very difficult 
to install. 
 
In France, the question does not arise because this type of hinge has been around for a 
long time and specific appropriate tools are available while in America, with their hinge 
and foot measures they could not use the same French tools. It was new for Americans. 
In fact, to fit one hinge you have to dig a slit in the door frame and another one in the 
door to insert the two blades of the hinge.  

I 
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Given their lack of experience, it often happens that the wood breaks and then the door 
was damaged. 
 
I wanted to help my customers and I looked at the question. I thought and imagined a 
blade welded to the body of the hinge that assumes the shape of the wood at a right 
angle and then screwed on the inside of the door and the inside jamb. According to 
information from one of my French suppliers, MOD Company located in Meaux, France 
and other hinge manufacturers, this system was possible to achieve. 
My provisional green card in hand, the way was open for launching me into this new 
adventure. I contacted a lawyer specializing in patents, who conducted the usual prior 
searches. Such an attachment did not exist. This design was filed as an invention 
patented in Washington on September 12th, 1989 under the name GERBER Hinge, No. 
4,864,688. (See Internet) 
 
Three years had passed between the conversation with the client and the realization of 
this hinge. No one could any longer copy my idea. Therefore, I gave free rein to my 
imagination and created seven hinges based on the same principle. I have also adapted 
the very long hinge adorning antique grandmother’s wardrobes. In my patents, I also 
added another hinge for building, which provided complete security, compared to U.S. 
hinges that can be opened easily even when the door is closed. To beautify them I sold a 
whole range of hinge covers at the customer’s choice. Sometimes, I had the pleasure of 
discovering my hinges on doors and cupboards restaurants. The idea worked well...  
All my hinges are still selling in the U.S today. 
 
One day my brother asked me to send him a hinge. Out of curiosity, he went to show it 
to one of his friends, a cabinetmaker, asking: 
 
-Tell me, what do you think about this hinge? 

-Well, I have never seen it in France; however, the guy who designed it, is really clever! 
 
-It was my sister,” he answered proudly. 
 
Another day in 1981, another one of my clients told me: 
-Over the past years, I have seen you work, as I have never seen a woman work and do it 
alone. If you ever need help, come and see me, I will be there for you. 
 
-Thank you, Sogmon, I am very grateful to you. For now, I am doing well; however, I will 
remember your words if the opportunity arises. 
 
In 1988, seven years later, I had never bought a house for lack of means. Now that the 
business was expanding, it was possible to think about buying a house. I really wanted 
to own a small house with a garden and a fireplace. I did not want to use my capital to 
buy a house; I needed the business to grow. Sogmon had a successful furniture factory, 
and when I went to see him to renew his stock of hinges, and I reminded him of his 
proposal, made in 1981, and told him about my project. 
 
-How much do you want? He asked. 
-$25,000, but I will only be able to repay you $ 1000 per month. 
-It's okay.   
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On both sides, the contract was sealed honestly with a simple handshake. Afterwards, 
on the first of every month I was in Sogmon's office for a coffee with him, talking, joking 
a little, and keeping my promise until the end of the reimbursements as defined in our 
verbal contract. 
 
When I started, I had participated in many trade fairs in several major U.S cities, Los 
Angeles, San Francisco, Las Vegas, New York, Chicago, Cincinnati, Dallas, Atlanta, Miami, 
and Memphis, to promote all my product lines and find new customers. 
 
After finally obtaining my green card, I rented a small shop on Fairfax and Melrose in 
Los Angeles and I invested in national advertising. I had received my patent and needed 
to promote my innovations in specialized magazines and publications concerning 
ancient, traditional, and other furniture. The business then took off for real. The shop 
was too small, I moved quickly to another, larger one, located just one door away.  
 
Orders poured in daily from all over the U.S.A and were dispatched immediately, the 
same day, with the exception of those included as items to rust. There was some work 
involved to achieve a finished look, so that the article looked two hundred years old 
when the customer received it. The "rusting" process for articles of iron was another of 
my inventions and was all the rage among furniture manufacturers, antique 
reproductions, antique dealers, designers, wealthy individuals always on the lookout for 
the latest trend. Moreover, they brought me all kinds of items I did not sell, such as 
tables, chairs, chandeliers, candlesticks... to make them rusty. 
 
The store in turn was becoming too small; I rented a nearby property, belonging to the 
same owner. He gave me permission to make two large openings in the walls, front, and 
back, to transform these two rectangular stores into one of 120 square meters (1,290 
square feet). I then divided the area into four smaller spaces. In the first one, I installed 
a beautiful showroom with all my articles.  
 
In the second, adjacent, was my office and my secretary's office. I installed a large 
wooden counter to deal with clients. A customer had carved two beautiful solid oak 
stools for me, which I paid for with goods.  
 
This facility served as the reception and gave me the opportunity to invite my clients to 
choose the ironwork they wished for their furniture or their homes. All complemented 
by a cup of coffee and I was always ready to do good business and give quantity 
discount. In the third space in the back, the stockroom of my numerous articles on metal 
shelves, easily identified, a kitchenette and toilet.  
 
In the last, the packing and dispatch department. In a large yard to the rear, four 
employees were occupied with different finishes to articles in brass and iron. 
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Mary Ellen Gerber’s patent of the hinge no.4,864,688 
 
 

Gerber construction hinge 
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Los Angeles in fire 
 
 

A VIVID MEMORY OF THE COUNTRY 
 

he 29th of April 1992 was a truly memorable day that threw a dark shadow over 
Los Angeles. All America feverishly awaited the verdict of a trial in which the 
action had taken place a year earlier: the Rodney King case.  

The police had arrested a man who was black for speeding. In addition to this, he was 
drunk and did not want to cooperate with the officers of the LAPD. They do not like that, 
so the situation was turning out badly, because you simply do not resist the police in 
California.  
 
Faced with such resistance, reinforcements came to the rescue to lend a hand with the 
recalcitrant offender, who, of course, was beaten to neutralize him. At the same time, on 
a balcony of a nearby building, another black man filmed the scene showing clearly four 
white police officers beating with large batons and kicking “a black man on the ground 
and handcuffed."  
It is because of this very fact that there was a trial. 
 

Of course, this event was news on all the television channels, immediately causing 
mixed feelings on both sides.  
As a result, on April 29th, the verdict was that the police officers were acquitted, and the 
acquittal was the triggering factor that engulfed the country. Then all hell broke loose - 
Los Angeles in riots, clashes with police, looting, and vengeance killings. Fires were 
burning throughout the whole city, rapidly the looting began, and gutted shops 
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everywhere, robbed of their content. People fought and pillaged everything in their 
path, while the police looked on, totally helpless. 
 

Down my street, Fairfax and Beverly, about five hundred yards from my store, a cinema 
was in flames. The riots were approaching at full speed in my neighbourhood.  
I immediately ordered my eight employees to close the gates and lock down the grills in 
front and behind the store and then go home on full pay and not to return until the 
rioting ended. Then, I took up residence in my store for three days and three long 
nights, that's how long the riots lasted, fearing that someone may appear to ransack 
what I had worked so hard to built.  
Well that someone would be in a big surprise because, no messing, I was armed to the 
teeth with the means to protect my store efficiently.  
So, if anyone had tried to wreck my business, he would have been immediately 

transformed into... an eunuch! 

 
During these three days, a huge thick black cloud floated over the city and all major 
surrounding neighbourhoods because of the many fires. 
 
After a week and a half, the city was calm again, this city of twelve million inhabitants. 
The damage was terrible, except in my store, which I had well protected! 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Riot Fire in Los Angeles 1992 
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Chapter 4. 
 

 
 
 

A FIRST ASSESSMENT 
 

n the 4th of December, 1994, I had the privilege to add to my French nationality, 
my American citizenship.  
I was so happy! It was my lucky day, and I looked forward to a new life. 

 

For eighteen years, I lived in my house in San Fernando Valley, on the other side of the 
hill with the big letters on it spelling HOLLYWOOD... Until the end, I alone remained at 
the head of my business with my eight employees. As I had imagined in my initial 
expectations, I sold my business after fifteen years and two months, March 6th, 1996, 
having reached my goals with a substantial surplus. 
 
During this time, I also took lessons in painting, dancing, sailing, resumed singing, and 
visited many neighbouring countries: Alaska, Tahiti, Hawaii, Argentina, New Zealand, 
Canada, Mexico and many others. 
 
My real estate consisted of my house in Los Angeles, another in Canada, and four 
apartments in France, paid for by the fruit of my labour. 
 
In the last fiscal year, I said my goodbye to all my clients with the gift of a 1995 calendar 
with images of some of my paintings. Some greatly appreciated this gesture and others 
have even framed the photographic reproductions of my paintings in memory of me. 
 

My daughter wanted a career in film. She preferred to work behind the camera. Her 

creativity and aesthetic taste were embellished by her joviality, and she was promoted 

to assistant director based in France and the United States. I had the pleasure of reading 

her name in the credit of a movie, or to admire her artistic talent on a movie poster. 

O 
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One day, for very personal reasons, when she was 36, she wanted to stop everything, to 

go on an adventure, to do photography and live her life as she pleased according to the 

trips she wanted to make, and what she would discover. 

She was free, without family ties, and sold her house in Encino to return to France for a 

while before leaving for distant horizons. 

A new life began for us both, each taking a different path. 
 
To continue my journey with confidence, I wanted to forgive "The Tarantula" for having 
pushed my father to behave the way he did with his children. I returned to Audun le 
Roman and I had a beautiful bouquet of flowers by the florist with a card from me 
delivered to her. From a distance, I observed the reception of the flowers and fifteen 
minutes later I knocked on the door.  
 
The reception was friendly, without animosity. Amiably, we had a coffee together with 
her new husband who was, at the time, one of my ancient admirers. That day, I put on 
some tight pants and a leotard that well showed off my form, which was still very 
slender. 
 

Nicely, I then asked her in confidence: 
-Why did you make me so often change places of work, preventing me from moving 
forward in life, while I had the capacity? 
 

-We wanted the best for you she replied without hesitation. 
 
Obviously, she did not answer my question and I did not want to go further into a 
hidden explanation. I had my answer. Had she discerned the wickedness committed?  
Her unconsciousness of this fact left me indifferent at this time. The intention of my 
approach was simply that I wanted to close the loop, to forgive a person who had such a 
hard impact in my life, and she remained true to her convictions. That was no more my 
problem...  
 
Now, I was at peace with myself, since in any case, and despite it, I made my way 
surpassing the many pitfalls.  
In a sense, I thanked her because she had seasoned me with trouble. 
 

It was a positive and indelible point that will always be with me. 
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THE START OF MY PROJECT 
 

s an initial step, I rested for a year, mostly in nature, in the redwood forests north 
of Los Angeles, and especially the Grand Canyon where I went seven times, 
walking, rafting, camping under the stars at edge of the Colorado, and in tourist 

airplane and helicopter. It was fantastic. 
 
I enjoyed sailing to Catalina Island off the coast of Los Angeles, all the beaches from 
north to south, and snow in Big Bear just two hours away from home.  
It is in nature that I resource myself, giving free rein to my imagination and a thousand 
ideas that sprang in me sitting and thinking about the new twist of fate in my life. 
 
In May 1997, I created a foundation in the United States, "The Mary-Ellen Gerber 
Foundation". I was finally ready to open my orphanage! I wanted to bring love, 
protection, and education to the poorest children. I wanted so much to help children 
who are nationals of my two countries, France and the United States, but I had no 
qualifications for it. I then turned to the emerging countries who more readily accept 
good will, courage, and money.  
 
I wanted to open an orphanage where it was most needed and could not resign myself 
to choose a place to fulfil my desire. That is why, I waited for nature to decide for me 
through a natural disaster that would show me where there was an emergency.  
The universe guided my steps to India after a massive cyclone devastated much of 
Orissa on the Bay of Bengal, 29th of October 1999, leaving behind more than three 
thousand orphans. Fate had decided so...  
 
I left for India, a country steeped in magical splendour; its flamboyant colours radiated 
everywhere, especially through the saris with shimmering shades worn by Indian 
women, yet also India with its poverty, misery, and corruption.  
 
I did not choose India. India had chosen me to my great delight, although I would also 
live terrible ordeals. 
 

A 
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Previously, in 1998, I travelled to different countries to choose which one I could help 
and answer at the same time my needs for "climate". Cold paralyzes me while the sun 
energizes me. I went to Nepal in Kathmandu after a television report about another 
French foundation located in this city, within the framework of the program "Des 
Racines et des ailes". I met with the manager, Bruno, and spoke with the President, in 
France, by telephone.  
 
Both asked me to join them in their efforts to save the children, adding that pimps were 
legion and that the children were in real danger. I was flattered by the proposal, 
although the landscape was magnificent and grandiose in the Himalayas, but it was too 
cold for me to work there all year long. 
 

However, I had been very attentive to the life stories of these children, one, in particular. 
The story of this young girl had begun three years earlier, when she was only ten years. 
She had run away because she was being mistreated at home. After taking the train 
secretly, she found herself alone in the streets in Kathmandu.  
 
After two days, she was approached by a stranger who gained her confidence by asking 
her where her parents were, why she left, if she wanted to work, what she could do as a 
job, and still other personal matters. Finally, this man claimed he could offer her a job as 
an apprentice dressmaker, housed and fed in the workshop and she would earn some 
rupees as pocket money.  
 
The girl, very grateful and happy, set to work with great fervour. After a month, the 
man, saying he was very pleased with her work, gave her some rupees as a bonus.  
 
Then as per the logical sequence of entrapment, he asked her if she wanted to earn 
more money. The girl, confident, accepted the offer, supposedly to go in a big factory on 
the border of India. He said that he would accompany her soon as he had to visit other 
wholesalers in India. Okay.  
 
The day came, she was happy to go with this man to earn more money and learn a trade 
in this great factory. 
 

Three years passed... the girl came back exhausted, completely exhausted, scratching at 
the door of this foundation to seek asylum. The following day, she was still very tired 
and silent. Over time, Bruno, who wanted to know more about this girl, by his kindness, 
gradually dispelled her suspicion.  
 
After many days, when she had regained her strength, she eventually confided that she 
had escaped one night from a brothel and had walked for a long time, mostly at night, 
because she knew that if she was caught, it meant certain death. She was hiding all the 
time, eating whatever she could find on her way.  
It took a little more time for her story to unfold. Finally, one day, Bruno learned that at 
the brothel forty men passed over her body daily.  
 
Unimaginable! 
How these unscrupulous men could be so cruel, so vile, with a child... Finally, this girl 
could find peace in the asylum house. 
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Very touched by this story, of course, I continued my journey and I went to India, to 
Madras, Chennai now, where I met a guide/translator, Sheikh, with whom I continued to 
correspond by email, from time to time. I learned that in this great city, organ trafficking 
was all the rage.  
Men, women, or even children were kidnapped, put to sleep, relieved of their organs, 
and then abandoned on the sidewalk without care.  
 
More horror ! 
 
I then went to Egypt. Aside from the pleasure of admiring the architectural beauties of 
this country, I had not advanced in my research. 
 

In Morocco, I could have built wells, very useful in some remote villages. However, that 
was not the purpose of my mission, my project, which had not changed: to collect 
orphans to give them love, protection and schooling in an orphanage that I would 
finance.  
 
In their country, North Africans effectively take care of orphans within the family. 
 
 
 
 

 
 

In 1994 
 
 



48 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



49 
 

 
 

Satellite image of the hurricane that hit the land in Orissa in 1999  
 

 
THE CREATION OF MY FOUNDATION 

 
 returned to Los Angeles for a few months when a friend of mine introduced me to a 
business contact living in Denver, Colorado. In conversation, discovering my 
humanitarian aspiration, this man put me in touch with one of his friends, an Indian 

priest, Ananda Paul, based in Houston, Texas. This contact could perhaps guide me in 
my research. 
 

Shortly after, the Indian priest phoned me in Los Angeles and told me about a terrible 
catastrophe that had occurred recently in India. A few days later, he came to visit me in 
Los Angeles to tell me more of this deadly cyclone, which devastated everything 
overnight. He himself was helping other poor children and was building a school for 
them.  
 
He knew and worked with another priest, whom, according to him, was also a Doctor 
and University professor. His name was Paul Parivaraj.  

I 
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He had already organized relief in devastated areas.  
Ananda Paul urged me to go and meet on-site; Paul Parivaraj and his two associates, 
Ruth Tumati and her husband, Eliazar Tumati nicknamed Rose. These three characters 
had created the "New Hope Rural Leprosy Trust” to help the lepers in Maniguda, Orissa, 
India in 1985. 
 

The priest, Ananda Paul, provided me the coordinates of the priest Parivaraj. I contacted 
him from Los Angeles. He called himself "Professor". This is how I knew that Ananda 
Paul had already informed him of our conversation. I then decided to go over there as 
soon as it was possible to reserve tickets to Bhubaneswar, located forty miles south 
from the core of the cyclone. Then I contacted Sheikh, the Indian translator, to ask him 
to accompany me to not venture alone with these strangers. 
I arrived two days before the scheduled appointment with Sheikh, the Professor, and 
Eliazar Rose, in order that I could regain my strength after the fatigue of the journey, a 
flight of twenty-four hours and time difference twelve hours thirty minutes.  
 
As soon as we made the presentations, a taxi took us to the main affected sites in 
Paradeep (call now Paradip) and Jagashingpur. Along the way, huge old trees, uprooted, 
and downed blocked the roads. We saw drowned, dead cows and dogs, which had 
swollen like balloons in an apocalyptic decor.  
There was no sign of human life. Indeed, the people who had lost everything, family, 
house, palm trees during the storm had gathered in makeshift camps where they 
received hot meals cooked over a wood fire in large cauldrons. They were also housed 
in tents, in which they slept on the ground, and received blankets and drinking water 
brought in by trucks. 
 
My arrival was prepared and festivities were waiting for me. Girls of eighteen called 
"Little Teresa” in memory of Mother Teresa, who died three years earlier, studied 4 
month courses to become nurses or midwives in order to roam the countryside and 
deliver babies and treat people where there was no doctor. 
That day, the "Professor" had designated me as the guest of honor, to award a diploma 
to each of these girls. Therefore, this certificate enabled them to start their nursing 
mission. All forty-eight of them were dressed in a blue and white uniform. 
 
I then attended a meal served to the cyclone victims. Everything was done in silence and 
respect for others. First served were children, women, and the elderly. Men arrived last 
to share what remained. They did not complain when there was nothing. They simply 
waited for the next meal. Not a crumb was wasted - every crumb is valuable in India as 
is every drop of water. 
After lunch, they prepared for me another ceremony even more moving than the first 
one.  Attaining the wind speed of 180 miles an hour, the cyclone had uprooted almost all 
the trees. The raging wind simply carried them horizontally from one point to another 
as if they were straws. 
 
In India, if someone, whatever caste, has a coconut tree, this represents wealth. This is a 
windfall for the family, because of  all the varieties of use from a coconut tree, water to 
drink in the nuts, its flesh to eat, its shell to make utensils and fire, its fibres to make 
string and carpets, leaves for roofs and shade, its trunk to build a house and many other 
materials to help people.  
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Eliazar Rose had bought forty small coconut trees, rooted in their shell, replacing 
symbolically the destroyed adult palms. 
Professor appointed me, again, to donate to forty heads of families or reconstituted 
families the fabulous coconut trees that represented the renewal of life, renewal of 
hope. 
During this ceremony, many tears flowed. Rose was at my side to translate. An old 
wrinkled grandmother, a tear on her cheek, came to me pleading: 
 
-Save our children, Lady, save them. 
The answer sprang spontaneously: 
-Yes, I will save your children! 
 
I still did not know, how I would do this, nevertheless I would... 
 
The afternoon ended with a visit to some neighbouring houses where survivors had 
been gathered together, orphans or half-orphans. Sitting cross-legged on the ground, 
these children were writing on a slate board. One of them, Muna, a boy of three years, 
caught my eye and made me crack. The latter wrote his name in Oriya, the official 
language of Orissa. At that moment, my life froze in this country. There was so much to 
do and I love children so much!  
 
I do not have a degree, yes, but my heart, my devotion, my work, and my money can 
compensate for their lack of good education and give to these young illiterate children a 
new future. I can realize the wish of the woman, whom had marked me, tear on her 
cheek.  
 
Muna was born on October 2, the same day as Mahatma Gandi. I felt this as a call. 
Then we followed with visits to leper colonies, victims, too, of the great cyclone. 
These initial contacts made me discover that Professor Parivaraj was the mastermind of 
the clan, authoritarian who provided a great devotion to these unfortunates. He was a 
little hard, yes, yet it must be his leadership. The same day we returned to Bhubaneswar 
in the same taxi.  
 
All I had seen in a single day had made me humble, quiet, and thoughtful during the 
journey. I was thinking, remembering the circumstances and the various meetings that 
had brought me so far: a priest making me meet another priest at the head of a long-
standing foundation, who was also a Doctor, as well as a university Professor. He was a 
strong leader, scholar, who enjoyed having many strings to his bow, and could handle 
different situations. All this gave me confidence. Especially since their "New Hope Rural 
Leprosy Trust Foundation" was sponsored, in part, by the International Rotary Club, 
which I considered as an additional recommendation. 
 
That evening, in the restaurant of the hotel, the conversation was intense and in 
particular, about all of the work that remained to be done. The Professor gave orders to 
one of his "boys" to make train reservations for each of us. The next day took us by 
express at fifty miles per hour to Visakhapatnam, four hundred and fifty miles away.  
 
The professor had his headquarters in his apartment on the fifth floor at the edge of the 
sea in the Bay of Bengal. This is where I met, for the first time, Ruth Tumati, a nice 
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person, a mother without much initiative, she was small, fifteen inches smaller than her 
husband, Eliazar! 
 
During the trip, I noticed the good organization, the timing of things done by many 
people under the direction of the Professor. I knew that in creating a foundation in a 
foreign country, I would need the help of Indians who knew the law and had the 
experience of the country.  
I did not speak the language, I should say, their languages! Indeed, India is like Europe. 
It includes twenty-five different states and thirty-five official languages plus Hindi, Urdu 
and English, which are taught in schools. In each state, they speak one or two languages 
and people do not understand each other from one State to another. 
 
The Professor, Eliazar Rose, and Ruth, saw my interest in young children, they asked me 
to join forces with their experience in administrative structures, in the creation and 
management of a foundation in India for the care of these unfortunate children. Having 
carefully thought about it, I agreed.  
However, I wanted to be President, as I was in my foundation in the USA. At this point, 
they told me that this was not possible because I was not an Indian citizen, therefore, 
founder would be my position.  
For their part, they assured me their honesty, a great loyalty, love for children, and 
transparency in all situations.  
I believed them to be sincere for they had worked together for the past eighteen years 
to help and care for children and adults with the "New Hope Rural Leprosy Trust". 
 
I reflected upon the situation. I agreed and I admitted that India needed to promote its 
nationals, I then had a conversation with the translator Sheikh asking him kindly onto 
the Board of Directors of the future foundation and more precisely to occupy the 
important position of secretary.  
Not only did Sheikh agree, in addition, he offered me his brother to be designated as a 
member of the Board of Directors. I could count on their loyalty; they would be my eyes 
and ears in my absence. 
 

This is what I proposed to the Professor, as well as Rose and Ruth, who agreed. The 
articles were then recorded. Thus, Ruth Tumati was officially appointed as President, 
Bharati, an Indian of their environment as Treasurer, Sheikh as Secretary, his brother 
and another Indian as members of the Board of Directors. 
 
"Mary-Ellen Gerber Foundation Trust" was established on August the 1st, 2000 in 
Visakhapatnam, Andhra Pradesh: its objectives being to ensure the accommodation, 
food, maintenance, medical care, affection, care, and education of the poorest children 
and victims of the "devastating cyclone.” 

 

At that time, I did not know that in India, every state is independent 
for all kind of legislation. However, Parivaraj knew it very well... 
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Eliazar Tumati Rose, Ruth Tumati, Mary-Ellen Gerber &  
Professor Parivaraj In 2000 
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“MARY ELLEN GERBER FOUNDATION TRUST  
For orphans and needy Children in 2000” 

CT Road PURI 
 

THE OFFICIAL START OF MY FOUNDATION 
 

veryone was a volunteer leader. The role of Ruth Tumati was to look after the 
foundation properly and take care of the administration, aided by Sheikh the 
secretary. Eliazar Tumati would undertake to find and negotiate a house or land 

for the needs of the children.  
The Professor was in charge of recruiting and maintaining adequate staff that would 
ensure the children's schooling. He also undertook to maintain order among children 
and staff.  
My role was to raise funds either personal or donations from benefactors that I had to 
search for, to insure the proper functioning of the financial foundation. Added to this I 
was looking for volunteers to provide knowledge, joy, and sponsorships for children. 
 
The unhappy children were now surrounded by a multitude of loving and devoted 
people; I glimpsed a happy retirement in this little world, sharing my knowledge and my 
desire to help others with confidence. It was determined I would come two or three 
times a year for four to six weeks, and live with the children in a large rented house on 
CT Road in the town of Puri, the holy city, with its beautiful Jagannath Temple. It was a 
good omen and a great project. 
 
In fact, later, I realized that Professor Parivaraj, with no official title within the 
foundation, assumed full control unofficially. His role was already the brain behind the 
"New Hope Rural Leprosy Trust" designed to maintain, operate, and care for lepers. His 
task at MEG proved to be similar, but episodic. His personal resources consisted of 
equity investments. This brought him daily a large income he controlled, he told me. He 
was in charge of overseeing and resolving problems as and when he came for his 
inspections. 
All Indians, male and female employees were paid. Female, for what concerned the 
children. Male, for what concerned the maintenance, garden, construction, mechanics, 
refuelling, etc. 

E 
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As soon as the Board members signed the articles of the foundation, Professor Parivaraj 
ordered Eliazar Rose to start looking for a house to rent in Puri. His choice was on CT 
Road a tourist district. 
This house was like a small hotel comprised of three rooms, kitchen, bathroom, and 
toilet on the ground floor, another large bedroom with bathroom, toilet, and a large 
terrace on the first floor, with a beautiful garden all around the house.  
It was perfect. We could accommodate many children. I have to say that in India, 
everyone sleeps and eats on the ground, which reduces the need of space for everyone. 
In addition, the enclosed garden had a major advantage for children to play outside 
safely. The cherry on the cake was that the sea was only two hundred meters away, so 
daily walks for all, in order properly cleanse the lungs. 
 

Previously, Ruth asked me how many children I wanted to host and sponsor. 
 
-Twenty, we can take good care of, I said. 
 
That is why it was decided that Rose and the Professor would seek the two places in 
Paradeep and Jagatsinghpur most affected by the cyclone and especially to find children 
whose remaining families would love to entrust them to the foundation.  
 
It is with great pleasure that I met twenty-four children upon which I could focus my 
attention, protect, and educate in the best way possible in this country that I did not 
know. They all came from the leper colonies of these two villages. They were very poor, 
from the lowest caste, known as "untouchables".  
They were illiterate because they could not be admitted in any government school since 
they were leper children, even if not affected by leprosy; the fact was they lived in leper 
colonies. They were doomed never be educated. These twenty-four children, including 
Muna, were taken to their new home in CT Road.  
They ranged in age from eighteen months to nine years, boys and girls who had no birth 
certificate. 
 
With them also came a cook and two other women who were sisters. The Professor had 
undertaken to take care of them. The three women were mothers and had lost their 
husbands in the terrible floods caused by the cyclone.  
 
Their youngest children came with them, Suresh, aged eighteen months and his cousin 
Pabrita, a year older, children of the two sisters, and the youngest son of the cook. 
Suresh was only two months old when his father, wanting to protect their goats, their 
only asset, was carried away by the storm.  
He was found the next day, drowned in the wild and monstrous waves that swept 
everything in their path. His mother became a widow at eighteen. 
 
Knowing that these children were not entitled to school, being "untouchables", 
something had to be done to improve this situation.  
I thought under the guise of the MEG foundation, to which they belonged now, we could 
develop a new project to submit to the authorities. No longer living with their parents, 
they were only students like any other and should be treated, as such. Then, I was 
almost certain that a miracle would occur.  
The idea appealed to the Professor: who immediately put the plan into action. 
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However, he said it would be better if I did not join them so that the matter can be dealt 
with between Indians, more easily, which seemed plausible. Then quickly he went to the 
nearest local school with Ruth and Rose to play the card of the cyclone. The eldest 
needed to participate and learn in the first class, even if they were already ten and 
eleven. Thus, the Professor managed to do this, to bring all school-age children into the 
first class! This was done except for the three smallest.  
 
The synergy of our two personalities, Professor Parivaraj and I, had brought forth 
something new. I was delighted and the children, too, that now they could finally take 
the path to school. Now we had to give them a rough date of birth, since they had no 
birth certificates. It would be assessed based on the evolution of their teeth by the age of 
the child. This is what has been done.  
However curiously, the Professor aged the children by adding three or four years, 
compared to physical evidence. Asking him why, he replied that it was only for ease of 
entry into the school. It was plausible. 
 
According to Professor Parivaraj, if leprosy is treated in its initial stage it can be cured, 
so action was needed throughout Orissa. The Professor and Rose had both organized a 
monster campaign in the villages of Orissa to monitor all residents and to treat them 
when cases of infection were detected.  
This then was the function of "New Hope Rural Leprosy Trust". They told me that it was 
the Professor, Rose, and a Swiss doctor, who would have found the vaccine to cure the 
leprosy… 
 

This infectious disease caused by the bacillus of Hansen is characterized by its slow 
evolution from two to eight years. Poor hygiene and overcrowded conditions favour the 
spread of the disease in humans that is the only vector of transmission. Only those 
carrying the "lepromatous" form are contagious.  
Signs of the disease begin with large patches on the skin, a brownish colour, the width of 
a palm of the hand. They may be preceded by tingling sensations.  
The patient treated at this stage is cured in a few months. Untreated, leprosy will evolve 
differently depending on the resistance of the subject being more or less weakened. The 
disease is contagious through nasal secretions and saliva (cough and sputum, saliva 
droplets). It reaches the cartilage at the extremities - nose, ears, fingers, and toes - that 
can fall, as well as the nerves that have sustained cutaneous anaesthesia.  
The patient no longer feels either pain or heat. One can also observe a significant muscle 
loss and inflammation of the eye cornea, in the end the person is blind. 
 
There are fifteen million lepers throughout the countries of the tropics: Black Africa, 
China, East Asia, India, Madagascar, Portugal, Spain, the Caribbean, South America, New 
Caledonia... 
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Chapter 5. 
 

 
 

“Mary-Ellen Gerber Foundation Trust” created in 2000 
 

AID GIVEN TO OTHERS WHO NEED IT MOST 
 

he first operation performed upon arrival of the children was to place them into 
the hands of the employees for a good body soaping and the washing of all their 
clothes, which would dry quickly in the sun in the garden. That day I learned a 

word in Oriya: savon (pronounced savonne). 
 
Without being able to speak the same language when I was alone with this little world, 
to make myself understood I would constantly clown and mime, there was no lack of 
laughing. One day while the elder children were in class, I went into the kitchen to take 
my breakfast. That day, I saw in a corner, sitting on the ground, the eldest of the two 
sisters, breastfeeding her son Pabrita on one breast while at the same time 
breastfeeding her nephew Suresh with the other! The show was very moving and the 
idea to kill two birds with one stone was very funny. The children laughed. 
 
Throughout this area of the city, people began to know what we were doing for the 
children. A week later, a boy of fourteen came to the gate of the house with his sister 
who was seven years old, Laxmi, and her little brother of five years, Khanu. They lived in 
Puri, not far away, all three orphans, and the big brother of 14 years could not take care 
of children. However, he wanted to be their guardian because he did not want to 
abandon them at any price. The household had grown two more children. 
 

Suddenly a memory came back of reading a book by Maguy Lebrun in France in 
Grenoble. It was while I was visiting my friend Christiane in New Zealand.  

T 
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In her library, my hand instinctively chose a book that I read in one sitting with huge 
interest. I was fascinated. In this book, I read that Maguy had received a message in her 
sleep. Something like this:   
"Into thy abode let come all lost souls for indeed they are in need of thee, cause them to 
rebuild their physical health and moral values, give no heed to thy financial need, for 
indeed money will arrive when you need it 
 
It was exactly what I wanted to do at this point, yet for a different reason. I had to open 
my home, my heart, and my wallet to children who have an absolute need and above all 
a great desire to learn. I had to give them the means to help themselves thereafter. For 
this, only their schooling was in a position to change the course of their existence. 
 
Therefore, I was not restricted to simply providing a boarding house for orphans. There 
was so much to teach these illiterate children! They had parents and they were 
"untouchables". This project could not be realized immediately because they could not 
stay together with their families and be educated because they were not allowed in 
schools. I had to think about it. The seed was sown; it should germinate very slowly... 
 
Everything began to get organized. It was a pleasure to see children frolicking happily in 
the garden. Gradually, they had regained a liking for life, after the night of horror that 
had ravaged so many families. CT Road is a tourist area and as the garden gate had 
metal bars facing the street, many passers-by could see the children. Some were 
propelled by curiosity to know more about them, these I invited onto the terrace to take 
tea while chatting in English or French. 
 
In parallel, the seed began to germinate in my head. On the front of the gate, I put up a 
sign with this inscription:  
 

"Mary-Ellen Gerber Foundation 
for orphans and needy children" 

 

 
 

MEG children on Saturday dancing at Puri CT Road 
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Therese and little Muna in my arms at Puri CT Road in 2000. 

 
NEW NEEDS 

 
uth, Rose and Professor came and went from time to time to supervise 
employees and see if all was well. I told them what could be changed or 
improved. I asked them to find land to build a future children's village. I wanted it 

away from the city, without noise or pollution, large enough to accommodate more 
children and build a school. 
Another time they were present, a grandmother from Puri came to the garden gate with 
her two granddaughters, Puja and Saraswati, aged seven and nine. She wanted to talk to 
someone who spoke Oriya. Ruth replied, and I invited them onto the porch of the house. 
All sat on the floor when Rose and the Professor joined us. The emotion of this old lady 
was very strong. 
 

She ended up talking between sobs: 
-I'm not proud of what I'll tell you, but it is reality. The mother of my granddaughters 
died a year ago and since then my son gives nothing and does nothing. He felt into 
alcohol, drugs, steals money from me, and sells everything in the house to find the 
necessary rupees for his negative needs, leaving his daughters and myself without 
money to live.  
I'm afraid that one day he will sell his daughters for drugs. I learned in the village all the 
good you do for children. So please, save my granddaughters by taking them into your 
home. Then Finally, I will rest in peace knowing they are safe. 
I was very moved by this unexpected and poignant story. I gave my consent 
immediately. 
The Professor, knowing only a few words of Oriya, asked Ruth to tell her this: 
- We will take them, but on one condition. Which is that once a month you come to see 

R 
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them, you tell us what is the situation in respect of your son and you bring a treat for 
everyone of all the other children. The old woman departed relieved and returned each 
month bringing candy for everyone. 
Another time, a blind mother was at the gate and wanted to talk to us. Ruth transmitted 
her emotional testimony. Her daughter, Bharati, thirteen years old, accompanied her 
everywhere and had taken care of her for a long time.  
 
She wanted to separate from her daughter and all her services for some time so she 
could learn to read and write. She wanted to entrust her to us so she could go to school, 
and she would be able to cope alone with the help of her neighbour for her personal 
needs. 
This was done and she was able to place Bharati with the other children in school under 
the guise of the foundation. This girl became the eldest of all and was well liked among 
them. Other children being younger were delighted to help with homework. She was 
studious and never lost an opportunity to learn. 
 

In the beginning, I asked to take only orphans, however since my new idea was 
implemented, it was that way and everything was going in that direction. So much so 
that parents, knowing that their children could be educated, asked us to take them, too. 
Gradually, young children, girls and boys, aged five or six years from the leper colony of 
Puri, came to enlarge the household, which now had forty children. 
Together, we planted flowers and seeds in the garden. The children were delighted with 
this daily task.  
 
My only handicap was that all these people spoke only Oriya, their native language 
officially recognized in Orissa and learned at school.  
As I have no aptitude to absorb many foreign languages, I had taught them to speak 
French and English by little phrases every day, or children's songs.  
In the end, they were all able to sing the songs; they knew "Frere Jacques" by heart. 
 

I could not talk with the children, or with staff who spoke only Oriya, so I turned to 
dance, which almost all children loved. Some of them really had rhythm in their skin. 
That is why when I made an announcement the children screamed with pleasure: 
 

-Now, there will be dance every Saturday night, even when I am absent. 
Then I saw all these little ones romp, expressing themselves and being happy to show 
me, what they could do naturally. I felt intensely they could simply tell me how they felt 
in dance because I had also shared this pleasure for a long time.  
 
That is why I like to say: "When you dance to dance, you forget everything and think 
only of the dance".  
 
I excelled in the Argentine Tango, and even had the pleasure to go to Argentina to dance 
with professionals while travelling in the country with my wonderful teachers, Miriam 
and Sandor. However, later I left it all to realize my foundation. 
 

I have always been friendly and find it easy to converse with people. This is how I made 
the acquaintance of a Dutch couple. They loved India and returned there every year, 
discovering a new part of the country with each of their visits. She brought coloring 
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books for the toddlers and her husband played ball with the older children.  
I felt great sympathy for this couple and we stayed in contact thereafter. 
 

Tourist visits continued and cups of tea. Too. Often, they left a hundred rupees (two 
dollars) or more for the children. All donations were recorded in the guest book. Some 
others offered to do a show to entertain the toddlers, full of life, always with a smile on 
their lips.  
 
Thus, the children and I made the acquaintance of a group of five English speaking 
musicians and singers, an Italian, Atmo, a Spaniard, Elvira, and three with their Peruvian 
pan flutes. We all agreed one evening to give a show in the main room of the house. At 
the end of that frenzied evening the children, staff, and I were delighted with those 
musicians who had shown great talent causing multiple antics and loud laughter. 
 

The next day Atmo proposed: 
-I want to do something for older children. As I am keen on computers, I want to teach 
them the basics of this new technology so that it can serve them later. 
So, he rented a computer for five days and gave the first courses to five children. 
Before leaving, Atmo told me again: 
-You know, I do not have money to give you for the children. 
-Atmo it is not the money that counts, you have already left a great memory for all of us 
and you taught something that the children would remember. Maybe one day you'll 
meet someone, and you will speak of the foundation and they will have money to offer. 
So, it will be as if it was you who had given. You'll see. 
 

Atmo returned happy to Italy, a head full of memories of India. Elvira and the three 
Peruvians had already left to continue their way promising to stay in touch and 
exchanging contact information. 
 

Five years after his visit in 2000, I received news of Atmo. He announced that he had 
found a job with the Piedmont Regional Government in Italy. He wanted to solicit a 
donation. Indeed, after having provided all the necessary documents, he achieved the 
sponsorship of fifty children from the second MEG village at Kothavalasa in Andhra 
Pradesh. 
 

One evening, I had the idea of organizing a "sponsorship" between elder and little 
children entitled "Big brother, little sister". For this, I put the names of the elder 
children in a box and the little children's names in another. An employee had to write 
the name of an elder child, then the name of a little one from the other box, and so on 
until the end of names.  
 
That night was emotionally intense for all, to the extent that the new little sister of 
Bharati, nestled in her arms, suddenly had an emotional colic and soiled her underwear. 
Nobody noticed anything; we were all fascinated and occupied. Without saying 
anything, Bharati took care of her new little sister. She stood with her and quietly, both 
went to the toilet to wash. It is only at the end of the evening the incident was 
discovered.  
 
I then took Bharati in my arms warmly to congratulate the initiative of immediately 
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taking care of her new little sister. All together, we applauded this strong, good example. 
Since then, each outing, either at school at the beach or in the street, big brother or big 
sister gives her hand to her little brother or sister, helps them with dressing, washing, 
and sits next to him or her at meals, or young children must obey the elder. 
 
There was a wonderful symbiosis in this house and all helped each other beautifully. 
This is exactly what I wanted to be created between us joy, good humour and good will, 
as best as possible. 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Two oxen and a cart for the construction. 
 

 
 

 
 
 

Moustique: Aedes  Albopictus 
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A truck for the construction 
 

A NEW SITE 
 

ome months later, at my request, Eliazar Tumati Rose found a field of three and a 
half hectares on the outskirts of Puri - Sankarpur in a forest of fir and cajun trees. 
The air was pure, away from car exhaust pollution, car horns and the daily 

loudspeaker broadcasting the Indian repetitive morning prayers at half past four, which 
were recorded on a cassette.  
This land would see the birth of the construction of a children's village with a school.  
 
I sold my house in Brossard, near Montreal-Canada to finance the purchase of land and 
construct the first buildings: three dormitories and a large dining room that could 
accommodate a hundred children sitting on the floor side by side. In the extension was 
envisaged a beautiful appropriate Indian kitchen. 
 

The following Sunday we visited the land, eight miles from the city. The children wanted 
to spend the day there, to explore properly. We could not deny them this pleasure. That 
is why we decided to take sandwiches, fruits, and water for lunch and go in two groups. 
Eliazar Rose, older children and myself being in the first group, we started off 
enthusiastically crossing the vast fields of very straight and upright fir seedlings, 
destined to be sold at maturity for scaffolding for surrounding buildings. 
The second group with Ruth, the Professor, staff, with the younger children, and the 
sandwiches, came by "auto-rickshaws". The auto-rickshaws are all over India.  
These are small two-stroke black and orange vehicles with three wheels, which weave 
between cars everywhere, very convenient, but also very polluting, like cars.  
Indians know nothing about how to maintain their vehicles. They do it only when the 
car stops and will not go again!  

S 
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When travelling just a short distance, it is best to take a "rickshaw", a bicycle pulling a 
small raised carriage for two people. This allows you to admire the landscape and city 
life in the manner of the last century like people who rode in carriages, the only 
difference being the noise.  
One thing is certain, the men driving these "rickshaws", whether large or small, all have 
well-muscled legs! 
Arriving at the entrance to the property, Ruth shouted out "right foot" and at this 
command, they entered this magical place with their right foot forward, all together. 
This is an Indian custom when entering somewhere for the first time - it's a good luck 
charm. 
The work on the future children's village began. The installation of a fence with barbed 
wire around three and a half hectares proved laborious. To do this, we had to buy a 
truck and hire ten workers and the holder of a driving licence for our truck. In India, 
being a driver is a full-time job. It requires almost acrobatic reflexes that are lightning 
fast. No traffic law is respected there. 
 

One day I said to the driver: 
-You saw that there was a stop sign! Why didn't you stop? 

-But Aunty, he responded begging. If I stop then all those behind are going to crash into 
us at full speed. 
Obviously, with such truths, it was better to ignore the road signs! 
Until then, the Sunday walk was to the beach, which was about two hundred yards from 
the house. Now there was a choice, the beach or the field? 

Unanimously it was: 
 

“The jungle!” 
 

That is to say, the land was a jungle of cashew trees whose fruit is the Cajun nut. Women 
harvest them in June to sell. 
Now that we had a truck available, it was party time! Forty children and I sat in the back 
of the truck, singing loudly all the French and English songs I had taught them. The 
people we passed all turned their heads in astonishment! However, the truck was not 
going to the field.  
At one point, there was no graded road, only a winding sand road. Consequently, we 
bought two oxen and a cart to transport needed construction materials. First, we had to 
create a sandy road, passable among the trees. 
Another day we went to the "jungle" in the truck with the Professor. A tourist was 
standing in the middle of the road, arms outstretched, beseeching. 
 

-Take me to a doctor I am very sick. 
 

The Professor immediately replied: 
 

-I am a doctor, specialist in tropical diseases. 
 

This man was suffering from Malaria. The Professor immediately ordered the driver to 
take the tourist to the hospital and we continued the journey without him. 
Back at home, he told us about Malaria. He informed me that... 
Malaria is caused by a parasite, Plasmodium, transmitted by certain mosquitoes, 
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Anopheles mosquitoes, which are vectors. Only the females bite to feed their litters. In 
humans, the parasites multiply in the liver, and then infect red blood cells.  
 
Malaria is characterized by fever, mainly at twelve and eighteen hours during the day, 
with headache and vomiting. These symptoms usually appear ten to fifteen days after 
the mosquito bite. In the absence of treatment, malaria can quickly become life 
threatening because of the circulatory problems that it causes. It takes a quick and 
effective treatment with drugs containing "artemissine".  The use of insecticide-treated 
nets and residual insecticide spraying inside homes helps to fight against mosquitoes.  
 
It is recommended to take chloroquine tablets two weeks before arrival in India, then a 
dose once a week for a nominal fee of ten rupees for ten doses. During the stay, you 
must continue to take one or two pills based on the weight of the individual once a 
week. After leaving India, the treatment continues with a dose for three weeks, the 
incubation time. 
 
I took only this treatment for years. I have never had a problem with it. Indians and 
children have a harder skin and are immunized by the absorption of chillies and 
turmeric, which are anti-infection agents. They consume Turmeric every day in their 
diet.  

 

 
 

 
 

Dinning room and kitchen of the NEW MEG VILLAGE 
 

CONSTRUCTION OF THE VILLAGE 
 

o keep in touch with my friends in Los Angeles, I was checking my e-mails in a 
cafe located just in front of the house.  
One day while I was writing, I recognized the French Canadian accent of someone 

who spoke English with the owner. I promised myself to greet this person after I had 
sent my e-mail.  
Her name was Therese and she was very friendly, dressed entirely in black, in an 
unusual and fun way. She heavily made up her eyes with the same black as her hair. She 
lived in Montreal where she was an antique dealer, and roamed all over India in search 
of treasures.  

T 
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When Therese knew what I was doing in Puri, she wanted to see the children. We were 
bor 
 
n the same year and had the same heartfelt sensitivity for children who were not born 
into the world of a silver spoon.  
Theresa could not restrain her tears at the sight of these forty kids, so respectful, clean, 
and polished, who rose to greet her on her arrival. She immediately noticed the baby of 
eighteen months, the small Suresh, nicknamed Babouni, with his long black eyelashes, 
making all the girls in Montreal green with envy. She sponsored him instantly.  
The next morning, she returned with a large basket filled with forty huge and succulent 
mandarins as large as oranges. Moreover, the Indians call them "oranges".  
 
Therese took some splendid pictures of children. One that I have always admired is that 
of Allipama, nicknamed Alli. This little girl of six years had lost her father in the cyclone 
and always had a little sadness in her eyes despite her smile. When in the presence of 
Therese she was transformed. She had a beautiful, memorable childish beauty.  
Therese had also seen our new field the day she met the professor, and found him to be 
very pleasant and a scholar. The construction of the village was the topic of every 
conversation, and it was he, who would lead the work. 
 
Back in Montreal Therese’s family admired these beautiful photos and the sad children’s 
story. 
 
The professor also said he was an engineer. It began to look a bit too much for one man. I 
had never seen him working in this field. However, I saw him as a doctor with children 
and adults who came to consult him, and I saw him as a priest when he said mass on 
Monday nights when he was with us. He always had a very detailed way to treat or 
explain any topic. 
However, one point surprised me that Professor never had presented to me 
architectural plans or building permit for the construction. When I drew his attention to 
this fact, he laughed at me. He said that in India bureaucracy slows down the work. 
Really, it seemed that some processes were anachronistic in India, when some things 
were very speedy and sometimes others very slow. 
I knew the Professor very clever, since he said he was also an engineer, I trusted him 
but half... 
 
The day after Therese’s departure, we returned to the field, without children, with the 
driver and a shovel to sketch the first approaches to construction. 
Professor asked me: 
-Where do you want the first dormitory? 
 

I showed him a place among the trees and asked him to avoid cutting them as much as 
possible to benefit from the shade of those that grew in proximity. In any way, the roots 
should not interfere with the construction. As a measure, he simply used his strides to 
survey approximately the ground measurements that we deemed sufficient to have a 
spacious dormitory. The driver placed stones in areas designated as a landmark and 
was digging holes representing the four corners of the future building. Then, he 
undertook the same operation for the location of the refectory, the only difference being 
that its scope was much larger and we had to sacrifice trees. 
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The felled trees would become dry dead wood, fuel to feed the fire of an outdoor kitchen 
that I wanted to build later. 
Soon, we had established the detailed costs, it was time to transfer money from my 
personal funds from the sale of my home in Canada and work began. 
 

Previously I had seen India construction projects comparable to anthills in several 
cities. Women dressed in their colorful sarees and adorned with sparkling jewels were 
all key workers to carry the necessary materials, cement, sand, and gravel, bricks, 
placed in baskets on their heads.  
For several hours a day they carried these burdens, climbing rickety ladders made of fir 
trunks or bamboo, the steps being securely attached by coconut string. Men who carry 
out the actual construction then receive the materials. The extraordinary thing was that 
the women were never tired and always wore a smile for the good reason that they had 
been chosen for this work. It was an honor to be recognized worthy of a job, assume 
responsibility, and be offered a well-paid job. 
 

It took fifty women several weeks to stock the necessary construction materials, the 
three dormitories first, then the refectory and kitchen. 
 

As the walls went up, the women put their burdens on their heads, some, helping each 
other, and climbed up the bamboo ladders.  
 
Amazing, extraordinary and true! 
 

 

 
 
 

Let’s go to the jungle 
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Chapter 6. 
 

 
 

THE NEW HOPE FOUNDATION STORY… 
 

ome time ago Parivaraj and Eliazar T. Rose had told me that they helped many 
children found on train platforms, abandoned or runaways. They lived temporarily 
in small shelters near major stations. Countless children were concerned. For 

many years, they had organized a shelter and sanitation. To this was added a donation 
of food daily from restaurants, the leftovers after the service, which were collected in 
multiple large thermoses. The Professor engaged in surrounding stations, including the 
ones in Bhubaneswar and Puri, personnel acting for the "New Hope Rural Leprosy 
Trust" who were paid a monthly budget, a budget dependant on the number of children 
in care, and put in charge of each station. 
 

One day, I asked the professor: 
-I found that Indian families are very united. How does it happen that there are children 
often ill-treated to the point of fleeing the family home? 

This question reminded me of my own story, and the story of the girl from Nepal. 
-Yes, it's true. Poverty, beatings, and misery are making them do this.  He said. 
- How do you deal with the child, to make him feeling confident with you? This is not 
obvious.  
-It's true. We use a meticulous individual approach to put the child in confidence 
because the he is often suspicious and wild. First, we locate them on station platforms 
on the first day. On the second day, we offer them a hot meal. We buy food, or we will 
look for the end of service leftovers in restaurants, then we put it in thermos flasks. We 
call this "meals on wheels" service. 
-Okay, that's great, and then? 

-The next day, we offer them another hot meal, and a shower, and we propose that they 
continue on their way if they want. If they are still around the next day, we give them 
again a hot meal, a shower, and we tell them they can sleep in our small shelter rented 
by the New Hope Rural Leprosy Trust if they want.  
 
The next day, we ask them again if they wish to continue on their way or if they want to 
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stay. In principle, they remain and begin to relax; they do their laundry, meet other 
friends and are a part of a little family. We then tell them that they cannot stand idly by 
indefinitely and that they must learn to read and write. Almost all are illiterate. Then 
they need to learn a trade. We ask them to reflect overnight and give us an answer the 
next day. 
 

-At this moment, do they leave? I asked 

-Yes, however most remain. So one of our employees takes them with other children to 
a secluded corner of the platform to give them lessons that will enable them to read and 
write after a few months. On the first day, the newcomer is pleased to be able to write 
his own name. Those who are at a higher level are tested for a few days to access their 
capabilities. 
-At what age are the children accepted in your New Hope shelter? 

-It is better to take them between nine and thirteen years, sometimes much younger for 
those who are abandoned. 
-How long does it take a child to be placed in New Hope? 

-It is flexible depending on the nature of the child, but at worst, about six months. 
-And after is he placed in New Hope? 

-First, he finds himself with many other boys who took a similar path to his and who, 
like him, want to obtain a certificate of work in the profession he has chosen and is 
available in a specialized learning centre.  
Then he assumes duties in order to participate in the operation of the foundation, which 
provides for all their needs. However, he must obey; do anything I ask him to do, as in 
any community. He also participates in tasks such as caring for garden crops, cleaning, 
and caring for animals. 
-What is the maximum age he can learn? How long will it last? 

-Fifteen years and it takes six months or a year to complete. 
-If I understand you correctly, in the best of cases, children who have completed learning 
their courses can obtain a certificate of achievement that attests to their competent to 
work. Then how does he find work?”  
-Often, the learning centre can find them a job thanks to all the companies with which it is 
associated, and through all of its connections with all trades, but this varies according to 
the demands. 
-And in the worst case, if the centre cannot find him work, what does he do? 

-He returns to New Hope with his certificate. We used him on campus or we help him to 
find a work or he can try to cope alone. 
 

-It's really good what you do for these boys. 
-Most importantly, ‘he said’ is to make them forget their misery and give them a job 
because they are alone and unprotected. Our system may be slow, yet it is effective 
because the teenager finally returns to a normal, peaceful life. He receives a primary 
education and learning. He can then go to a school with which we work.” 
-You have only told me about boys, what about the girls? 

-Religious institutions immediately support the girls, and care for them very well. 
 

At that time, I congratulated the Professor and Eliazar T. Rose, showing them my 

appreciation for being at the origin of this chain of support that secured children adrift 
in life.  
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STARTING TO SEARCH FOR OTHER AID 

 
Muna, 3 years old in 2000 

 
here was a waiting list of children that the Professor and Eliazar T. Rose wanted 
to bring into the new children's village. It was twelve train platform boys from 
Puri who had passed the test and were ready to come and live there. They were 

aged ten to fourteen.  
 
For a moment, I feared that the young boys who already had a somewhat tumultuous 
past would disturb the wonderful harmony that reigned in this new foundation where 
everyone was friends and helped each other so well. As well, we would have to protect 
the girls.  
 
On the other hand, there was the need to be charitable and give a chance to young 
people who crossed my path. When the Professor and Rose told me about it, I wanted to 
have a time of reflection that would give me the right solution for this transfer. 
 

I lived with the children for three months. All the work that had been done in that short 
time and all the pleasures we exchanged! 
Ruth was often present. I did not want to announce my departure too early to the 
children. Therefore, I told them just two days before I left. I was aware of experiencing 
something very intense with them. I understand that it is not always necessary to speak 
with verbal language when the language of the heart is well understood. All cried. 
I myself had a tear in my eye when Muna said: 
-You go and do not come back, like everyone else, like when the television came with the 
rescuers after the cyclone. 
Muna had expressed what the other children felt, so I said to him: 
-No Muna, I promise to return. We will organize a big party tonight for my departure; 
we will laugh and dance because I will return. I also want you to continue to dance 
every Saturday night even when I will not be with you. The others that came with the 
TV, as you say, came there just to save and help people who were suffering and bring 

T 



71 
 

them what they needed. They were not there to stay, as for me. Yes! It is necessary that I 
go to be able to come back... Do you understand? 
 

All felt comforted and reassured and we no longer cried. 
 
 

 
Back in Los Angeles, I immediately asked my friends to kindly arrange meetings by 
bringing their relations together in small groups in each other's houses, contacting all 
clubs to which I belonged to let them know about my new foundation in India, its 
purpose, children in need and the program that I wanted to establish.  
 
I could well express verbally all the vicissitudes experienced since our last meeting, with 
the joy and enthusiasm that inspired me and I glowed beautifully. It was as if I had put 
on the new seven-league boots from my dream. I felt an incredible power radiating from 
me, mixed with love, dedication, humility, strength, and will. 
 
I acted not for me. I acted for the little creatures, vulnerable and disadvantaged. That 
was why I felt my strength increase.  
So far, everything I needed, I had acquired through my work. I could now share the 
surplus money that I had for the joy of winning. It was so good for me to give it to 
innocent children who lacked the means after this disaster and give them a short ladder 
to go further in their lives. 
 

What do these children need?  An education.  
 
Their parents and grandparents were illiterate and had to beg for a living. By helping 
them to possess the essential for any individual as the basic elements of reading, 
writing, and arithmetic, they themselves could complete their education according to 
their capabilities. I wanted that purpose. 
 

It is awful nowadays to be unable neither to read nor to write. These unfortunate beings 
feel terribly diminished and this in turn develops a lack of confidence. They have always 
to thank others for reading any document.  
As caregivers, they may in the future help their parents, as is the custom in India. 
Perhaps, they would also help others younger. Then they would turn this into a 
magnificent chain of solidarity that would be endless pleasure to know, for the sake of 
teaching for the sake of giving. 
 
In France alone at present, there are still thirty thousand adults who cannot read or 
write. So imagine India, we are talking millions. Bringing knowledge to some, so that 
they are no longer the laughing stock of those who proudly boast of some acquired 
knowledge because they were fortunate enough to have parents who paid for their 
studies, was a worthy goal. What do they do with the intellectual capital? With a little 
less selfishness, the smartest could provide moral support to those who suffer from this 
lack of education and give them a hand by sharing. Fortunately, they are many more in 
this world who will than we think. For my part, I modestly do what is in my power to do 
so that a large number of children can go to school, as already advocated by the 
illustrious Jules Ferry who founded the public schools in France. 
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I also think that true democracy can only be established in a nation where the masses 
are able, by reasoning and intelligence, to discern the true commitment to achieve 
objectives, which are for the good of their country. To do this, the only way is that of the 
education of the people. 
 
So far, to meet the expenses of the children and the construction of the foundation, I 
used my own money that my work had won, an autodidact capital, an achievement 
made possible by the lessons received from the school of life. I did not ask for money 
from my friends because my principle has always been to let my heart speak first. It was 
quite possible that others do the same. I just wanted to share this enthusiasm 
overflowing from every pore of my skin to let others know what is happening elsewhere 
while being open to every new idea. 
The first "meeting" of friends was great and immediately our hearts spoke. I received an 
initial donation of five hundred dollars from one of my friends, Danielle, to sponsor 
Alipama. I was pleasantly surprised both by her spontaneity and by her generosity. I 
thanked all of them very strongly, more than many others who followed in this gesture 
of support did. 
Shortly after, Therese sent me a message by e-mail:  
-I talked about our meeting with my seven sisters and friends. You'd better come to 
Montreal because all of them want to know more and sponsor children.” Three weeks 
later, I landed in this wonderful land of a thousand warm autumn colours that made me 
rejoice as a painter.  
 
Everything had been arranged for my stay. I loved the people of Quebec, always happy, 
jokers, and ready for a singsong. The few days I spent with them were great. Two of 
Therese’s sisters sponsored two sisters, Saraswati and Puja. In all twelve children were 
sponsored and in a jovial atmosphere of mutual friendliness. 
 

In the space of a year, I travelled to India four times to see the children and morally 
participate in the construction of the village during stays of varying length. At that time, 
there were few children in the rented house. 
 

This left me time to communicate my foundation, my project, and my accomplishments 
to my many friends in Los Angeles, rather than stay in India. Usually, the Professor, 
Rose, and Ruth came to Puri at the end of my stay to supervise employees and children 
and take me to the airport in Bhubaneswar.  
 
This fourth time in 2001, Eliazar T. Rose came alone to Puri and accompanied me until I 
left. On the way, he was very quiet, he who was usually very talkative. Then, with a 
worried look, he then told me that the Professor would remain in Visakhapatnam, for his 

work with New Hope and could not move as often as before, because their foundation 
had been stripped of eight thousand dollars, a theft by the head of one of the station 

shelters, which looked after the children. This significant amount stolen, represented 
provisions for many children for the next month. Then the man had vanished into the 

wild. He told me that he and the Professor had filed a complaint and a police 
investigation was under way. 
 

This new situation was forcing them to reorganize; they were going to come very 
quickly to Puri bringing one of their employees from New Hope, PK Patra (whose name 
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was pronounced Patro) who spoke Oriya and Indian/English. He worked with them for 
eight years for their NHRLT foundation at Maniguda. They had asked him to go with his 
family to Puri and appointed him the chief of the children's village and new construction 

under the direction of the Professor, Ruth, and Eliazar, of course. 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Québec   
 

THE EVOLUTION OF THE FOUNDATION 
 

 had just arrived in L.A when a young French woman appeared in my life. Obviously, 
she needed help. She came to the USA after the death of her husband with her two 
boys then only one and three years old. Since then, she worked and raised her sons 

now aged seven and nine. She did not rebuild a family; she was seven months pregnant 
and wanted to keep the child. She had to leave her apartment and was looking for a host 
family for a few months while waiting the time of birth, and then to find a suitable 
apartment for their needs. I gave her shelter for those few months. Thus eight weeks 
later, I took her to the hospital and we came back with a beautiful baby girl. 
 

I was lucky because I could not go back to India as often as before, to the extent that the 
situation there was proceeding slowly, competent people chosen by the Professor cared 
for the children. They went to school and construction was advancing slowly according 
to our plans. So, I could take care of the baby with immense pleasure while her mother 
and myself alternated our presence with her, depending on our work. 
 

For several months in 2002, I did not go to India. I took this time to do short stays, not 
far from L.A, to raise awareness of the foundation and children in India. In Quebec, 
Therese continued to talk about this beautiful foundation. Many of her friends and 
customers wanted to join. The reception was super friendly wherever I went. 
The professor regularly gave me news of the children. He occasionally monitored the 
construction from time to time. Being under his command remotely, Mr Patro continued 
working little by little with the workers. 
Meanwhile, the number of children increased and reached its peak, now numbering 
forty-nine living in the house, while on arrival they were only twenty-four! It was time 
for the village to be completed. That is why, as soon as three dormitories, the kitchen, 
and the refectory were finished, the children rushed through the jungle to their new 
village. Three days later, those who were already on the waiting list had arrived except 
for the twelve big boys who stayed at New Hope. Thus, eighty-seven children found 
themselves in a new place that was recently built and that would house them for many 
years. We opened this wonderful Children's Village on September 21st 2002, nineteen 
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months after the purchase of the land. A commemorative plaque was erected for the 
occasion. 
 

At the outset, a wonderful symbiosis moved among the children who helped each other 
beautifully in all areas. The school was far away now and we had to bring teachers to 
this remote location eight kilometres from the city. There was no road through the 
forest, the bicycle was the best means of transportation, and the most fortunate ones 
rode on a scooter. The school in the village was not yet built and teachers gave their 
courses wherever possible: in the refectory, in the dorms, or even outside when the 
weather was clement. In addition to the main building, we built a cute little guesthouse.  
Therese, on her side without my knowledge, spoke of the foundation at a conference of 
people who had retired in Montreal. Thus, our first guests were a girl of nineteen years 
old and her grandmother who occupied our guesthouse for three months, sharing their 
knowledge with the children in French and English, and doing so with laughter, joy, 
good humor, and games.  
 
Two weeks before their departure, Professor Parivaraj proposed that these two 
volunteers create a MEG foundation in Canada. This initiative was grafted onto another 
of my ideas. Indeed, members of MEG-Canada could boost the number of volunteers; 
they could come and spend some time in the sun, over twenty-five degrees Celsius, with 
nice breeze, in the village during the harsh Canadian winter months. The food and 
shelter in our beautiful village would be provided in exchange for services to the 
children and teaching. 
 

A few months later after reflection and advice in their country, they liked the idea of 
being the first two volunteers and MEG-Canada Foundation was registered. It was great. 
 

The big children were always volunteering to help the small ones and to serve. One day, 
Tuni, a big girl of nine years old who came from Paradeep, the city at the centre of the 
cyclone in 1999, climbing quickly on a stool to take some stainless steel plates on a 
shelf, slipped and painfully impaled herself on the foot of a stepladder.  
Urgent bleeding!  
 
Fortunately, the Professor was there and he stopped this haemorrhage of blood that 

could have been fatal. She should be taken immediately to the hospital - but how? There 
was no road or vehicle. On his orders, the big boys were immediately set to work to 
construct a makeshift stretcher for her, while an employee called a taxi, explaining what 
had happened so that the taxi was on standby one mile away and could take her as soon 
she arrived at the beginning of the paved road. The Professor left with her. At the 
hospital another five miles away, she received emergency treatment. Tuni was saved, all 
were relieved. 
 

Tuni was out of danger when I heard the news in Los Angeles. My decision was instant. 
It was necessary to build a road and acquire a vehicle as soon as possible. These were 
approximately the sum of fifteen thousand dollars.  
I was lucky as the following Sunday I had to attend a meeting of a hundred participants 
in L.A, headed by an eminent person whose spirit and verve had transported me in 
certain stages of my project.  
On Sunday morning, I asked to speak first to explain what had happened and what our 
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immediate need was. I will never forget this wonderful day full of enthusiasm, 
generosity, support, spontaneity, bidding, and love of neighbour, even unknown, under 
the baton of our Maestro Patricia.  
 
At the end of the day, the fifteen thousand dollars had been raised and all children were 
sponsored! I thanked the people who generously supported the purchase of the vehicle 
and the completion of the road would be as soon as possible to ensure the safety of the 
children. 
 

 
 

 
 

Inauguration of the Patricia McDade Love Road 
 
I transferred the money to the account of the foundation in India and went there 
immediately to begin work on the road. The vehicle was purchased when the road was 
completed. It was a small van, eight seats, which served us well even if, later, it was the 
cause of a big misery created by Professor. 
 
During one of my stays at home in California, the Professor eliminated the two Indians I had 
appointed on the Board on a pretext that it was "for the protection of the children". 
Meanwhile, without wanting to give me an explanation, the two Indians informed me by 
email that they no longer wanted to be part of the foundation. Therefore, I never knew 
their version and had no one to give me any more reports of what was actually happening 
at the children's village. 
I found myself alone facing a dilemma, as I knew of no other Indian as a replacement on 
Board of Directors... 
 
Meanwhile, I was suffering from a lack of dialogue with the children and staff, with no 
feedback or information on their everyday life. The Professor employed only people 
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speaking Oriya, "to save money", he told me, to which I did not agree, preferring to pay 
higher wages to people who spoke English and had explanations to my questions.  

Then, I could hear and understand conversations by the children and staff in English 
without necessarily participating.  
Communication was virtually zero and not being gifted enough to learn indigenous 
languages, the only way to know what was said, was to ask Patro, the village chief, who 
spoke Indian English.  
 

However, was he translating exactly what I meant and what these 
people wanted to tell me? 
 
 

 
 

Big boys installed in a separate house in Puri. 
 
Some weeks later and after reflection on the transfer of children from the shelters of 
New Hope, I thought a little house rented by the MEG Foundation would be a good idea, 
halfway between the city and our village to receive the twelve big boys aged twelve to 

fourteen. This is what was done. The boys were enrolled in the nearest school in Puri. 
They thus increased the number of children in MEG to ninety-nine during weekends 
when they came to visit the other children in the new village and shared their stories. It 
was better that way. 
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Neil & Nahida’s wedding in our Puri MEG Village 
 

WHAT MEMORIES, HIGHLIGHTS! 
 

n 2003, an Indian religious ceremony of marriage was celebrated in our village, at the 

desire of two sponsors, Neil and Nahida, two British nationals. Nahida's father was 
born before 1947 in the Indian part of India that became Pakistan after the partition 

of the country on that date.  
The Professor, dressed in the garb of an Indian monk, was awarded the role of high priest 

since it was he who would unite the couple according to the customs of the country, 
with the children, staff, and sponsors in attendance, who came specially to celebrate this 
ceremony. 
For this occasion, the couple offered new clothes for each of the eighty boys and girls, a 
full meal, and all the festivities to celebrate their marriage. Countless photos were taken 
in memory of this beautiful day. 
 
 

 

I 
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A couple from Quebec and their 9-year-old son had taken a six-month sabbatical to 
come and help us in the village. She was a teacher in Montreal and helped her son to 
take correspondence courses while teaching the French class in my place. They had 
noticed the poor posture of the children who had to write on the floor and they decided 
to purchase, at their own expense, the necessary materials for the construction of small 
desks. They painted the desks blue for the children and white for the teachers. The 
children were very excited and very proud of this unexpected gift. 
 

 
 

Jean, Johanne and Felix had fabricated these beautiful little desks for the children 
 

Then I set up a section called "The news". Each evening, three children came to me 
under the thatched roof of the outdoor kitchen to write the news that had occurred 
during the day. The first wrote and read the news in French, the second in English, and 
the third in Oriya. They had to write four small sentences at different times to recount 
the main events of the day, as well as future announcements. I made them repeat their 
sentences in order for them to learn to read well and to know how to speak before an 
audience. The next day at the General Assembly, after the daily rituals of collective 
prayer, raising the Indian flag, information from the teachers, the three students read 
their journal aloud, in front of the assembled children. 
One after another, the children of the village, except the little ones, had to read the news 
in the language that they had chosen the day before.  
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Gopa wanted to be on duty each day in French and sometimes in English. The boy had 
come to the MEG village illiterate at age of seven. With hard work, three years later, he 
could read and write in French, English, and Oriya, almost without fail.  
He was very good and proud of his progress, his eyes sparkling with pleasure when I 
congratulated him. He represented all my success to help these children learn.  
However, one day, when he was only twelve years old, his father wanted him back to 
work to bring him money.  
 

 
 
I went to see the father, with the help of a translator in the leper colony. I wanted to 
have a friendly discussion between us, tell him how his child was exceptional.  
I offered to pay for his studies, even after the 10th class, so that he could follow higher 
education in the city of Puri near the colony. This would allow him to live well in his 
house with him.  
However, it was useless because the father would not listen. Gopa was sent to work in 
the street selling vegetables.  
I cried all the tears I had. I felt completely helpless, unfortunate, and sad to see such a 
waste. This boy had a bright future; he would also have helped his parents and siblings 
later. Unfortunately, it was so.  
For his farewell gift, I gave him a book of French grammar and a French book.  
On the other hand, I knew that his parents and grandparents, unfortunately, being 
illiterate and steeped in their conformism, could not imagine that there could be other 
things.  
I was pleased to see Gopa three years later working in a hotel. At least he was in contact 
with tourists of different nationalities, and, therefore, could practice some of the three 
languages he had learned. 
 
Later, I asked myself if the father knew, at that time what I unfortunately discovered 
years later… 
 

During my trips back and forth, I would often make beautiful meetings of benefit for the 
children.  
At the beginning of our move, the children slept on the floor of the dorms. Very quickly, I 
asked a cabinetmaker in the city, to make bunk beds with lockers, and drawers at the 
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bottom to store their clothes. Indians are fond of feeling very close to each other, of 
touching each other.  
This is the origin of the French saying "Indian file".  
Thus, two children could sleep very well side-by-side without interference in their new 
bed with a board as a base. Later, I would buy them mattresses. Meanwhile, it was 
better to sleep on a clean board than on the ground. 
 

This brings up a great story filled with sharing and natural confidence. 
Sometimes, even often in random ways, I have met people in aeroplanes or trains with 
which the subject of conversation has been my foundation. I did not bring up the subject 
deliberately; it was simply because of my answers to their questions. The subject 
emerges as I usually greet the people sitting next to me.  
 
One day, in the plane from Paris to L.A, a man came to sit on my left. After greetings, he 
told me he was going to Tahiti on his way home after a stay in France. Later, he said that 
he lived in Tahiti after teaching French in all French islands: Saint-Pierre and Miquelon, 
Martinique, Guadeloupe, Reunion, and New Caledonia. 
Henry was his name. Speaking about his children, suddenly, he turned his head towards 
me and asked: 
-Do you have children? 
-Yes, I have one daughter and one hundred and fifty... 
 
At this time, my foundation actually had one hundred and fifty children. Intrigued, he 
wanted to know more, he had been amidst children during his lifetime. I then answered 
his many questions with great pleasure.  
Shortly before arriving in L.A, the stop that allowed him to continue to Tahiti, he 
suddenly plunged his left hand into the right inside pocket of his jacket and pulled out a 
bundle of Euro bank notes, saying: 
-Look, this is for your foundation. 
-Oh, thank you very much! I can buy small mattresses for the children now, I replied, 
eyes filled with gratitude. 
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We stayed in touch. Then one day, he wanted to sponsor a little girl who had the will, 
the ability, and desire to continue her studies very seriously. A name instantly popped 
up in my mind;  Laxmi. She was this little one fed by her brother at the beginning of the 
foundation on CT Road. She was only seven years old when she told me she wanted to 
learn very well at school "to become a doctor.” Thus, Henry became the Laxmi’s 
sponsor. She, who had lost her parents so young, was moved to tears. She wrote him 
small letters in English and French from time to time because she had learned French 
with me. 
 

Later on, Henry told me that he arrived in France with Marie, his Tahitian wife, and 
wanted to introduce me. 
-In which city are you going to stay? I asked him. 
-In Pau where I just sold my apartment. He said 

-This is precisely the city where I have to go. I am meeting the person responsible for 
training abroad in the business school and one of the students there who spent six 
months in our village and who knew Laxmi throughout this time. 
-It's strange, I've taught in this school too. That is why I bought the apartment in this 
city. Well, I invite you to dinner with your student, he replied, delighted. 
-That way, we can chat about Laxmi with Marie. 
 

We had a great evening talking a lot about Laxmi for whom he gave me a Tahitian pareo 
and bracelet. Later, Henry paid regular sums of money for Laxmi’s future studies. 
Chance sometimes causes beautiful encounters! 
 
The Professor advised me to put this money into mutual funds to grow until Laxmi would 
need it in her first year of University.  
I did not know yet what the Professor was able to do under his good-natured appearance 
willing to help the children 
 
 

 
 

The Love road 
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CHAPTER 7. 
 

 
 

THE CONTINUED EVOLUTION 
 

nce the road was completed, village life changed dramatically and accelerated. Of 
course, the distances were travelled more quickly and more sponsors came, 
bringing their knowledge, exhilaration filled with songs, games, and their 

volunteer work with the children.  
We bought a cow, and then with artificial insemination, a calf was born and so on until 
we had ten.  
Of course, we did not ask the cows what they preferred and we never let any bull do the 
job!  
We enjoyed the good milk, which the cook often transformed into paneer "cottage 
cheese", rolled in breadcrumbs, then deep-fried and finally simmered in a flavored spicy 
sauce. A real treat! The cook also concocted an abundance of good desserts. 
Cows, however do not simply give milk. They also produce dung that is changed into a 
beautiful natural gas, so pure that you could not see it, only feel its warmth. For this gas, 
the Indian government had built a half-spherical tank made of cement. Once dry, it was 
filled with cow dung, which is then fermented. The resulting gas was channelled 
through a pipe and fed a special stove, were it was used to cook some of our meals. For 
daily use, it had a fuel tank in which needed to be put one hundred pounds of dung per 
day, this allowed us to have two and a half hours of gas.  
 
We also had solar panels at our disposal, heating another part of the cooked meal. 
For electricity, we had installed solar panels on the roofs so the warm rays of the Indian 
sun supplied the electricity. Sometime later, a friend of the Professor came to spend a 
few days with us. He was a member of the Rotary Club in a city in Australia, and he 
arranged to donate a huge generator that would provide electricity for all use during the 
monsoons when the sun is rarer.  

O 
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I recognize that this was a downside to our ecological principle; however, the number of 
children forced us to accept the gift of a modern system during the monsoon season, 
which often has been disastrous. 
 

As for water, there was a water table under the ground.  
A friend of Malibu contacted another foundation to install a large windmill in the village, 
built and installed by a specialized team from Pondicherry, providing the necessary 
water, essential for food, health, and gardens. This small masterpiece not only pumped 
good clear water, it also served as a focal point of the MEG village because from far away 
we could see its wings turning with the whim of the wind.  
 
We knew how lucky we were to have water in abundance and free, as in India, every 
drop of water counts. Only three miles away from our village during the summer, I saw 
many women from distant homes, waiting at the end of a long line with their empty 
container queuing for their water at a tanker truck that supplied the districts drinking 
water. Then they carried the precious cargo on their heads and walked away up right, 
with a proud carriage, to supply their families with this vital drink. 
 

We also built a washhouse, which saw daily washing of over one hundred and twenty 
people between children, staff, and visitors.  
During the summer, the indoor kitchen was too hot. We built another one that was 
sheltered outdoors, adjoining the refectory. We tiled the floor to make peeling 
vegetables and some other preparations easier. Food was then, cooked in the new 
outdoor fireplace fuelled by dead wood from our trees. A slight constant breeze came to 
cool the women sitting on the ground to perform their work more pleasantly than 
inside. 
 

In the village of Puri, we had gradually built several "guest houses" for volunteers with a 
very nice bathroom around a pond filled with beautiful fish, which we fished from time 
to time to eat. It gave a clear view of the flower gardens and plantations to delight our 
eyes.  
The broad thatched umbrella, built by our Dutch friend, protected from the sun another 
outdoor kitchen with a tiled fireplace that allowed the sponsors to make their own 
occidental breakfast if they wished.  
This is where I also had the idea. I would like to give French cooking classes to the 
children who wanted to learn. As it was Candle mass, I started to teach them how to 
make donuts. The savory fragrances that emanated attracted many more children and 
there was not enough room around the two big tables...  
 
They then all enjoyed cooking and wanted to know even more recipes.  
Thus, Thursdays after school, I taught cooking and they spoke only French. 

 

Some of the guest rooms were very spacious with bunk beds that allowed us 
subsequently receive thirty people at the same time.  
 
To top it all, we met Saturday nights in our arena that was our dance hall outdoors. We 
installed a sound system and children expressed themselves surprisingly beautifully, 
along with employees and visitors to the frenzied Indian music or music from 
elsewhere. Joy and good humour was part of the celebration and our lives. This is what I 
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wanted to recharge the batteries of each because we all had a lot of work. 
Everyone felt very well, up to the point that one of our volunteers, one day told me 
triumphantly:  
 
-Here, it is no longer, the MEG Village, it is the Club MEG! (Like Club MED, which is a 
vacation Club in Europe)  
 
-So, welcome to this joyous Club MEG.” 

 
 

 
 

 
Throughout the years, many sponsors, mentors, and supporters joined us in this 
fabulous and wonderful friendly solidarity in a dynamic international support for more 
children in need. 
Thanks to all the people of good will, through their donations, their work, their 
dedication, we also had created the MEG-Canada Foundation and MEG-France 
Association and finally the MEG-Holland Foundation. The function of these new 
foundations and the first MEG-USA Foundation was to generate funds for the 
maintenance and education of schoolchildren in India. 
 

In return, these new French, American and French Canadian friends came each winter, 
volunteers staying on site in guest rooms, bringing sponsorships, happiness, and the 
continuation of the French and English languages to children's learning. Paradoxically, 
the small ones spoke English better than the elder ones and were more daring. 
 

Those who could not come to us on site formed small groups to raise funds. A writer 
organized a "garden party" to bring all his friends to for the signing of his latest book 
and offered the fruit of all sales of that day to the foundation.  
 
A painter had offered 20% of sales during one of her exhibitions, etc. 
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For my part, I sold my four apartments in France to finance the purchase of more land, 
buildings, and especially to sponsor children who had no sponsor.  
The children's Village Puri grew and embellished.  
 
The original state of the jungle filled with small trees and tall palms had become a 
"paradise", a word used by many visitors. Even the Indian authorities told us they had 
never seen an orphanage in the country as clean, green, and so pleasant. 
 

I was very happy with this result. Pleased to bring happiness around me, and help the 
children doomed to never have a school education.  
 
Their success was mine! 
 
 

 
 
 
During a short stay in Visakhapatnam, the Professor showed me disabled children he 
treated in hospitals or shelters. These children, abandoned by their families, were either 
blind, injured by trains, malformed at birth, or had suffered from poliomyelitis, etc.  
 
I was awed by the humanitarian work to which he told me "he gave his life". He 
seemed to be a holy man. Then, he and Eliazar Rose took me to see a new field of six 
acres filled with huge mango trees bearing fruit in abundance. They then explained that 
their desire was to raise funds from the foundations New Hope and MEG to build a 
second beautiful children's village. They intended the village to be for the disabled 
children. 
 
Thus in 2003, a second MEG village emerged in Kothavalasa in Andhra Pradesh, near 
Visakhapatnam. The land purchased was shared between New Hope and MEG, but the 
two foundations needed appropriate buildings for the needs of the children, as New 
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Hope would also deal with disabled children.  
 
This new land offered many open spaces. It was a field of peanuts. Peanuts grow in the 
ground like potatoes and are harvested in the same way. We can eat them raw when 
fresh, because they are very tender. Thus, there were no trees to cut in this space.  
Common to the two local foundations would be the kitchen, the refectory, and the 
school. We would share the costs. 
 
 

 
 

The MEG Kothavalasa girls with Ruth  
 

THE FIRST REVELATIONS 
 

ne day in 2004, I worried over the idea that the older children of fifteen and 
sixteen years had not yet received any sex education, like me in my time. Today, 
many things have changed and this education is one of them. 

Those who were going to school should have been taught this knowledge, if only 
to know the functioning of the human body and to know what not to do to avoid 
setbacks while still too young.  
A great subject debated between the Professor, Eliazar T. Rose, Ruth, Mr Patro, his wife 
and I. After eliminating the people who could teach these courses, all for good reasons, 

the Professor selected Mrs Patro for the education of the girls and boys with him. This 
instruction began once a week when he was in Puri. 
That same year the Professor confessed to me that the man who stole eight thousand 
dollars from New Hope in 2001 had accused him of abusing fifty boys, revenge for the fact 
that he had complained to the police about the stolen money.  

I made the inner reflection "Anything to distract from a theft.” After a police 
investigation, the Professor was acquitted for lack of evidence and everything was back 
to normal.  

O 
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I was sorry for him, that he had to undergo such calumnies, because I saw him do well 
wherever he went. This shocked me even more as I myself was a victim of slander by a 
man who wanted to steal my business, as I have already related. 
 

A few months ago, a friend confided in me about a serious problem with her daughter 
related to drugs and strong alcohol. The girl was in with the wrong crowd. Furthermore, 
she took the two products simultaneously. My friend was crying, helpless before this 
problem. According to the advice of the doctor, her daughter was going to kill herself if 
nothing was done. 
 
I thought that distance would be one of the best solutions. However, it was still 
necessary that the girl be willing, because she was of majority age. She loved children - 
that might save her. 
Her mother and I convinced her to go as soon as possible to my foundation in India.  
She arrived at Puri delighted to take care of the children, as a volunteer. Then day after 
day, difficult as it was, well steeped in these very dangerous and even deadly products, 
with perseverance, she was detoxified. She finally started to live happy days. It took me 
a lot of patience and energy to keep her steady, but she made it. I saw in her a reborn 
female, a beauty that attracted all eyes. 
 

I knew that the Dutch couple were coming to spend a few months in the winter with the 
children. They would be good friends for the girl. I left for Los Angeles, leaving them 
behind to care for the children with the help of employees.  
 
On my arrival in L.A, I visited her mother to give her the good results of the miracle, the 
good cure for her daughter. 
 
From time to time, by phone or email, I would receive news of her and the children. 
Everything was going well.  
Two months later, I visited my friend again to collect things to give to her daughter as I 
was returning to India. She received an email from her daughter in my presence, which 
we read together, explaining a fact that had happened.  
 
The previous day, the Professor had arrived for a few days in the village with a young 
man from New Hope. At noon, the Dutch couple, the girl, and the Professor ate their 
meals together under the large straw umbrella. They had joked while talking common 
things about children. At dinner, the Dutch having remained in the city, the girl was 
alone with the Professor who took the opportunity to invite the young man from New 
Hope to their table.  
 
The meal was happy. Then the Professor proposed a “threesome.” Seeing the surprised 
frightened girl, the Professor told her that he was completely free to say what he 
wanted.  
It was as if the sky had fallen into hear such words coming from a priest who did not 
elaborate, leaving her in the dark without any details. The girl did not dare to continue 
this conversation. She just ended the meal to go back to her guesthouse. She was still 
reflecting on this matter when the Dutch returning from their evening, came to see her. 
Obviously a little confused, she said: 
“There are weird things happening here.” 
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She narrated the proposal of the Professor. The Dutch and she questioned this situation 
wondering what it meant.  
Learning this, being so far away from the actual event, I remained perplexed, and 
confided to my friend, yes, it seemed strange that a priest would dare make such 
comments.  The next day, the girl wrote completely the opposite!  
 
What had happened during the night? I did not know and unfortunately, I was not there 
to investigate these contradicting statements. I did not know the true meaning of these 
words devoid of detail that may have been spoken in jest to observe the reactions of the 
girl. 
However, the Dutch began thinking and without even telling me, they sent an email to 
the Vice-President of MEG-Canada to tell him the facts, which remained vague. 
Considering these facts, the Vice-President called me to say that the Dutch couple had 
told him that according to them, apparently, the Professor could possibly abuse 
children. 
I was stunned to hear such nonsense. 
-On what criteria, upon what basis, did the Dutch have for making such accusations? I 
asked him.  
-I do not know, he replied.  
-In this case, they should have first talked to me as the President to explain themselves 
rather than propagating such grave allegations about a person I regularly see being 
attentive to children and that I consider to be a holy man. This Dutch couple and I had a 
frank enough relationship to be able to speak openly about such subjects. On the other 
hand, why did they not ask the Professor, as they were on hand to make him clarify the 
meaning of what he said rather than creating rumours and doubts?  
It would have been very useful and could trigger further investigations, if necessary. It is 
a duty of every citizen to defend and safeguard children at risk by exposing 
perpetrators. Why didn’t the Dutch couple do that? Had they the courage of their 
convictions or were they afraid to face the Professor who had a tough personality? 
 

As soon as I arrived in India, I wanted to find the underlying cause of this incident. I 
went to ask the Professor in Visakhapatnam, eye to eye: 
-Do you abuse children? 
 
-“NO!” He said, bursting into tears. “I could never do that to children! I have devoted my 
whole life to them, especially to those who have no family. It is still the same old story of 
vengeance from 2001 following the theft of eight thousand dollars and my complaint 
against him to the police, which rises to the surface. It's too unfair. 
 

I believed in the innocence of the Professor. 
 

I spoke to the Dutch and they had no proof of the Professor’s perfidy. So, why say things 
that are not verifiable? At that time, I thought it was outrageous of them and I had 
confidence in him...  
As for the young woman, I asked her to go to Pondicherry and take charge of the 
twenty-six children who had being collected after the Tsunami, (I am talking about it in the 

next paragraph as many things happened at the same time) where she would be safe. 
Adequate staff was hired and a few weeks later, her mother joined her. Together they 
were very busy with the children taking very sensible initiatives. They were happy and 
me too.  
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My humanitarian act was accomplished for the young person who survived drugs, 
without even realizing that her case was a matter of life or death, where she was very 
close. 
As for me, I stayed at Puri with the children and I totally forgot this incident involving 
the Professor. 
 
I do not like being angry with my friends. After a few months of silence and as soon as 
possible, I went to see my Dutch friends in France where they lived. They received me 
very well. They were happy with my presence. We clarified this story. They 
acknowledged that they went too far, too fast. Yes, they should have spoken to me first. 
Yes, they should have sought to find out more, for the best or for the worst. 
They had no children so they had sponsored a little girl.  
 
Petronilla, the Dutch friend, was very tired and had a desire to cease working in both 
France and Holland for the MEG foundations. 
Then after the reconciliation, Petronilla told me she would like to go to America one day.  
 
This couple were deeply involved in our organisation to help children and worked to 
spread the spirit of the foundation. I felt she was expecting a more tangible reward in 
spite of the fact that she had her expenses paid for the work with the foundation.  
 
Consequently, in gratitude, I offered her the journey Paris/Los Angeles and a fifteen day 
vacation to celebrate her 45th birthday in my home. I took her to visit the city and the 
wonderful surroundings. She met some of the children's sponsors and then she left after 
her enchanted stay. 
 

A little later, our confidence fully restored, they invited me to celebrate their twentieth 
wedding anniversary, at Petronilla's motherhouse in Holland. There she revealed to me 
the rape she had suffered, at the age of four years. As very often, a very close family 
member did it: she had always kept silent about it because of her mother's fear of 
scandal. Horrified by this barbaric act, I comforted her as best I could.  
 
I discovered then how the silence, especially imposed, the lack of support of the people 
closest to oneself is as destructive as the act of rape. 
 
After their resignation, Parivaraj replaced the couple with three friends of Eliazar T. 
Rose. They were Dutch, one of the three members had volunteered in the 1990s for 
their New Hope Maniguda Foundation, India.  
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TSUNAMI DISASTER 
 

t was Boxing Day. Multitudes of tourists were taking their grandchildren to lunch on 
the beaches of Phuket on 26 December 2004 when another great cataclysm arrived -  
the giant Tsunami that fell upon the Indonesian coast, destroying everything in its 

path in South India and gradually moving north in the Bay of Bengal. The deadly wave 
stopped thirty-five miles south of Pondicherry, near Cuttalore, killing more than eleven 
thousand Indian people and causing much damage. 
 
I was in Los Angeles at that time. I immediately took the first available flight to Chennai 
and Pondicherry. A month before, I received a gift of a hundred boxes of vitamins for 
children. I took them with me. I found Parivaraj and Eliazar T. Rose. Then we went to 
the affected areas. As we had experienced the aftermath of the cyclone five years earlier 
and we were there in India, we immediately took all the possible necessities, blankets, 
food supplies, water, and tarpaulins to help these poor people and help as many 
children as possible. 
 

The first week, outside international relief could not arrive at these places. Due to the 
extremely muddy tracks, it was not possible for heavy trucks to pass. Therefore, all the 
emergency equipment was stranded. Their wheels sank into the mud. We then 
employed twenty able bodied parents to cook and serve food to the children, three 
meals a day, for about 1200 children for the first few days, until all the other NGOs (Non 
Governmental Organizations) arrived. We bought food and gasoline from the villages 
that were not affected by the wave just a few miles away. 
When NGOs were able to come, they remained for three weeks, the time needed to bring 
relief to the villagers and leave for other disasters. 
  
We, New Hope Rural Leprosy Trust and MEGF Trust stayed for five months, until May 
31st, 2005, to serve more than six hundred and fifty children per day.  
 
By giving money to the people paid to serve the children, we allowed parents to rebuild 
their mud houses for shelter and, at the same time, collect their children as and when 
the work was done. 
The tsunami wave swept fishing boats in its path three miles inland. Some were found 

I 
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on top of palm trees that were still standing. The salty water in which they had been 
submerged dried up all these palms. 
 

That same morning, a little girl of six had gone happily to the beach with her father who 
went fishing. She returned home to her mother. Suddenly she was projected onto a high 
shelf on the wall of the only room in their house, seeing the seething water completely 
flooding her home and sweeping her mother away helplessly.  
The child waited twelve hours on her safe "island", until the water began to reside, and 
she was then able to jump down and tell her story.  
 
Many other very poignant testimonies helped me understand how hard and deadly the 
shock was, especially seeing watermarks more than 8 feet high on the inner and outer 
walls of houses. 
My friends in Los Angeles and elsewhere donated to the bank accounts of the 
foundation a total of fifty-five thousand dollars to help the young victims.  
In Canada, another foundation donated ten thousand dollars. I personally donated sixty 
thousand dollars. With this money, we bought food for these children. 
 

The calm restored, Professor and Eliazar T. Rose told me they wanted to rent a house 
for orphans, and then a MEG village would be built in Pondicherry. I remembered then 
that my original idea was to settle in Pondicherry, which is and always has been a 
French enclave in India, with a typical Indian district and French Quarter. There was a 
French consulate, four French schools and a French alliance, French cinemas, 
restaurants, hotels and boutiques. Indians speaking perfect French owned all this.  
This part of the city was by the sea and quiet, without noise of car horns. People coming 
into the neighbourhood saw panels informing that the car horns were banned. 
 

Of course, living in Pondicherry tempted me, yet with everything that was done and 
built elsewhere, it did not interest me. Therefore, quickly, I felt uncomfortable with the 
third structure. It was too fast as if urging me to go too quickly and it didn't leave me the 
time to think clearly and determine what was already in progress. "Just buy land and 
build"? I thought, "even before finishing what is already begun...”  
I felt myself overwhelmed by too much work and too many things that I could not 
handle or control by myself. I talked about my state of mind to the Professor, Eliazar and 
Ruth. They told me they wanted to help me in any approach and they would do the 
maximum possible. I replied them severely that I was the only one to bring money 
endlessly without having to rely on India or on themselves for the Indian children.  
Now without even asking my opinion, they always added more extra expenses. I said that 
I felt forced or presented with a fait accompli. This behavior did not please me. I 
disagreed.  
  

Had I been living in India, I could have moved from one children's village to another, 
and I would have had more conversations with children who had begun to speak 
English. However, to travel between Los Angeles and India without stopping, and then 
go from one MEG village to another, separated by 800 miles between the first and third, 
did not suit me. In addition, the different languages were problematic, a question of 

understanding.  That was too much.  
They did not give me the necessary time to reflect on things clearly. On the other hand, 
should I be charitable and aid with all my heart orphans, victims of the Tsunami? I 
needed sometimes to think about it. 



92 
 

 
 

Pondicherry 
 

THE CONTINUING COMMITMENT 
 

n 2005, I had to move from the USA to come and settle down in India. 
At first, it would be in Puri where everything was organized, I also had to build my 
house in the MEG village. In Pondicherry, we rented a house with a lease of eleven 

months a year, as is the usual practice in India.  
 
The young woman volunteer who had arrived from Puri welcomed twenty-six children, 
girls and boys of all ages. Parivaraj had told me that they were orphans, from a village 

devastated by the tsunami. They were enrolled in the nearest school. Shortly after, I 
visited them but the few words I knew in Oriya were useless as they spoke Tamil that is 
the official language along with French spoken in Pondicherry.  
I questioned the children to the best of my ability for a long time. Finally, to my surprise, 
I discovered that besides four orphans, all others had parents in the leper colony, which, 

moreover, was not affected by the Tsunami. So what was the point of wanting to 
separate children from their families after this drama? On the contrary, they had 
great need to be together, especially since these people were not affected by the wave. 
However, the children were there. They already were in school. I could not return them. 
What was the real reason Parivaraj lied to me? I needed a real explanation for this.  
 
The communication was very difficult: in Orissa the language was Oriya, in Andhra 
Pradesh it was Telugu, and in Pondicherry it was Tamil… No one understands each 
other. 
I returned to Puri for a few days, the time to prepare a few changes and additions to a 
guesthouse that could be my home and for which I would send funds upon my return to 
Los Angeles.  
On the way to the airport, I stopped in the Sanjaya leper colony of Puri.  
I saw a horror! A baby, naked, sitting on the ground outside, hands in cow dung, next to 
a ditch where dirty water flowed, and next to a dog covered with scabies. My heart 
missed a beat. I phoned the Professor at once to tell him:          
-The money I will immediately send you will no longer be used to enlarge my house. 
Quickly build a large elevated room, airy, which will serve as a common room, nursery, 
and school for all children in the settlement of Puri colony. 
 

A few months later, we inaugurated it - on May 21st, 2006. Thereafter, temporarily 
during strong monsoons, this school also served as a shelter for children as well as 
parents whose roofs of straw or corrugated iron of their houses had not supported the 
frequent torrential rains. Added benefit, the elevation of this room allowed all not to live 
in the muddy waters flowing strongly in the colony during the monsoon. 

I 
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In the autumn 2004, a US producer from Los Angeles made a documentary about the 
lives of the children in the MEG Village in Puri. You may watch this documentary. (See 
link “Mothering Children in Need” in Annex at the end of the book.)  
 

In June 2005, another video report was made on the three villages MEG, in French and 
English. A team of filmmakers from Quebec made it, which was programmed on Quebec 
television for a long time. This publicity brought hundreds of new and unknown 
sponsors to the Foundation.  
In January 2006, a team of five young people aged between twenty-five and thirty years, 
Philip, Matthew, William, Stephanie, and Gisele from a school of engineering in Quebec, 
stayed through the winter to construct a fourth dormitory for the big boys. I wanted this 
new building to be a spacious and high-ceilinged construction. The showers and toilets 
were built outside, adjacent to the dorm like at the other dorms. Adjacent to the 
sidewall, were built two infirmary rooms with all sanitary fittings and emergency 
medicine. 
A foundation in Montreal had generously financed this project. The same foundation 
also previewed funds for the future school. These young joyous Quebeckers were 
always in a good mood and laughing, I called them "My happy band." 
 

Long time previously, Professor Parivaraj had informed me that all bank transfers to 
India take more than two months to be credited to the account of the foundation.  
That seemed a very long time!  
However, in India everything is long anyway ... or very fast! It depends!  
 
Therefore, the 31,000 Canadian dollars for construction that were sent in mid-
November 2005 from Montreal, were still not credited when, on Jan. 10, 2006, the five 
engineers arrived. The professor blamed the services of the bank in Puri. After careful  
research, it was discovered that the money had arrived on behalf of the foundation in 
India on November 17. The money then went to the Professor's account in 
Visakhapatnam, transferred by Patro.  
The Professor justified this act on explaining that the money was placed in order to 
obtain interest on the sum, unfortunately the bank had not disbursed it on time, hence 
this very unfortunate delay.  
Such an admission on his part before the discovery of facts would have been more frank.  

About finances, there was another incident. The Professor and one member of the 
team had managed the accounts during the three months of construction. At the end of 
the work, 10,000 Canadian $ were missing. The foundation in Montreal had asked for 
the accounts for the first project before funding the construction of the school with 
another team of engineers. As this was an emergency, I had to advance the missing 
money, the $10,000 from my personal account, so that the accounts were finally up to 
date and balanced.  
The new contract then would be honored and the children would not be deprived of 
their long awaited school. 
 
These grains of sand that were accumulating were tarnishing my solidarity in 
actions, as well as casting doubt upon the integrity of the Professor... 
Having sold all my other properties to build MEG foundation, I put my last house in Los 
Angeles on the market. I brought it up to modern standards and good order to sell it 
well. My house had appreciated in value, which allowed me to make a good sale, as the 
market was favorable at that time. 
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I sold it for the reason that I liked to live among the children in India. I saw them 
grow and change with great pleasure, I felt useful to their future. I wanted to reduce the 
distance that separated me from them and live in the paradise that I had built with the 
help of many sponsors. However, I worked a lot more for the Foundation as a volunteer 
unlike my work when I was running my business in Los Angeles.  
 
To be available for the kids, I woke up at five in the morning to perform all tasks that I 
was the only one capable of doing. So, I could be with them at all times when not in 
class. 
My move took place in October 2005 and all my affairs were placed in a container, 
destination Chennai. On the inventory, were all my furniture and personal effects 
including my sixty oil paintings that I had created over a twenty-year period, as well as 
many packages for the children, including clothing, books, school supplies, and a 
multitude of sponsor’s gifts.  
I said good-bye to my little house that I would no longer see but keep in memory the 
same beautiful picture of it. 
 
In December 2005, I moved permanently to India in the village of Puri. The work on my 
house in India had finally been realized.  
 
I then recruited and selected myself a new staff, speaking Oriya and fluent English. 
These employees were also more educated and able to help me communicate with other 
employees and children. The first person was a woman of thirty-three years, Sasmita, 
who had studied and spoke good Indian English.  
The children needed a mature person as a good mentor, and who knew how to take 
initiatives.  
She was appointed; chief of the four dormitories, a function that spanned everything 
from discipline to cleanliness, from A to Z.  
My focus was mainly the children. Therefore, she was given the task to summarize the 
children and staff’s conversations, telling me only what she thought was relevant or 
useful to me. 

In Pondicherry at the end of the year, we rented another bigger house payable monthly, 
not far from the first one, to keep the same school for the children.  
 

 
Recommended by a friend from Los Angeles, a French computer technician who had a 
technology company, (I will call him, Francois), contacted me. He wanted to become 
involved in volunteering for my MEG Foundation in India. 
 
At the end of our conversation, Francois told me: 
 
-I'm coming. 
-Where are you going? I replied surprised. 
-To India, with your children. 
 

Three weeks later, he arrived on the scene at Puri to get to know the children and our 
MEG village for one month. This man of about forty years immediately proposed to me 
to amplify the potential of the foundation with his help and his contacts in France and 
their expertise, like himself, all qualified graduates of the IEP (Institute of Political 



95 
 

Studies). We immediately thought his contacts added to mine could only be beneficial 
from all points of view to help more children. Gradually the Frenchman gained my trust 
because he truly invested on behalf of the children and the foundation. 
Virtually, everything was taking shape, yet after six months, no donation from him or 
coming from his acquaintances had been made. That's when he told me he was 
unemployed. However, he would do everything in his power to publicize the foundation. 
For this, he asked me to pay all his expenses.  
 
For someone so highly qualified, it seemed surprising. Usually, when someone offers 
himself or herself as a volunteer that means they’re committed to render free services 
and even bring some financial interests in one way or another to the foundation. Now, 
suddenly, it was no longer the case.  
However, in order to continue what we had already started, and all it promised for the 
children, we concluded that I myself would pay his travelling expenses, airfare, hotel 
costs, and even restaurants when I was with him. For other expenses, it was necessary 
that he provided me with receipts in order to be reimbursed.  
I thought the game certainly worth the candle in the near future. He even sorted out a 
difficult affair with racketeers the local Mafia, the "Gunda" that Professor Parivaraj 
seemed to ignore or underestimate, as he did not take care of it.  
 
I later found out why...  
 

 
 

  

 
 
 

The Puri Great Place 
 

Par Bernard Gagnon. 
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CHAPTER 8. 
 

 
 

Puri MEG Children 
 

BEAUTIFUL EMOTIONS 
 

he year 2007 was very emotional, in meetings, in events, construction, and work 
of all kinds, filled with wonderful emotions that made me very happy, fulfilling 
my life passionately and very effectively. 

 

On January 14 of this successful year, we began the construction of the school in our 
MEG village in Puri. Four students of the Montreal Superior Technical School, with the 
sister of one of them, volunteered to build it. However, in order to ensure their own 
expenses in India, these five students had organized a fund raising event in their city.  
 

The children followed the evolution of this building with a very special interest. They 
would finally have a real school as they had seen in the city. The technical knowledge of 
the Canadian boys and the aesthetic taste of Catherine made this little masterpiece even 
more favourable to study in.  
 

In late March this beautiful school was inaugurated in front of our seventy-eight 
children, twenty-three employees, teachers, our five builders, present sponsors, and 
Ruth Tumati, the President, Eliazar Tumati Rose, Professor Parivaraj dressed up as an 
Indian Guru to celebrate the event, and myself.  
The holiday was joyous with a succulent meal.  
 

Six classrooms could finally accommodate the children who were quick to move in their 
belongings and their little blue desks with great pleasure. A wonderful playroom for 
children was also designed to serve as a theatre where they would celebrate festivals 
and award ceremonies. 
 

Beautiful red rocks of the region embellished exterior walls on each side of the wide 

T 
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main entrance. Behind these walls, two other rooms were built: On the right a library 
filled with books in English, French, Hindi, Oriya, and a multitude of educational games 
and on the left, a computer room with, among other things, a printer that delighted the 
children.  
 
The entire school was tiled. Tiles of different colours formed remarkable mosaics, which 
gave the classrooms a more enjoyable atmosphere. Non-slip tiles of a brick colour 
provided security for the outside floor and flowered courtyards. A large semi-circular 
space outdoors in the middle school, served as both playground and gathering place for 
the raising of the flag at the morning prayer and the reading of the news of the previous 
day, written and read by three pupils in English, French, and Oriya.  
 
A little further at the same level, there was a cricket ground that delighted the boys who 
loved the sport. We engraved a commemorative plaque in honor of the person who had 
met the first MEG children in India and promoted the foundation of hundreds of 
benefactors in Quebec. 
 

In remembrance of this very devoted friend who passed away December 16, 2007, we 
named this beautiful educational center "Therese Dion School”. 
 
Later, we added a sewing, handicraft, and drawing workshop that brought a lot of fun 
for children. The site provided work for about fifty Indian workers for months. For 
several months, a friend, member of MEG-Canada organized an appeal for funds to build 
a library containing Indian and English books in the second MEG village in Kothavalasa.  
A few months later, the donor came to cut the ribbon for the opening of this "house of 
books" and the children were excited to read and meditate in silence.  
The children warmly thanked this woman.  
 

In this same children’s village, a dormitory for boys with disabilities, also emerged. A 
sponsor in the United States whose son had died financed it. She preferred to donate 
this house rather than flowers for her dead son.  
 

In Puri, in addition to the land of the village, I also financed a land to build a learning 
centre. Then I had to buy yet another plot, one mile away from the village because 
Parivaraj wanted a dormitory for male employees to protect our teenagers. We also 
installed Internet there because in the forest where our village was, we had no Internet 
communication. 
 
 
At the beginning of the year, we hired a man, Laxmidhar, who said he was a gardener. 
Very quickly, I discovered that his instincts and his attraction to plants and flowers gave 
excellent results. That is why he nicely embellished all the habitable parts of our land. 
He worked from morning to night tirelessly and it was a pleasure to assist him because I 
love gardening and taking care of flowers.  
He rented the house adjoining our village and lived there with his wife and four 
children, more precisely his four daughters. The eldest was nine.  
Cursed! For in India, to have only daughters as offspring is not very rewarding for a 
family. Indeed,  it is the parents who must provide a dowry to the husband's family and 
they receive nothing in return.  
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My secretary, who left me one day to be married, confirmed this to me. The last few 
months before the wedding,  she complained to me that she had to replace everything in 
house of her mother-in-law’s, even the rice straw sweeping brush. She was obliged by 
tradition to leave her family and to take up residence among the parents of her husband 
and become the servant of her mother-in-law!  
Once married, for the first four months the new wife is not allowed to see her parents 
because she must acclimate herself to her husband's family.  
 

Laxmidhar spoke only Oriya and his daughters had never been to school. Therefore, we 
admitted them into classes with our children.  
One day, it was rumored that the couple would have a fifth child. One morning in 2007, 
about nine o'clock, I learned that the baby was born early in the night. I immediately 
visited their home worried about their health.  
 

Horror! The mother was groaning in horrible pain. Her sari remained bloodied from the 
night before. The child was lying on the floor, still attached to the placenta, which had 
dried upon her. The baby was barely covered with a dirty rug and the father was at 
work!  
Immediately, I called the doctor who took care of our children. With two of our 
employees and two big girls, we arranged for giving first aid to the child who was 
sleeping. It was a girl.  
The doctor took care of the mother and we took turns with the child.  
When the father came back eighteen hours later without saying a word, he took the 
baby from the floor and put it in my hands, saying: 
 

-Take her, I give her to you, we do not want her, we already have four daughters. 
-I'll take her, I replied, emotionally, however, I want her mother to breastfeed her for at 
least three months.  
-Okay, he said. 
 
I wanted the child to profit from the immunity transmitted through breast milk. At the 
same time, this daily task also gave the parents a chance to review their decision to 
abandon their child. 
It was a Wednesday. The father called the child "Wednesday" in Oriya when speaking of 
her. As it was Feb 14th, Valentine’s Day, I gave the name of Valentine to this l 
ittle angel that had fallen from Heaven. For three months, we went back and forth to 
bring Valentine for feeding every three hours.  
Towards the end of the third month, I was away from the village for two days, meeting 
the Professor, Eliazar and Ruth to attend the wedding of the first daughter of Patro, one 
hundred and eighty miles south of Puri, at Barhampur near Gopalpur.  
We used this opportunity to organize a working meeting.  
I brought to the debate the guardianship of Valentine. There had to be the name of an 
Indian national for the paperwork to be legal. The Professor had designated Patro and 
the official declaration from a lawyer certificate was given to me in good form. I thought 
that now Valentine had been officially declared and had a birth certificate. 

 
Back in Puri, my first care was to go and see Valentine. Horror!  
The girl had an open wound six millimetres long on the middle of her nose. The parent’s 
explanations about it did not satisfy me. I immediately took the baby and cared for her. 
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We weaned her and had her keep with us. 
The Professor asked the father and his family to return to their native village where 
they still had a mud house that needed repair. He gave him five thousand rupees 
(seventy Euros) and a year of family allowance for his four children to be paid monthly 
against a note from the school stating that these children were doing well in their 
courses.  
 
Today I wonder if it was not just a bribe to buy the father's silence... 
 
 

 
 

Valentine and Amma in our Puri MEG Village  

  
On April 10th, to celebrate my seventy years, I invited the children of the three MEG 
villages to Puri. There were two hundred and forty-three of them, including the children 
of the Puri colony kindergarten. Our MEG village was big enough to receive them all. It 
was the first time that I saw them all together. It was the first time they all met. The 
children were very happy.  
They all gathered under the same symbolic "MEG" banner and were happy to meet each 
other. The sight of so many children under the big umbrella of my foundation increased             
tenfold my intense feelings of happiness and my thoughts of love flew out to "Ma 
Thalie", my darling daughter, who was present virtually among us.  
 

Numerous toys, stuffed animals, little clothes, books, and other gifts donated by 
benefactors and wrapped in pretty paper, and gifts made by the "big girls" were 
presented on the "D day.”  
 

As an attraction, I hired a camel and a camel driver for the day to provide amusement 
for the children. In groups of three, they rode on the camel and from that vantage point 
they criss-crossed the village. An antique carousel was available for rides. The cherry on 
the cake was an ice-cream vendor, who in the heat of the day was very successful!  
 
A delicious Indian meal was served in a huge tent, which protected us from the sun. 
There were a few sponsors present as well as Parivaraj, Ruth, Eliazar, Francois, and 
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Patro accompanied by his wife and daughters. All came to the party dressed in their 
finery.  
That morning I was delivered into the hands of the big girls who were happy to dress 
and embellish me with their jewellery. Dressed in a beautiful embroidered sari, I was 
their Barbie doll and I was thrilled to be one. 
 

To end this memorable day, children participated in a masterful release of balloons. Our 
eyes were glued to the sky watching the multicolored balloons swirl and twirl away for 
a long time, each one of us lost in their own thoughts. My daughter, Ma Thalie, was 
virtually with me the whole time during this beautiful day. 
 
I for one, I made great plans for the future with wishes of happiness for all.  
 
 
 

 
 
Children from the three MEG Villages came to Puri on April 10th 2007 to celebrate 

my birthday and the 10th anniversary of the Mary Ellen Gerber Foundation 
 

Since that day, the children called me Amma (mother). 
 
In late May, I decided to make a courtesy visit to some sponsors, benefactors, and 
volunteers who came to our Indian village. A mini tour of France was necessary.  
I started in Saint Malo where a dear friend from Montreal was staying for several 
months to have the time to write her next novel in quiet.   
She spoke about three women from different backgrounds that she admired and of 
which I was one of them. In fact, she described in a very poetic way, the how and the 
why of my foundation. I stayed there for a very pleasant and warm weekend. I thank her 
again.  
Then, I went south, to Pau, where I met some dear sponsors, as well as the students who 
have spent six months in MEG village in Puri, we all became good friends.   
Burgundy was my next destination, during my brief stay, I was ecstatic at the bright and 
vast expanses of sunflowers directing their large dishes at the sun. I brought a bag of 
dried seeds from the previous year to introduce children to the art of growing from 
seed.  
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Back in Puri, I assigned a small plot of land to those who expressed a desire to plant 
these small seeds and I saw great joy in the children’s eyes when after their care, 
patience, and love of nature they came to life. They were responsible for a small plot of 
land and they had in their hands the future of these beautiful yellow plants.  
By affinity, some children became partners in order to create a larger plot surrounded 
by a small stall.  
Others, more imaginative, manufactured enclosures fenced with fabric scraps that came 
from the sewing. They hoped to scare away sparrows and protect their precious seeds. 
Others more solitary realized their plantation with fantasy. They asked the cook for the 
seeds of peppers to plant in their garden.  
It was a daily pastime in which they rejoiced as much as me as I also had a raised garden 
next to my house.  
After a few weeks, we saw the seeds sprout. One after the other, the small gardeners 
came for me and happily pulled me by the hand to show me the success of their 
seedlings. Soon the village witnessed the rise of beautiful coloured spots scattering 
sunlight into nature and upon the beaming faces of the children who were overjoyed at 
such a result.  
 
The family that we were had many living things that we integrated into daily life. Ten 
cows, gave us good milk daily, the chickens gave us their eggs, two German dogs, offered 
by a generous sponsor of Los Angeles, provided a vigilant guardianship. We also had 
two small wild cats always on the lookout for lovely mice. These mice had a voracious 
appetite for everything edible inside and outside of houses, including my favorite shawl 
that was adorned with the beautiful embroidery of Kashmir and that succumbed to their 
greed. 
In the morning, at wake up, we also had the surprise to discover in nature, the 
wonderful architectural work woven diligently by big black spiders. Like church 
windows, their large canvases dotted with dew that reflected the sun, producing an 
incredible glittering light show.  
 

At the entrance of the village, an imposing blue wrought iron gate opened onto a long 
dirt driveway lined with a thousand flowers whose palette of colors was infinite, and 
alive with little bees.  
However, we had to support the squadrons of mosquitoes at night that hungrily stung 
voraciously the white flesh of visitors. To discourage them we sprayed ourselves with 
an essential oil, a blend of lemon grass and sweet almond oil. The aid of the chameleons 
was precious because they were very fond of eating mosquitoes as they concealed 
themselves behind the colors they adopted.  
 

There were also nineteen varieties of birds, which delighted us day and night with their 
melodious songs. In addition, cute little frogs that entered into all the fresh parts of 
houses to deposit a little final act of digestion as a souvenir!  
 

In the night after heavy monsoon storms, our sleep was "rocked" by the unbearable 
croaking of thousands of huge toads, coming out of their water holes, condemning the 
whole village to insomnia! Beautiful white nights, because the sky was completely clear 
of clouds and covered with thousands of stars.  
Other small animals, uncommunicative, nested rather high in the dry palm leaves, not 
waking from their slumber - I mean snakes. As for the monkeys, big as teenagers, it was 
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unwise to approach them or throw projectiles at them. Having a shy nature, they quickly 
fled with screams punctuated by gestures. Silently, with remarkable efficiency and 
undisguised fury, tiny termites were attacking everything consumable; any wooden 
object, beautiful fabrics etc...  
One of my large framed paintings broke in half when I gripped it for dusting!  
 
To complete this not exhaustive list of various living creatures, I will mention the brown 
cockroaches, as fast as small cars, concealing themselves in the most diverse places. 
Fortunately, they resented our household and were becoming increasingly rare.  
India, this mysterious, captivating, as well as attractive country, was for me a wonderful 
Noah's Ark, vibrant and exciting, no matter what the damage.  
 
The children and I were happy in our little paradise of Puri where as a tell tale sign, I 
found a wild bunch of four-leafed clovers, which I offered to visitors as a little lucky 
charm.  
 

End of 2008, the new gardener, believing he had detected a weed, uprooted the clover 
and the magic of these little natural talismans ceased to operate. Coincidence or not, the 
happiness in our children's village would soon disappear.  
 
I learned from a reliable source that even if I could not be President, I could be a trustee 
or member of the Board of Directors of my foundation in India. I had made the request 
twice without success. The third time was in August 2007, that I demanded to be one.  
 
On 1st of September 2007, Professor Parivaraj, Eliazar T. Rose and Ruth Tumati 
organized a meeting at the end of which I was officially designated "trustee" of the Mary-
Ellen Gerber Foundation Trust. Parivaraj handed me a document that proved my new 
status. It was an official document stamped on government paper bearing the reference 
no.8565 - ZAA-338643, dated 24/9/2007. 
 

In October, after the appointment as trustee, I made a personal donation of twenty-four 
thousand dollars (one million two hundred thousand rupees) for the opening (by me) of 
a special account MEGF Trust. This small reserve would be used in case of big needs such 
as medical care or graduate studies of the most gifted children. I wanted to let the money 
grow and use it only for emergencies.  
 

After a year and a half, Francois and I had prepared many events beyond the borders of 
France. In the years 2007/2008 development was very laborious. For this, I continued 
to pay the travelling expenses for Francois that had already reached eight thousand 
dollars. Virtually, I hoped he would return the money to the foundation, through charity 
galas in England and many other events...  
 

Winter 2008/2009 looked promising. I installed my confidence in this energetic French 
man. I was happy to see the foundation reach its peak.  
I was really looking for the person who could definitely replace me in the mission that I 
had given myself, someone with integrity, who would continue it to its original goal.   
I wanted to see it prosper to promote the school education of underprivileged children 
widely. Our relations were very friendly, sincere, and cooperative. I thought he would 
undoubtedly be the person I was looking for, given his very friendly behavior with 
children; he was becoming an indispensable person for the children’s future.  
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In late 2007, he even dressed as Santa Claus on the Christmas celebration that all 
sponsors, mentors, volunteers and I had organized together.  
In the forest behind the MEG village, we cut a nice tree that we decorated with the 
Christmas crib that I kept from my youth and we placed many gifts around the tree. It 
was joy, madness fun being with friends, and joy seeing these children find such a 
delight. It was their first Christmas with a "real" Santa Claus. I was so happy for them.  
 

A few days later, one evening, we were all gathered together with all the volunteers in 
the hut of the outdoor kitchen. At the end of the meal, I asked Francois if he would 
kindly accept the position of Vice-President of the French Association MEG-France. 
Surprise and warm applause from everyone for this honor, he immediately accepted.  
 
Then, I started to submit all the sponsors of Canada during a meeting where we went to 
Montreal. I gave him some other names of the US sponsors where we planned to go 
together. In short, I familiarized him with all of my hard work, which spanned fourteen 
years.  
 
It is with great pleasure that I presented him a dear friend of mine, knowing his 
fondness for literature. 
 
I did not know yet that I was putting a fox in the hen house... 
 

 
  

 

 
 
 

Interior of a guest room with bunk beds 
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Montreal 
THE SEARCH FOR NEW AID 

 
hrough an acquaintance in France, I made contact with a large commercial school 
in Pau, that sought companies or associations for a mandatory six month 
internship that every student must perform in the exercise of his school 

experiences. Thus, two students, Laure and Roman came to our village of Puri to delight 
the children. Both continued French lessons in my place based on their knowledge. The 
children and I have a very good souvenir of their visit. 
 

Meanwhile, the name of the MEG Foundation came to the ears of Mr. Andre Labarrere, 
President of the Urban Community of Pau - Pyrenees, Mayor of Pau, who was seriously 
considering the MEG village in Pondicherry sponsored by the city of Pau. He asked me 
to find land on which to build. The city of Pau would finance the construction of the 
children's Village.  
 
Excited, I quickly brought him the information requested and I asked Eliazar T. Rose to 
find a nice location on which to build, and that was quickly done. The owner agreed to 
sell it on the condition that he was given four weeks in order to harvest his eggplants. 
This is magnificent land of two hectares, uncluttered, lined with large fruit trees all 
around, equipped with water and electricity. This was not the case in the early days in 
Puri.  
Therefore, I bought this beautiful quiet place outside of the city, where we would raise 
the future third MEG village, which was to be built in the enclave of Pondicherry. All was 
thanks to this new funding. 
It really enchanted me that a sponsorship was achieved from a city in France for this 
little corner of land formerly belonging to our country from the time when the French 
soul hovered there peacefully. A few months later Mr. Labarrere fell seriously ill. He 
informed me that he had to leave his position and give top priority to his health. When 
he died on 16 May 2006, the sponsorship project for our new MEG village just faded 
away.  
 
A few months later, through a friend in Arizona, I met the President of the famous Frank 
Lloyd Wright Foundation. It was based in Scottsdale in the Arizona desert during the 
winter under the name of Taliesin West. During the summer, Taliesin moved his staff 
and activities to Green Springs in the cool mountains of Wisconsin. I was tremendously 

T 
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well received in Scottsdale by the President and his wife. The function of this foundation 
was to train young architects from around the world to receive their studies based on 
ecological systems. Two of them were appointed to devise a plan for the future third 
MEG village of Pondicherry. 
 

Six months later, I was invited to their summer quarters in Green Springs to conclude 
the agreements on paper. I flew to Madison. The President’s wife very kindly welcomed 
me at the airport. She phoned her husband who was not feeling well that morning. 
Speaking with him, she found that he had a strange, almost incoherent speech. When 
she questioned him, his answers were completely bizarre. This worried us and we 
quickly rushed back to be with him.  
When we arrived, an employee told her that her husband had just collapsed on the floor, 
unconscious. Upon the arrival of the ambulance, she then climbed into the back of   the 
ambulance for the return journey to Madison, but to the hospital this time. Three weeks 
later, the President died without regaining consciousness. The project of the 
construction of the MEG village was suspended as the finances vanished for the second 
time. 
 
In 2006, French Chefs members of the culinary club of Los Angeles all came together to 
prepare a cooked dish or a dessert for a "garden party", to take place in the garden of a 
friend in Venice, a city by the sea a few miles from Los Angeles, to raise funds for the 
construction of the kitchen in Pondicherry. The sum of eight thousand dollars was 
collected that day. They printed a huge check, which was photographed for a newspaper 
mentioning the amount that was from a few guests. 
 

In 2007, still in L.A, another appeal for funds was launched in the showroom of another 
friend on the Cienega Avenue, where all the Ladies of the MEG board were dressed in 
Indian saris. French Chefs again participated and provided excellent food that they had 
cooked.  
On this occasion, many of our friends brought their own friends and acquaintances. A 
large panel detailed what corresponded to a sum specifically donated, so many dollars 
for a door, a window, a bed, a mattress, a tree, a hen, etc... A total of thirty-five thousand 
dollars was collected that day. 
 
Two friends from Montreal also hosted a fund-raiser event on the Internet to build a 
"guesthouse" which would be their residence when they will come to Pondicherry. 
These two friends came to the MEG village of Pondicherry to choose their location for 
this small building and others to come. Professor, dressed in Indian Monk, had even 
conducted a blessing of the chosen location, accompanied by a procession of children on 
the spot. 

Pending the commencement of the construction, I entrusted the $10,000 from the 
donated money to Ruth Tumati and the Professor to deposit it into an escrow account 
called "fixed deposit" where it could earn interest, as we had already done many times 
before.  
That is what I believed would happen again.  
 

The foundation received more donations through the dedication of all those who had 
voluntarily been involved for several years from around the world: Canada, Holland, 
France, USA, India... Now, sponsors, mentors, and donations crossed borders reaching 
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increasingly distant countries such as Switzerland, Italy, Portugal, Spain, Germany, UK, 
Saudi Arabia, Kenya, Korea, Tahiti, New Zealand, and Russia. 
This made me travel a lot to present the foundation in most of these countries and boost 
donations. Internet did the rest. 
By combining our mutual knowledge, 2008 was going to be very favorable. 
Thanks to his contacts, Francois had met a charity event producer in France who had 
agreed that the MEG Foundation would be represented in November 2008 in its 
program entitled "Novembre en Enfance", still visible on the Internet today.  
 
Through a friend of mine in Los Angeles who worked in the school of another friend, I 
met the wife of a French film artist who is well known in France. He kindly became the 
sponsor for the French MEG-Association.  
 
Then, in Paris, interviews with him and me were recorded in studio. The producer of 
"Novembre en Enfance" put Francois in contact with those responsible for the French 
program "Envoyé Special" to make a report from within the three MEG villages in India. 
It was scheduled for the end of 2008.  
 
The donation of twenty second-hand laptops for children was planned to come end of 
2008 from one of his friends.  
 
Another friend of mine in Montreal introduced me in to the owner of a Canadian 
architectural research firm. She planned to take her Christmas holidays with her 
seventeen employees to build the wall and entrance gate of the Puri MEG village. 
 
A French woman Orelie, a professional photographer, went to the MEG village in Puri to 
take pictures and videos of the lives of children in the pre-production phase for 
television. 
I was pleased with the growth that the foundation had made with the help of the people 
of good will whose efforts improved the lives of children. 
 

Danielle, a young girl from Orange Country south of Los Angeles collected 
pumpkins to sale for the children of MEG Foundation 
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THE FIRST SUSPICIONS AND BETRAYALS 
 

n the 8th of August 2008, (888) at my request, Francois brought the five main 
Gunda (Mafia) into the village to talk with me, and Professor Parivaraj. We 

wanted to ask them to kindly stop holding to ransom some of the people, teachers, 
doctors, veterinarians, especially Patro, who every day took the path to the foundation 
to work. After courteous presentations with the Gunda, I went to see the Professor for 
this meeting. Suddenly on seeing these five characters, he completely changed direction, 
to avoid facing them. This behavior seemed very strange. He, who ordinarily showed a 
drastic and rigorous authority with everyone, suddenly, became very small, hiding 
behind his phone and behind a tree to avoid these people.  
 
This cowardice was not clear at all. It seemed to me that something was wrong. Francois 
noticed my amazement upon discovering the cowardice of the Professor. The Professor 
left the same day for his headquarters in Visakhapatnam, taking the first available train. 
I immediately requested a special meeting of the MEGF Board of Directors including 
myself now. I took the train to Visakhapatnam the next day. 
Until then, the Professor had always had a plausible answer to all my questions, but this 
new development was not even worth asking him questions about. He hid things from me 

and lied to me. That was enough for me to form an opinion of him. That is why, when I 
arrived and even before he had time to tell me his nonsense or new lies, I asked him not 
to return to the MEG villages of Puri and Pondicherry that I would totally maintain them 
myself. I also asked him to stay in the second MEG/New Hope village in Kothavalassa 
where he lived. For once, he was speechless. He never came back to these two MEG 
villages. So there was something serious to hide, but what? I did not know yet... 
 

The Government of Pondicherry granted subsidies to the victims of the Tsunami on 
request with supporting evidence. The Professor had prepared documents that Ruth 
signed as president of the Foundation. These documents attested that the NGO MEGF 
Trust already housed twenty-six children from a leper colony near Pondicherry that was 
strongly affected by the Tsunami and requested a grant for the construction of a building.  

O 
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The case was filed and remained unanswered. Parivaraj, Ruth, and Eliazar T. Rose had 

never told me about this application. Not being aware of this process and on the other 
hand, having received nineteen thousand dollars in small donations, I suggested to build 
the first building. 
Much later, Francois and I were doing research with the Government of Pondicherry on 
the statutes of the foundation, and we discovered that Ruth Tumati was placed on a red 
list as MEGF Trust president. Ruth Tumati had lied on the application for a subsidy for 
children living in a leper village allegedly affected by the Tsunami when they had not.  

The government subsequently refused any financial contribution with a reprimand. This 
was the third time that the construction project in the third village of Pondicherry felt 
through... 
However, the projects were under way. We arrived in August 2008, yet no donations 
from Francois’ contacts were incoming and this, after a year and a half. I was the only 
one who funded the Foundation through my work with benefactors, or with my 
personal funds, which amounted to approximately $10,000 USD per month to cover the 
costs of the three MEG villages in India, the cost of the other foundations, and those of 
Francois. However, I firmly believed that all these beautiful verbal promises from both 
sides, and especially from Francois, would be carried out and balance out soon. Indeed, 
his expenses began gradually to rise and already reached the amount of U.S. $ 8,000 
since he had joined the Foundation.  
 
On September 18th, he wrote to me by email: 
-It is because we have this relationship of trust and deep friendship that I allow myself 
to be so direct. We have the same mission today ... I was dazzled by what you created. I 
love these children and I will never abandon them. 
 
On September 19th, he emailed me again: 
"I have since the first day we met, been convinced that you had in you a media potential 
equal to what you have built. This is only the beginning... You will see, I am preparing 
you for the world for the benefit of these children. The memory of the children I will 
carry for life... As I said, I have a big personal problem to solve. But maybe you could 
help me?" 
 
-What I have to do to help you and for what ? I answered him by return.  
He replied : Well, I'm embarrassed to tell you. Before I left for India, I told my partner 
about my tax requirements. It is so disappointing to stop a company that was on the rise 
and dependant on me, on my power of persuasion, on my relationships, and my writing, 
because my partner did nothing... I received a letter this morning, from the tax office. I 
personally owe them ten thousand Euros. That's why I am making this proposal. If you 
are able to lend me the money I owe, then we can draft a legal document stating that I 
will refund you in early 2010. Yes, it will be a loan in good standing. It will take me a 
year for really becoming comfortable financially through another project. If you are not 
able to do this, I understand. I will find a solution and I will not hold it against you. It 
will not change anything regarding my motivation for the Foundation. 
 
-How soon does this matter have to be resolved? I asked him. 
-The faster, the better. Debt collectors have already been to my old address. He replied. 
-We need to act quickly. Tell yourself that everything is possible if you are honest and 
sincere and let it go. I replied. 
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-I think I am honest and sincere, but let it go, never, he told me. 
I then explained to him the true meaning of letting go: 
Letting go means taking care of things, but not worrying about them.  
Taking care means; thinking, acting, running, fighting.  
Not worrying about them means: once you have done all that is necessary and you can 
do anything more that you have done, let the Universe take care of the rest. This allows 
you to recover your strength in a deep sleep and gives you clearer ideas in order to act 
better, because your mind is released during your sleep, instead of turning round and 
round. 
For Friendship's sake, I lent him the money from my personal account to keep him out 
of big trouble so that we could realize the scheduled events.  
 
He signed a written acknowledgement of his debt in front of a French lawyer. It was 
even he who insisted that it would be the lawyer who conducted the registration.  
 
He also chose the date of the reimbursement - May 10, 2010, fifteen months after the 
loan. I made no objection, because I believed Francois to be an honorable person who 
having given his word of honor, would honor it, just as I myself would have done.  
 
I believed in his promise of repayment. 
 
Betrayals were just beginning to invade my life. 
 
 
 

 

 
 

OUR HAPPY DAYS TOGETHER WILL ALWAYS REMAIN IN  MEMORY 
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Paul Dean deliberately aged, by several years, 
the actual age of many children. What for? 

 
Here may be the answer: 

 
Terms of classified mental disorders. 
Formalized in   DSM  5 in USA in 2011. 
 
Nepiophilie and enfantophilie: An adult sexual 
preference for toddlers and children aged 0-3 years. 
 
Pedophilia: An adult sexual preference for 
prepubescent children aged 4-11 years. 
 
Hebephilia:  An adult sexual preference for children to 
the age of puberty 11-14 years. 
 
Ephebophilia: An adult sexual preference for children 
 in the late teens aged 14-18 years. 
 
Pedophilia is classified as a mental disorder and a 
crime. 
 
The hebephilia is simply a crime. 
 
The pedohebephilie is not classified as a mental 
disorder. It is a crime. 

 
The correct term for the behavior of people 
whose background is related in this book is 
pedohebephilie.  

It is a crime. 
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THE REVELATION OF HORROR 
 

ack from the stay in France, Oct 12th 2008, a volunteer Noemi, told me of the 
observations by Sasmita, the employee I had hired. 
 

A few months earlier, late at night, she had noticed a boy of thirteen, sitting under 
the full moon. He was hiding his head in his hands and seemed distraught.  
She approached him and asked him what the matter was. 
 
“It's nothing, go away,” he responded, edgily. 
 
She pretended to leave, and hid herself behind a tree to watch. The moonlight made 
things easier. Shortly after, Professor Parivaraj came out of his room and gave some 

money to the child. Intrigued, and a little worried, the next morning, she asked the other 
employees if any of them had seen something unusual. They did not answer her question 
and advised her to shut up, indicating that the Professor had ordered them to keep silent 
if they wanted to keep their jobs. 

 
Silence about what? What was happening? 

 
Given this resistance and pressure, Sasmita did not dare to tell me about it. She was too 
scared, as well. However later, this information was entrusted to the volunteer who 
emailed me:  
-I am waiting impatiently for you. I have important things to tell you... 
 
The incident of August 8th 2008 had strongly influenced me and more importantly, gave 
me the evidence that the Professor was hiding things from me, but I did not yet know 

what. This event was the trigger in my mind, and I became suspicious of all his doings.  
 

When I heard what had happened that night, I felt deeply alarmed. This did not please 
me at all.  

B 
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I immediately began my own investigation with the children. 

According to them there was nothing to report, everything was fine. I insisted to know 
this boy's version. The child himself, speaking in Oriya, which was translated to me by 
the others, insistently claimed that all was well.  
 

However, the next day one by one, I subtly continued seeking information from the 
children who tried to assure me that everything was fine. I heard the same story.  
Some of them even added that the Professor was nice to give them rupees to buy candy 
when they were in MEG-Kottavalasa. Indeed, in the second village, the Professor had 
built a small candy stall run by elder children. All came to refuel with goodies using the 
rupees given them regularly. 
“Us, we don't have that in Puri.” They told me, almost reproachfully. 
At that time, the teenage girls of the MEG village Puri were in the second MEG village in 
Kottavalasa to continue their studies at a higher level than the most basic level. 
Therefore in Puri, only the girls under twelve or thirteen remained. I also questioned 
them and it was the same story! Everything was fine with the Professor. Was I 
imagining things? Yet I seemed to feel something, a kind of tension. 
Therefore, I decided to bluff. 
 

I brought the boys together again and with authority, I said:  
-Listen boys, now I know everything.  
 

- I want to help you.  
 
For this, I must hear everything from your own mouths, what really happened. 
 
There was a moment of silence... 
 
That is when one of the boys suddenly decided, looking me straight in the eyes. I felt in 
this gaze he had understood me and was determined to speak. He then started speaking 
and he seemed thoroughly upset:  
 
-We were all obliged to tell you nothing,  Amma. We were forced to always talk in Oriya in 
front of you because Professor Parivaraj threatened us, to crush our legs and rape our 
little brothers in front of us, if we talk to you. 
 

I received this revelation as a stab in the heart, yet I remained stoic since I was already 
supposed to know everything! I wanted trust to build up between us so that I could 
obtain more information. I needed to listen and understand them if I wanted to lodge a 
complaint against Parivaraj and his accomplices. 
I affectionately placed my hand on his to reassure him, and express my compassion. 
 
“Go on,” I said gently. 
 
Then all in one go, in very understandable English, he described in detail what he had 

suffered from Parivaraj, this doctor, priest, and professor. The others at once approved 
his words adding other more personal details, telling me everything. They were 
suddenly breaking free in an uninterrupted flood of words that were flowing out of their 
hearts. Throwing up their indignity of raped children, they were now regaining respect 

for themselves through the power of words. I was flabbergasted to hear them speaking 
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in Indian English that was easy for me to understand whereas they previously only 
spoke Oriya... 
 
These simple words "I want to help you" had triggered their confessions. The abscess 
was punctured! 
 

Without any prejudice to my rights, everything that follows is the official story 
told by five boys before the Chief of Police Puri-Sagar, the investigating judge and the 
doctor who confirmed the veracity of their statements by his diagnosis. These 
testimonies are recorded in the records of the police, the tribunal, and the hospital in the 
town of Puri. 

 

I still do not dare to believe, even today, the revelation was so horrible to hear. How 
this man had so abused my trust to better abuse children? 

 
Those who disobeyed, Parivaraj threatened, among other things, to break their arms 
and legs so that they would become beggars, dragging themselves miserably in the 
streets. Besides that, he gave money to the staff to close their eyes and remain silent 
about his sexual aggressions. Those who refused to submit were badly mistreated and 
employees who wanted to talk to me lost their job.  
In the second children’s village of  Kothavalasa, the boys of New Hope were sexually 
abuse from the age of twelve years, sometimes ten, or eleven, by Parivaraj. When they 
reached the age of eighteen, these adolescents, too old for the Professor's liking, were 
given the task of recruiting younger kids.  
The job was simple: the Professor gave ten rupees to an older child asking him to give 
them to the designated boy.  
Two days later, the same scenario happened, the amount increasing to fifty rupees. The 
new target was happy because he could buy candy in the shop. A week later, it was the 
same scenario with a hundred rupees this time. That was a bonanza for the new recruit 
who showed nothing but praise towards his benefactor!  
The following week, the Professor called the boy in question into his den, in where he 
would commit acts, as with others, of sexual aggression, threats to shut them up, rupees 
to ensure their silence, etc...  
 
In appreciation, the adolescents who had delivered the new victims could now have all 
the big girls of New Hope they have coveted. 

That happened in a large guesthouse that Parivaraj had specially furnished. The 
Professor who had no limits when it came to vice also practised voyeurism. He had 

made peepholes in a wall, which were hidden inside by decorations. According to 
girl's testimonies to the boys and to myself, Eliazar T. Rose used 
sexually aggress the girls of New Hope from the age of twelve. 
 
That is why Parivaraj added several years to the physical age of all 
children when they gave them a date of birth!  
 

As our infrastructures, kitchen, refectory, and school were on the same grounds, it was 
probable that the MEG girls would become his next victims over time. 
 

All this was terrible! I was shocked, repulsed, betrayed, and offended.  
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I had taken these children off the streets to keep them away from 
harm and now they found themselves in the hands of child molesters in an 
organized brothel that hid under the "honourable" cover of the "New 
Hope Rural Leprosy Trust" whom founder/director is Eliazar Tumati 
Rose and the Brain is Parivaraj. 
 
The sky felt on my head again. 
The MEG boys had discovered my sincere desire to help them and now they trusted me. I 

had become their shield. I let them speak without interrupting. They needed to 
externalize their feelings. They were freeing themselves from the chains of their 

tormentors.  They breathed a hope of freedom because someone wanted to help them. 
"Finally!" they seemed to say in their exuberance. Now that they had broken the silence, 
it was my turn to act and to free them.  
I thanked the children for having opened their hearts to me, and I promised to help 
them energetically and to have the abusers arrested.  
 
Then, I went into the forest to be alone. There, far away from the children, far away 
from the village, I screamed my despair. All this time I'd been manipulated by these 
treacherous people, whose sole purpose had been to install a wall of silence 
around me so that I would continue providing the necessary funds to continue 
their criminal acts with innocent victims steeped in poverty.  
 

I shed all the tears in my body to wash away so many betrayals. I felt like one of these 
children, a victim of the vilest treachery. Those people who took my kindness and my 
trust in them for stupidity. It was too unfair! 
 
I thank again the volunteer Noémi and employee Sasmita, which enabled me to open the 
breach through their concrete evidence, following the desperate young boy’s attitude 
and the surrender of money that night. 
 
Now, that I was provided with the children's information, I inquired with the police 
about what to do for my testimony to be legally taken into consideration. An officer told 
me: 
-Without the evidence coming from the individuals themselves, there is nothing that 
you can do madam! 
 
I had testimonies and evidence through the children's confessions. However, that was 
not enough. Not only did they have to write their testimonies down, but they also had to 
testify in front of the police officer and later before an investigating Judge. 
 

The courage of these boys had changed everything. This courage, they 
lacked previously when they lived in terror of this devilish character. 
The worst was this imposed silence but now they were entrusted to 
me, they knew that I was on their side to defend them. 
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CHAPTER 9. 

 
 

WORKING TOGETHER TO PROTECT THE CHILDREN 
 

fter a good cry, I decided not to let hatred take over.  
I accepted my fate as it was. I had to act effectively to help those children who 
trusted me.  

At this moment, I also promised myself to devote the rest of my life to fight fiercely 
against this scourge of paedophilia, and paedohebephilia for children worldwide. 

 
Through their courage to break the silence, the five boys opened the way. Unknowingly, 
their bravery will certainly have saved many other children from the suffering that they 
themselves had been forced to endure. Breaking the Silence is a duty to others and to 
the world of children. Silence is destructive and breaking free is the only chance to 
regain the joy of life, to start in life again. 
 
Immediately after, I made Francois aware of this terrible situation caused by Parivaraj. I 
asked him to join me in India as quickly as possible to be able to act with me. Our core 
beliefs put together with our joined strength would help us protect the children and 
stop this tyrant.  
October 12, 2008, he immediately answered: 
“It is unbearable that the bearded one commits such acts. Even if I had to die, I'll go 
through to the end. This is the fight of my life. Take care of yourself. Children need your 
tenderness.”  
Then again the same day: 
“I am with you with all my heart. I'm going to meet and ask for advice from Interpol in 
Lyon. I embrace you.” 
 
October 13, 2008, I wrote to him: 
“This picture of you supported by the children shows how much they believe in you and 
love you. We don't need more to give us the strength and energy to want to protect 
them. With a big hug.” 

 
On the same day he replied: 
“Yes, you're right. I'm going through to the end. Take care of them and you.” 

 
It was now my turn to reassure him:  
“Children are happy since my return. There is no more tension, even big Suresh was 
gloomy and secret, flourishes and laughs frankly since. I repeated to them that the 
bearded one will never return in our Puri village. I learned the hard things about Suresh. 
Our volunteer will tell you how happy the children are now that we support them all. 
“Take care of yourself too. 
“Kisses.  Mary-Ellen.” 

 

A 
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Every day, I gave him the latest news and stories, and then on Oct 20th he wrote to me: 
“I am now in direct contact with Interpol paedophilia section. Could you please arrange 
for a medical examination of the boys to prove that they have been raped by the 
bearded one and send me the results? This is urgent. 
Keep the faith - I am with you in this fight.” 

 
It took me some time to get over all these emotions and horrible information that came 
to me as a whole. I had to understand, digest, and accept everything that I had learned. 
I was happy to see Francois again, and the children also were. To find out what people 
said in town, he preferred to stay at a hotel where he met the Dutch couple again. They 
helped us through their Dutch embassy. I felt supported, the children felt protected. I 
kept a careful watch on them so that no premeditated accident would be happening to 
them by accomplices. Prudence now. 
 
I wrote a report to the police with the details collected by the five boys, then on 
November 5, 2008 in the morning, I went to the Police Station Sagar Puri - Orissa and I 
filed a complaint against Paul Parivaraj adding the names Eliazar Tumati Rose and Ruth 
Rose Tumati as his accomplices. Just before signing the pen in the air, I had this thought:  
 
"I will file this complaint, even at the risk of losing everything, for such infamies 
made against innocent children must cease in the world.”  Then I signed. 
 
Confident that I had helped, other boys in the following days came to confide their 
misadventures with the "Professor." It was too late to associate their testimonies with 
my complaint, but they released themselves by speech and were part of the evidence I 
had collected for my investigation. They then helped me to discover another capital 
treason. 
At the time, the Professor had imposed upon me, my secretary, pretexting that I had too 
much work. He had assured me of her competence and that I could trust her. Indeed, it  
was a chance for me to delegate a large amount of work, while helping me by taking 
over a good part of my work. On the other hand, I heard later, she was also Eliazar T. 
Rose’s mistress and her mission was to spy on me. She reported every evening by phone, 
in Oriya, all my actions, and everything that daily was happening in the village...  
She and Patro, in particular, erected insurmountable barriers that impeded new 
employees or children from talking to me. Hired by Parivaraj, these employees were 
since a long time ago, his eyes, and his ears around me.  
 
In March 2008, I found my secretary to be very nervous and I assumed that her attitude 
was related to her upcoming wedding. Then, I was very surprised that she was gone, 

overnight, without a word to me. In fact, and according to the boys, this departure was 
because she had received a death threat from the Gunda (Mafia). Why? She had to leave 
because she executed Parivaraj’s orders against the children. This leak was a revelation 
and blatant betrayal on his part. 
 

I also discovered that in early 2008, these Gunda did the same thing to Patro and for the 

same reason. I remember his hasty departure, citing severe fatigue. He told me that he 
had left to his native village 200 miles away, leaving his wife and children in Puri. I later 
found out that he was working at Kothavalasa as village chief, again performing the 
same services for Parivaraj, with children during the night.  
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According to the Gunda, those two employees were responsible for their actions and had 

to leave the MEG village for the salvation of the children. For that reason, the Gunda had 
driven them away, in their own way.  
 

The Gunda have never bothered me. Instead, they were respectful and helpful offering 
their services. In retrospect, I realized that they were aware of sexual abuses on minor 
children and that was their way of doing a clean up in the village.  
   
After the departure of my secretary, I checked the records that she had left in her haste 
and found vital information. Indeed, there was evidence of what was going on without my 
knowledge and against me for a long time. There was, among other things, the bill of a 
rubber stamp that she had been ordered to make. This rubber stamp bore the name of 
Mary-Ellen Gerbar Foundation Trust and not Gerber. Such an error was a sign that the 
document was false. This stamp was found on all false documents that the three felons 
gave me. 

At that time, I had thought these were genuine documents written on government paper 
such as my appointment as trustee dated 1 September 2007, or the statements of 
expenditures and stamped by the CPA (Audit) accountant, then allegedly sent to the 
Division of the Minister of Foreign Affairs in New Delhi and signed by Ruth Tumati, 
Chief Functionary (not President). However, they forged all these documents.  
 

Also in my research, I found a CD that mentioned the different places where the original 
acts for the purchase of the land acts were hidden.  
 
I keep in reserve some other important information that demonstrates how their frauds 
were premeditated and that, since the very first day that we met. For Parivaraj and 
Eliazar T. Rose these manipulations had become routine, they had committed them so 
often with so many other people, other Charity Organizations! 

 
I learned from the children, that for years, Parivaraj and Eliazar T. Rose mutually 

protected each other if a new police officer in Visakhapatnam showed too much interest 
in one of them. For a long time, the senior ones had been well paid to keep their eyes 
closed.  
Previously, these children did not even have a lifeline to talk to, because the village chief, 
P.K Patro was also a pawn in the pay of the Professor. It is he, who woke up the boys 
between midnight and two o'clock in the morning and brought them to Parivaraj's room. 
I said that to the CWC President in 2009. He never believed me or I think he never 
investigated this revelation. Why? 
 
From the first days of the year 2000, I had taught English and French to the children. I 
asked them always talk to me in one of these languages when I was near them even if 
not interacting in their conversation. I had two good reasons for this. I wanted them to 
progress in these languages and I wanted to follow their conversations, in which I could 
have participated. However, every time I had to repeat the same thing: do not speak 

Oriya when I am around. Of course, I did not know they were forcibly forbidden to speak 

to me in English or French. That is why I could not understand what probably sooner or 
later, would have caught my attention. Parivaraj deliberately thwarted all my efforts - to 
the detriment of the children.  
 

I was horrified to have placed so much confidence in this man. I had seen nothing. I had 



118 
 

been abused, was consciously manipulated by him and his accomplices. On the contrary, 
I had sometimes even defended him. I felt very bad. I was not proud of that. I suffered 
awfully.  
Their tactic since the very beginning now seemed obvious. They had put me in a world 
of silence, slyly removing all the people who could have talked to me. I had found myself 

alone in front of a well-established and pernicious clan. I understood that the well-being 
in which they settled me was only a tactic to make me believe in their good intentions 
towards the children. In fact, it was to better abuse them behind my back.  
How many hidden things, and what an ignominious masquerade to hide what Parivaraj 
and Eliazar Rose perfectly well knew was wrong and condemned by justice.  

 
The only thing that they saw in me was the sign "$" of the dollar. The opportunity for 
them to divert the money that was meant for the children, in order to maintain their 

organized "brothel". It was a despicable betrayal! 
 
At this point, I had only one certainty left: I will do everything to save the children from 
the clutches of these men and those who act like him! 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

Example of a document forged by Paul Dean 
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BETRAYALS CONTINUE  
 

ollowing my complaint, the Chief of Police of Puri in charge of this case, Debi Das, 
had well understood the crimes committed by the "clan”, consisting of Parivaraj, 
Eliazar Tumati Rose, Ruth Tumati and P.K Patra. The officer had to organize 

himself quickly and I had to do the same on my side. A lot of work was waiting for me: 
many visitors, sponsors, mentors would arrive in the village during the winter of 
2008/2009 and we were expecting thirty-three over a period of four months. We were 
ready to host them and the staffs were ready too.  
 
Three weeks ago, five young women volunteers aged from twenty-eight to thirty - two 
Germans, two from Quebec and one French had arrived in the village. Each one had 
found her position in our structure according to her own profession, they amused the 
children outside of school hours with games, songs, etc.. 
 
Upon her arrival, seeing these children, the French young woman had flashbacks of her 
own youth, reminding her of the unhappy times when her stepfather used to beat her 
mother violently as well as her brother and herself. She cried for a whole day. I 
comforted her for a long time. I cheered her up to make her regain her beautiful smile...  
 
To occupy her mind, I gave her a mission where she would be the group leader of the 
five volunteers. We were in full preparation for the opening of a kindergarten in the 
leper colony at Bhubaneswar. We also had to prepare the reception of the lady who had 
sponsored the school through her own foundation in Quebec.  
To thank her, I ordered a marble plaque bearing her name to commemorate this 
beautiful day and the school name being the same as its generous donor. She arrived on 
October 31st, the inauguration took place on November 1st, and she left the same 
afternoon for Montreal. The children of the colony sang songs and gave her flowers as 
well as to three others who accompanied her. Harmony was back in our lives.  
 
Meanwhile we had prepared and celebrated the festival of "Diwali" all together.  

F 
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Diwali is the festival of light fighting darkness. It is the symbol of Good against Evil.  
 

I really wanted to see this light shine again in our foundation.  
 
On the 7th of November 2008 the day before our TV charity show "Novembre en 
Enfance" was to start, another setback awaited me.  
Francois, who had become sly and remote, was now spending a lot of time with the 
Dutch couple. Together, they drank a lot of alcohol. Francois was drunk every night and 
he consumed a dozen strong cups of coffee per day. This worried me for his health and 
for the reputation of the Foundation. I had never seen him behave this way before, in 
town people noticed. 
 
One day Police Chief Debi Das, told me:  
 
“He's lucky not to be Indian. Otherwise, I would have arrested and jailed him for 
detoxification, long ago.” 
 

This shows how people in town noticed what was happening. It also denoted a deep 
malaise in him. I did not know the cause. However, I felt he was hiding something. He 
was becoming very unfriendly. He did not share his thoughts with me as he did before, 
when he supported me. He had become a hostile stranger and I had the impression that 
he was working behind my back. That is when I discovered that he and the Dutch couple 
had teamed up against me, while just a week earlier, all three wanted to help me get out 
of this chaos.  
What had happened? 

I had the sad confirmation of this change of character when on that same day; I received 
several furious and panicked emails from the French TV producer of the documentary 
"Novembre en Enfance". I did not understand what was happening, he was asking me to 
call him urgently at whatever hour and I did that at once.  
 
Stunned, I learned that Francois had cancelled, through a simple e-mail, the 
participation of the MEG Foundation in this television program. For what reason could 
this television show not be aired? I saw absolutely nothing contradictory in having had 
the courage to stop a paedophile, given all the testimonies of the children that I had. Yet 
Francois had decided otherwise and had cancelled everything without even having 
spoken beforehand by phone with the producer, who had organized everything.  
 

This man was presently in a very embarrassing position. One should know that many 
current TV, movie, musical well-known personalities who were ready generously help a 
multitude of other children in the world, were involved.  
Had François thought for one single moment about the future of the children MEG, or 
the future of all the other children that this program would have helped?  
 

The results were immediate: the Producer had to cancel his entire program, a program 
on which he had been working for months. He lost the amount of one hundred thousand 
Euros due to the whims of a destructive egocentric who with impunity destroyed the 
life and work of others.  
 

Simultaneously, Francois had also "sabotaged" the preparations for the French TV 
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program "Envoyé Special ", as well as the projects in course like the sojourn of the 
architects of Montreal, the appointment with a famous singer for the sponsorships of 
MEG-Canada and the gala in England.  
 

To cause further havoc he had compromised the participation of the four engineers 
from Quebec who had volunteered to build the MEG village of Pondicherry, as well as 
that of the French architect, the visit of the twenty-five students from a school in 
Montreal and the delivery of twenty computers for the children.  
The work of eighteen months was gone and for which I had paid him all the costs! 
 

François kept the original videos of the children that the photographer Orélie had 
specially come to make on the spot for "Novembre en Enfance." I came to know later on 
that he had never returned them despite Orelie's many reminders. He also granted 
himself a computer belonging to the Producer of "Novembre en Enfance" that he never 
returned.  
Was this a tactical ploy so as not to reimburse me my 10,000 €? Could he be as corrupt as 
Parivaraj?  
Seeing all the mess caused by François who was as sly as Professor Parivaraj, I called 
him CC: "Certified Copy" and very quickly, I found him another nickname that fitted him 
like a glove: Mephisto. 

 

 
 

Mephisto 
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Paul Dean’s arrest on November 14, 2008 in Puri-Orissa  
Front page of Time of India 

 
THE FINAL ARREST AND WHAT FOLLOWED  

            
rom an administrative point of view, the Indian Union is a federal democratic 
republic, with twenty-eight states, seven union territories, including Pondicherry. 
Each State is autonomous and has its legislature, its executive, and its public 

amenities. In total, there is over thirty-five official languages in the States, plus tribal 
languages, in addition to Hindi, Urdu, English, and French in Pondicherry. All these 
languages are written with a dozen different alphabets that are not understood from 
one State to another. In other words, each state is autonomous, with its police, its 
language, its laws, its regulations.  
 
This means that with a complaint filed in Puri, in Orissa, we could not arrest Parivaraj in 

Kothavalasa, in the State of Andhra Pradesh – AP - where he lived. There was no 
coordination between the two States whatsoever Parivaraj already well planned this 
situation, as well as he registered the MEGF Trust at Vishapatnam –AP- for the same 
reasons. 
 
The Chief of Police of Puri had to organize a special expedition to go to Kothavalasa in 
the second village in AP, on Saturday, Nov. 12th, 2008.  
 

F 
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As it was another State, I had to hire and paid for a taxi with a driver.  
In the car was the Chief of Police in charge Debi Das, two of his deputies and Manmohan, 
the manager of children in Puri, third dan in Taekwondo and a teacher of this martial 
art. Mephisto and the Dutchman did not want to make the return journey of three 
hundred miles in the company of Parivaraj. They went on a motorcycle. As for me, by 
order of Debi Das, I could not join them for my safety.  
 
I greatly regretted not being with them.  
 
The taxi arrived at ten o'clock that morning in the Children Village at Kothavalasa, 
shared by the MEGFT and NHRLT. A reception was being held in honor of Maggie Nolan, 
the person who promoted New Hope tremendously in Australia. She came to India in 
1989 as a volunteer nurse. Her efforts to promote the New Hope Foundation helped to 
found New Hope Australia, now 20 years old.  
Through her many fund raising campaigns, she brought the New Hope foundation and 
the plight of lepers to the attention of her country. This publicity brought many 
sponsors, including the Rotary Club. Maggie had even received a Medal of Honor for her 
work at New Hope with lepers and in tribal villages. I received her in the Puri village 
where we talked about our similar work for people in need. Inevitably, she also had 
been a victim of Parivaraj and his accomplices during her winter stays with them.  
 
The Parivaraj’s Clan had also cheated her.  
 
Seeing the police arrive, Parivaraj wanted to escape. However, Manmohan quickly 

neutralized him with Taekwondo hold. We had anticipated this reaction, which is why 
Manmohan was part of the expedition.  
 
They turned back towards Puri, Parivaraj handcuffed, the police and Manmohan at his 
side. On the way, they received a phone call. Mephisto and the Dutchman had broken 
down on their motorcycle halfway there....  
 
Back in Puri, the questioning of Parivaraj began at the Police Station. First, he had no 
identification papers. His accomplices struggled to provide some, all they found was a 
passport under another name and outdated for a long time. The police discovered that he 
had other passports under other names, the real name probably being Paul Herbert 
Dean. They also noticed that he lived in India for over thirty years and ironically, without 
a passport and visa!  

 
Contrarily to what he had been saying, the Professor was an Australian citizen and not 
Indian. Both his parents were Australians while he claimed that his father was Indian 
and his mother came from Iceland. He was born on the 7th of September 1943 at 
Bunbury in West Australia and not on November 14th, in Kashmir where his house 
supposedly burned with his wife and child. All his lies began to appear in the light of the 
truth.  
 
Mephisto and the Dutchman repaired their motorcycle on the road and returned to Puri 
just when the interrogation was finished. His reign being over, Parivaraj, who we will 
now call by his real name, "Paul Dean,” went to prison.  
 
The arrest of Paul Dean November 14, 2008 caused an unpredictable swirl. On the same 
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morning, hearing the news by phone, four employees of the MEG village of Puri holding 
the most important positions had just vanished the same morning: They went to Puri to 
make large purchases for their own needs on the account of the foundation, which I 
found out when I had to pay our supplier's invoices. Finally, the accountant added the 
number "5" on the wording of his monthly paycheck, and four thousand five hundred 
became fifty-four thousand five hundred rupees... They were all Paul Dean’s spies.  
 
The news of Paul Dean's incarceration, appeared, with his photo, on the front page of all 
Indian newspapers in Orissa, in the Oriya language, also in the national circulation 
newspaper "Times of India" in English, on the Internet, on TV and on the radio on 
November 14, 2008.  
 
Having recognized him, an Indian in Titilagarh contacted a European friend, with whom 
he corresponded for twenty-five years. From 1983 to 1985, she spent some time in 
India as a voluntary social aid and sympathized with the Indians. He sent her by email 
the article and the photo from the English-language newspaper, and wrote:  
 
“Do you think it’s our bastard from 25 years ago?” 
 

This woman, called Nathalie, was born in Belgium now living in Italy since her return 
from India. She recognized him. She had worked at Titilagarh in Orissa for two years 
alongside "Brother Paul,” the name that he was using at that time.  
 

Nathalie contacted me in turn. Fortunately, she had kept a thick file of archives on this 
incredible man, including all correspondence of complaints received from various 
religious organizations, Ashrams and doctors, in which were reported sexual assaults or 
attempted abuse by Brother Paul on their pupils in their institutions. Via Nathalie’s 
testimony, I discovered another facet of the immorality of Paul Dean.  
I found all the names that this man used to trick and use as a disguise then thrown away 
when he was exposed. He changed his name every time he escaped from a place to avoid 
being caught in the net of the police, always for the same offence. With amazement, I read 
the litany of names: alias Doctor Brother Paul, aka Bro. Paul, aka Alan Herbert Rose alias 
Paul Allen, aka Paul Ross, alias Paul Rose, aka Sannyasi alias, Paul Herbert Dean, to arrive 
at Paul Dean. He lived in India since 1977.  

 
Following this sensational event and the revelations in Times of India, former 
employees fired by Parivaraj/Paul Dean came to talk to me on the spot or called me to 
tell me the real reason for their departure and the wicked way they had been treated. 
These people were fired before my scheduled return, of course. When I asked him about 
the absence of these employees, he always had a very plausible story, accusing them of 
fault or negligence in their important work that endangered the safety of children. I was 
simply presented with a fait accompli.  

 
These people told me what he said about me to convince them to leave;  
 
“She does not like you and does not want to see you anymore!” 

 
He also took care to give them a bonus of three months’ salary as compensation, thinking 

to buy their silence. With one of them, he was even more generous since she had 
returned to her village, far away, to Jagatsingpur giving her a year's salary. She must 
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have known a lot about his actions to be so indemnified.  
Then, I received confirmation that he took these fraudulent payments out of my own 
money, happily leaving the sponsorship donations for food, education, clothing, and 
maintenance of children alone. Since the beginning of the MEG foundation at the end of 
each month, I introduced the additional money from my personal account to cover the 
costs incurred because most sponsors gave only thirty or thirty-five U.S. dollars per 
month per child, which was not enough. I never asked for a supplement, knowing I had 
meet with discontent or refusal, so I did not insist.  
 
During 2007, the foundation received ninety-three thousand dollars and in 2008 one 
hundred twenty thousand dollars from two generous benefactors. During these two 
years, I had paid nothing from my personal funds.  
A former village chief travelled for sixteen hours round trip by train to talk to me. He 
even testified before the Police Chief Debi Das "to help children," he said. When I read 
the same scenario as for other employees, I apologized to him for giving credence to the 
false statements of Paul Dean about him. It was he, who gave me the first indications of 
the blackmail of Paul Dean by the Gunda, because of course they were aware of his 
actions with children. I understood why he had not wanted to meet them the day that 
they came to the village, on August 8, 2008. An explanation, an exposure before me would 
have scrambled his plans.  
This former employee was close to the children and knew their secrets. Then he came to 
testify before the investigating judge to denounce the sexual aggressions of Paul Dean. He 
unveiled the secrets of the children at the time, yet he did not inform me earlier. All these 
people had strong evidence, they had all wanted to talk to me, the children had also 
testified.  

 
This base of objective facts on which the police could rely could have fuelled an enquirer 
and caught Paul Dean, much earlier. It is certain that he is extremely good at 
manipulating. It was his game to control and eliminate them by geographic distance or 
by buying them. He always told me amazing false stories, which seemed so true that I 
believed them.  
 
Finally, many people knew about Paul Dean’s evils and everyone hid this from me, 
playing his game, fearing to speak. This harmful yet effective man was  very cunning with his 
power over a woman of seventy years with principles of honor, showing great confidence in 

him, was for him a very favorable terrain.  
 
On three occasions during 2007, Paul Dean came to speak to me about my will. I pointed 
out to him I had written one for protecting my daughter and the children of my 
foundation. To which he replied:  
 
-It must be registered in India because you live here almost constantly now. Since you 
are not Indian, you must do so through a trusted person of your choice. In addition, I 
think you can trust Ruth and put it in her name safely. Be assured.  
The first two times I just smiled and said nothing. The third, I told him in a very serious 
tone:  
-Are you pulling my leg? 

 
He has never mentioned it again...  
It is at this point that the first doubt as to his venal character touched me, yet his 



126 
 

behaviour regarding the care of children still inspired confidence in me. I realize today 
how children were a currency of exchange, a human commodity to be bought and 
sold, for him and all the individuals of his species.  
 
Another important testimony came to me, that an Indian ophthalmologist who had 
worked with Paul Dean and Nathalie in Titilagarh in 1984. This doctor came to see me 
personally in Puri to confirm how this man was a public danger to children and 
for charities, how he returned funds by creating false documents. He then gave me 
the concrete evidence of false documents created by Paul Dean. This 
manipulation had resulted in a total confusion from his sponsors and the 
destruction of his foundation for the blind. Before we left, he advised me:  
 
-This man is still dangerous. He has not changed his methods of approach towards 
children or financial misappropriation. Thank you for having the courage to stop 
him. 
Personally, I was too afraid of him and the consequences to my family. My fear is still 
the same after twenty-five years, because I know how he can be vengeful and dark.  
 

Continue resolutely to protect children against this man, who has done too much 
harm in India, he should be extradited to Australia where he comes from.  
 
For twenty-five years, the number of Indian victims increases each year because 
of him. 
There are enough evidences to prove it now. Indian justice should definitely get 
rid of him!  
 
Parivaraj/Dean has done the same with me by sending emails to my sponsors 
accusing me of his own embezzlement.  
The cessation of donations for the MEG children was immediate and with 
devastating result. 
 
I wondered especially about the choice of the Indian authorities not to extradite him 
after so many relapses, while the police and the Australian justice have asked for that 
for years.  
 
By what blackmail or manipulation is Paul Dean doing it again to be as protected 
as he is without being definitively sanctioned ? We will have the light burst forth one 
day about "this perpetual waiting" for his extradition. 
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Children at Puri MEG Village 
 

THE REORGANIZATION 
 

t the end of November 2008, Paul Dean was still in prison when I went to the 
village of MEG Kothavalasa.  
I then saw how this authoritarian, now neutralized, was from any point of view 

the brain of the gang. Without him, Eliazar T. Rose, Ruth and Patro were reduced to the 
state of choirboys.  
In front of the children, employees, Eliazar T. Rose, Ruth, and Patro, I held a meeting.  
I informed all the assembly of the boys' testimony in Puri, which was registered with the 
police about the perverse and odious Paul Dean's acts. With this speech, I was hoping to 
receive testimonies from this village as well.  
 
Soon after, four teenage girls from New Hope, aged fourteen came talk to me. We went 
where we were alone. They spoke good English. Not seeing one of them, I asked where 
she was. I then learned that the day after Paul Dean’s arrest, Patro had gone in the early 

hours by train to Hyderabad, to a remote town two hundred miles from Kottavalasa to 
take this young girl of fourteen back to her family, in the middle of the school year. An 
absent witness speaks volumes.  
Did Eliazar Tumati Rose fear she would talk? Indeed, the four girls said he (Eliazar) had 

sexually abused them all, for long time... After recounting the stories of teens in Puri, 
they confirmed their statements, especially about Paul Dean.  
 
Having taken note of these developments, I decided to collect the children from MEG 
Puri who were studying in Kottavalasa. In the meantime, we agreed that while they 
remain there, they would prevent me if necessary to act effectively, if Eliazar T. Rose 
misbehaved with them.  
 
Contrary to what I thought, it was not so easy to return them to Puri, because no school 

certificates were valid and therefore could not be transferred. After tedious procedures, 

A 
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these teenagers returned to Puri. However, they had to repeat their 10th class.  
Then, I wanted to bring all MEG children who lived in Kottavalasa to MEG Puri village, 
about one hundred and forty of them. Here, I encountered much impossibility, in 
particular due to learning their mother tongue and the laws of Andra Pradesh, as well as 
the agreement of the families.  
I knew I had to act quickly while Paul Dean was in prison.  
 
I talked to the lawyer who had taken over the defence of the children and mine, but he 
replied nonchalantly:  
 
-One thing at a time. 

 
-During the last two months, having learned all about Paul Dean's tricks and 
manipulations, he will do anything to get out of jail and then it will be too late to act. Now 
is the right time. I replied. 
 
He did nothing.  

 
I reorganized the MEG village of Puri as best I could. I slept four hours a night; I never 
missed the morning meeting, having the pleasure of seeing all the children together. The 
five volunteers took care of kids who, after their classes, helped them with their 
homework, played with them and summarized the news of the day.  
 
A few days later, the five volunteers came to see me in my office asking me for an 
interview. One of them spoke:  
-I do not feel safe in the MEG village. 
I was very surprised because it was not what she had shown me so far, so I answered 
her:  
 
-I think instead that you are safer here with the guards keeping away intruders with our 
German shepherd dogs on regular patrols, day and night, in the village, rather than in CT 
Road where you can meet all sorts of individuals, more or less respectable. 
 
-Yes ... but ... I'd rather be in the city.” She said. 
She seemed very hesitant.  
 
-If this is your choice, then I have nothing to say, go ahead,” I said in a friendly tone.  
 
I spoke to the other girls, one after another. Same question for the last, when, finally, the 
plot was discovered:  
-Yeah, we're fine here; however, Francois told us that we would be better all together in 
the city because the MEG village is no longer safe. She said. 
 
“Ah, here we go!” I exclaimed, very angry. “It is not of your own volition you want to go; 
it is the influence of Francois. However, you volunteered to help the children instead of 
sticking together and helping each other, at the slightest breath, you fly away like 
sparrows ... So, seeing how that's the way it is, you can all leave. I will take care of the 
children without you.”  
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I was nervous, it is true, and I should not have been. It was the mention of Francois that 
angered me, who was now turning away volunteers. What for? The children needed 
these people around them and so did I.  
 
I then felt that not only Francois "Mephisto" did seek to create a void around me; he also 
sought to grab my position. Better yet, he really wanted to be the head of the 
Foundation as a Paul Dean’s replacement, without regard for anyone, and he openly said 
so.  
One day he called Manmohan to ask him what he was doing. Surprised by such a 
question from him, Manmohan replied frankly that he was on his way to talk to me.  
 
-You have no right to talk to Mary-Ellen without my permission. He said to him very 
seriously. Manmohan replied:  
-I do not take orders from you. You are not the Boss. 
-Yes, I am the BOSS! You remember that. 
 
Suddenly, he really took to be the boss without paying a cent; on the contrary, he owed 
me a large sum of money. Wanting to fight in a tyrannical manner, as Paul Dean, he 
assumed his role of "boss" all by himself, whereas before, he gave me his full 
cooperation and a deep devotion to the children and to me, as his email of the 25th of 
May 2008, shows.  
He wrote:  
-You are the soul, the founder, the purveyor of initial funding for this wonderful 
achievement, which is the MEG Trust. Without you, nothing would exist today. I commit 
myself body and soul to the children that move me so much. We need to tell each other 
everything. The future belongs to us and we expect great things in the service of our 
cause, I am convinced. A thousand kisses my outstanding President, and most 
importantly, your friend."  
 
I did not expect such a change of position, while I had absolutely nothing against him. He 
had suddenly become so evil and capricious as "Paul Dean", playing everything his way, 
playing with the lives of the children who trusted him as much as I myself had. His 
nickname Mephisto fitted him like a glove, grabbing the property of others, playing with 
the lives of others, so shamelessly.  
Now, I knew the reason of Paul Dean. What were the reasons of Mephisto?  
Since that day, I distrusted him as I distrusted Paul Dean. They looked so suspiciously 
alike ... What did I do to deserve this?  
I wanted to talk to him, he hid, and he worked behind my back. Instead of helping 
children by helping me to face what I had to face, it was the complete opposite.  
 
I found myself alone with the complete management of seventy-eight children and 
eighteen employees remaining in the village, yet vulnerable in the reorganization. Each 
doing their best, free, yes, yet still a little hesitant, because everyone knew about Paul 
Dean, his vindicates, his manipulations...  

For my part, I would soon discover this aspect of his real character...  
 
First, I talked to children affectionately. All were now aware of the situation regarding 
Paul Dean. I informed them of the departure of the five volunteers. I specified that now, 
we had to rely only on ourselves. I asked them kindly to help me in this task in the 
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interest of all. I finished by: 
“I love you ALL.” 
 
Without any given order, I heard echoing up the strong words coming straight to my 
heart and gave me all the courage in the world:  
 
“We love you, Amma. (Mother)”  
 
That was enough, I did not ask for more. I had to hold on for them, Paul Dean’s victims. I 
had to forget the betrayals, slanderous and cowardly behavior of people involved, in 
order to move forward alone.  
 
Each took his share of responsibility, the big children cared for the little ones, who had 
to obey the teens and everyone respected the upper hierarchy of the employees.  
 
All was well in this new organization. 

 

 
 

Sunday walk on the Puri beach with the children 
 

Photo from Orelie Grimaldi 
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CHAPTER 10. 
 

 
 

THE FINAL BETRAYAL 
 

ome days after the departure of the five volunteers, now installed on CT Road, one 
of them phoned me, furious, insulting me. She said that Francois had told them in 
an affirmative way that I was aware of all of Paul Dean’s actions for a long time, 

concerning his sexual abuse of children, and the rape of an employee. He also said that I 
kept silent for fear of retaliation by Paul Dean.  
 
That badly upset me. 
 

I told her that was not true. I would never commit such a betrayal of the children, for an 
employee, contra everything that motivates me, and what I had been working for, since 
my adolescence. Why would I give a million dollars of my hard-earned money to build 
the foundation and the Children's Villages?  For a child sexual abuser? For a forger?  
This was a monstrous accusation from François/Mephisto.  
It was too much!  
The sky fell on my head again.  
 
Therefore, I wanted to meet this volunteer to understand better the reason for these 
slanders. This had to stop; Mephisto is off target, there is a single culprit in this story, 
and that is Paul Dean! Why manufactured another one?  
 

This was only the beginning of my surprises.  
 

On the beach in front of the lighthouse in Puri, I met this volunteer who had insulted me 
so badly. We talked for two and a half hours, calmly, without animosity.  
Thanks to her, I discovered another facet of Mephisto. He did not have the honesty to 
talk to me; he used only slander that he spread to others.  
Then the conversation continued on to another topic. I learned with astonishment the 
truth about the painful event, which occurred on June 29, 2007 at the MEG Village in 

S 
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Puri.  At that time, I was in Pondicherry with Parivaraj and Eliazar T. Rose to welcome 
two sponsors from Quebec who were donating 10,000 Canadian dollars for the 
construction of a guesthouse in the third MEG village.  
 
According to the testimony of a boy on the spot, seven men came to the gate and injured 
the Guardian. Some other statements, said that three men forced their way into the 
village equipped with swords, they cut off a piece of the Guardian’s ear. He was losing 
blood, and had to go to our infirmary for first aid. The employee in charge had 
immediately warned Patro, who lived five miles away, asking him urgently to come. The 
attackers pursuing the keeper arrived first in the girls' dormitory, where all were in 
their nightwear.  
Bravely, the care person in charge of this dormitory interposed herself to face the three 
assailants to protect the girls, who, fled to the infirmary, trembling with fear. The three 
men stopped by the courageous employee then allegedly raped her.  
In reality that evening, Patro had immediately called Dean recounting the smallest 
details. Parivaraj/Dean quickly mounted a plausible scenario, ordering Patro to follow 
his instructions to the letter.  
He was to report to the police the following facts:  
"Three drunken men had forced the gate to enter our village. During the fight, one of the 
three had cut off a piece of the keeper’s ear, which thoroughly frightened the children 
who screamed with fear at the sight of blood. Two petty thefts had been committed.” 
 
He ordered Patro to complain against X. He had to ignore completely the rape... He had 
to promise money to the employee for her silence by saying that her father would kill 
her if he knew of her dishonor. This is the text of a complaint that was registered with 
the police by Patro. He arrived on the scene in the village three hours after the event 
with the police. The attackers were gone and it was all over.  
 
I remember very well the time of Patro’s call, only the next morning. His usual 
procedure was to ask Parivaraj for any detail... He did not mention the rape on the 
phone. I remembered the so-called "surprised outrage" of Paul Dean, as he was informed 
about the incident claiming that he had just learnt about it at that moment, that is to say 

the next morning. I was surprised myself at Patro's behavior for not going to help the 
children. I was wondering why he had not warned Parivaraj until the next morning, I 
received the answer in my conversation with the volunteer. 
 
In 2009, without even wanting to talk to me about these extremely serious crimes, 
Mephisto had spread that I was aware of the rape in this shocking affair. These remarks 
were false and terribly discredited me with these present volunteers.  
The conversation with the woman on the beach was very beneficial for her. In fact, she 
told me why she immediately believed in what Mephisto said; it reminded her of a 
situation she had already experienced. She suddenly thought about her mother who had 
not acted to support her and instead asked her to keep quiet about a rape she suffered 
at the age of 10 years. 
 

I felt compassion for the child she had been at the time, having to live with this heavy 
burden, for much of her life. I now understand her aggression towards me. It was a 
transfer of personality to my person. I let the woman talk, finally freeing herself from a 
situation that still hurt. Then, I took her in my arms and told her how I understood her 
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anger. Unconsciously these things need to express themselves; she had used words of 
great brutality that were not meant for me. The words had relieved her after having 
been spoken. I sincerely forgave her. I left her on the beach, with a lighter heart.  
 
I wanted to know more about this dramatic event and asked Manmohan, a staunch ally 
now, to find the young employee who was violated. Two days later, she arrived. 
Manmohan served as my interpreter. I learned that on the evening of June 29, 2007, 
three drunken men came knocking on Patro's door, saying:  
-Give us the money you stole from the MEG Foundation.  
 
So, they were aware of the crimes of Patro as well as those of Parivaraj/Dean and were 
demanding a ransom. Patro trembling like a coward replied:  

-I do not have the money, go to the MEG village, and take it from the two visitors who 
are there. 
 
That is what they did. They went to our village, the gate was closed; they climbed over it 
and attacked the guard who barred their passage. In the fight, the three criminals 
wounded the guard who later went to the hospital. Then, for protecting the girls from 
them, the three thugs over powered her and raped her.  
 
In 2009, I asked this employee if she wanted to return to work with us, her radiant smile 
was her answer. She touched my feet to show her gratitude, according to Indian custom. 
On my part, I put my hands on her head to thank her for her respect. She was 
immediately rehired. Currently, she is one of our staff in the kindergarten of a leper 
colony where she is married and lives with her husband. She also told me about the 
multiple misappropriations of goods committed by P. K Patro. After the departure of the 
volunteer, her confession made me thoughtful.  
 

I wondered about Mephisto. Why had he suddenly turned me into a notorious culprit? 
Why did he change? What was he hiding behind this pattern? What had happened in his 
life, too? What was his purpose? He no longer behaved like a friend; his comportment 
was literally as an enemy. What had I done to deserve this? I had always helped him in 
his difficult times including lending him a large sum of money to avoid his prosecution. 
Several times, I wanted to meet and have an explanation, he avoided me.  
 

After this sad event in 2007, Parivaraj, Eliazar T. Rose, and I immediately went back to 
Puri. I delayed my return trip to the USA as well as my short stay in the imperial city of 
Kyoto in Japan.  
While we were walking along the seashore, I wondered by what means I could protect 
the children after this unfortunate incident. On the beach, I suddenly saw a group of 
children practising a martial art with their teacher. I asked what this Martial Art was. It 
was a Korean discipline, Taekwondo, of which their Master was Manmohan, 3rd Dan, 
who introduced himself. I asked him if he would please come and do a demonstration 
with a student in our MEG village, which was two miles away.  
 

An hour later, seventy-eight children and twenty-three employees gathered in the 
dining room waiting anxiously to see this fight between; Master and pupil. The show 
lasted 20 minutes. The children were overwhelmed, speechless in admiration. Suddenly, 
a thunderous applause simultaneous, not ending, echoed in unison. The boys' eyes 
shone like lanterns. I was excited too. In fact, I thought that the knowledge of this 
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discipline to defend would restore confidence and trust in the children.  
I asked them:  
 
-Do you want to learn Taekwondo? 

 
The affirmative response was immediate and powerful. It was decided. The children 
would learn Taekwondo for self-defence.  
Parivaraj and Eliazar T. Rose were not of this opinion. Surprised, I asked them why.  
-It's dangerous! They answered me, worried.  
-Dangerous for who - the child or for the opponent? I answered them.  
 
I saw that my answer did not please them. From that moment, they created difficulties 
for me starting the Taekwondo classes.  
I ignored their objections and all the children, in Puri, even the smallest followed the 
teaching of Taekwondo, including me. A generous sponsor furnished the registration 
and the Taekwondo suits. The courses were given every morning from 6am to 7:30am. 
Some employees wanted to participate before work, immediately Parivaraj forbade 
this... The Puri children were delighted to learn how to defend themselves.  
 

In the second village in Kothavalasa, Parivaraj and Eliazar T. Rose agreed, only after a few 

months, for the selection of twenty-five girls only, excluding the big ones. However, they 

refused permission for the boys to learn this martial art. Again, I wondered why. Their 
responses were only excuses. I felt this by their negative answers; somehow, I was 
causing them a discomfort that I was not able to define for the moment.  
For children in the third village in Pondicherry, there was no problem. All acquired the 
discipline of Taekwondo, even the oldest boys of 14.  
 
It was only after receiving the testimony of the first boys in October 2008 that I 
understood why! Parivaraj and Eliazar T. Rose tried to tell me that Taekwondo was a 
dangerous disciple: simply because they were afraid that one day, they would receive a 

beating from the boys! I also understood why the eyes of the big boys were shining like 
stars, that day! I understood why the employees had received a refusal...  
 
Finally, in 2009, I had an interview with Mephisto, who did not come alone - he came 
with the Dutchman. I could see straight away that both were biased against me. 
Mephisto behaved strangely, his speech was insidious, as if he wanted me to say and 
admit his version of my story with Paul Dean. He even claimed to have irrefutable 
evidence confirming my guilt in this horrible story, yet the famous irrefutable evidence, 
has never materialized. He was only bluffing.  
What in fact he was doing, was maliciously harass me like an interrogation, wanting to 
force me to confess to a crime I did not commit, which he firmly believed that I had 
committed.  
I have always admitted committing the first error when I gave my full trust to Paul Dean 
until August 8, 2008. I also made a second mistake when I gave my full trust to Francois 
who has become a Mephistopheles in my mind... 
 

These are the two weaknesses that I could be blamed for, nothing else: I was not 
suspicious enough, I believed in people whose background, recommendations, and 
speeches blinded my vision. If I had not trusted these two men, I never would have 



135 
 

worked with them, because I am a full character, I like or do not like.  
 
However, in early 2009 from his prison, Paul Dean continued his manipulations through 
his accomplices who, in turn, bribed spies in the MEG village and in town on CT Road. 
During their daily visits to prison, they brought their reports repeating to Dean what 
Mephisto was spreading about me. It should be noted that in Orissa, prisons and 
hospitals provide only basic food.  
Therefore, Dean's accomplices brought him his complementary food and walked away 
bearing his new orders. Thus, Paul Dean was aware of my actions with children and 
staff. He used to think and plan in his prison cell then transmit his instructions to his 
subordinates.  
That is why for the fourth time, Eliazar T. Rose asked me to withdraw my complaint. He 
stated that I would face very serious consequences for me and my five foundations if I did 
not do so. He even added:  
 
-I will say to everyone, everywhere that you knew everything and you did not say 
anything.  
-You know very well that it is false. I replied. 
-I know, he replied mischievously, but the others do not know it is false. Our people know 
very well how to spread this information on CT Road. 
 
By this confession showing his aptitude for blackmail, affirmed by Eliazar T. Rose, Paul 
Dean thought he would have me at his mercy and reverse the order of the guilty.  
 

Seeing that all threats had no influence on me to make me withdraw my 
complaint against their activities, Paul Dean and Eliazar T. Rose put their plan 
into action, especially on CT Road for Mephisto to hear. Therefore, a new deluge of 
lies rushed into the gaping hole caused by the pernicious accusations of Mephisto. He 
could have had Paul Dean arrested, since there was the testimony of five boys, the police 
registered. He had enough tangible proof.  
 
Why did he not do it? Was Paul Dean too cunning for him? Did Mephisto prefer to aim 
his sights on prey overtaken by events and designated as guilty, based solely on his 
perception of the situation. Mephisto presented himself as a prosecutor in front of me. 
Did he take into account, that by accusing me, he was playing Paul Dean's game against 
the children? I found myself in a vice.  
 
Paul Dean wanted to save his skin, Mephisto wanted to save his image as a white 
knight... that he completely lost to the children and to me by doing so. The worst thing is 
that in attacking me, he also attacked the children who were at risk of their host 
organization imploding.  
 

While Mephisto and the present sponsors considered that I was Paul Dean's accomplice, 
this situation favored the Clan, in finding a plausible strategy in order for Dean to leave 
prison.  
 
The year 2009 was the most painful of my life.  
 
Annus horribillis...  
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However, I did not sincerely forget those children who had suffered so much during all 
those years of forced silence. That is why my plan was now to be at their side, near or 
far, to defend them against all, despite threats to shut me up and for me to withdraw my 
complaint. 

 
 

 
 

Do you want to learn Teakwondo? 
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AN IMPORTANT ENCOUNTER 
 

n Australian journalist, Sally Sara, contacted me for more information about 
Dean's case. First, my lawyer had warned me not to talk to journalists since the 
Court held everything. I wanted to tell her everything so that the Paul Dean 

actions would be published openly and not remain forever in the shadows at the 
expense of children.  
 
However, my advocate advised me to show some reserve and discretion, to my great 
regret, because others misinterpreted it and furthered the cause of those who sought to 
discredit me.  
 
At our first meeting, I informed Sally about the instructions from my lawyer. However, I 
told her information that was not registered with the Court, suggesting that she should 
check out to the Australian origins of Paul Dean, in Perth where he told me he had 
family. Consequently, she could know his background before he came to India. Indeed, 
Sally found there the beginnings of the shameless acts of Mr Paul Dean in his own 
country.  
 
Then she continued her research into this character, uncovering the beginning of his 
career in India. With this investigation, I found out who Paul Dean was before I met him, 
compared to his current behaviour : 
 
A notorious and unpunished recidivist...Mocking anyone and everybody. I want to thank 
Sally Sara for the immeasurable amount of work she has done in this shocking affair, for 
her research into Dean's origins and the sources of his personality in Australia. 
 
She followed his career tirelessly, interviewing people who had worked with him in 
various places in India over a period of 25 years. She also met Nathalie in Italy. This has 
built a profile of that terrible character that used children as an excuse to demonstrate a 
personality of kindness and charity, which is in reality a mask. A device, emanating 
goodness and light in order better achieve his goals of sexual abuse.  
 
Then she published her report on the Internet. This is how I learned about Paul Dean, 
his early escapades and subterfuges, by which he arrived in India.  
 
Thanks, again Sally. 

 
 

 
 

A 
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TESTIMONY 
 

A fraudulent life beginning in the 7Os 
 

he Paul Dean story began in Bunbury, Western Australia, where he was born in 
1943. He grew up surrounded by his Australian parents and his younger brother. 
Very soon, Dean sexually abused him, making him his first victim. His brother 

kept this secret until his conversation with Sally. 
Then showing him a photo of events in 2008, she asked him if he recognized his brother. 
He had never seen him since 1975, but he immediately recognized him thanks to his 
strongly protruding ears! He showed her the similarity with old photos. Paul Dean was 
married in his hometown and worked in his father’s travel agency dealing specifically 
with accounting... 
 

Bunbury was a small town, yet big enough for the ambitions of the young man with 
sharp teeth. He was a beautiful speaker with great ideas and a good intellectual baggage. 
Quickly, he became president of Bunburry Surf Club and then became indispensable in 
order to obtain his re-election three times on the mandates from 1972 to 1975. He had 
perfectly prepared his plan, since shortly after he was promoted to the honorary and 
very opportunistic position of Officer of Declarations. Thus, he was in the favorable 
position of having to certify the passport information of residents of the community 
and... of himself!  
 
He therefore quietly and easily obtained a false passport under the name of Alan 
Herbert Rose and visas for several different countries. Then he simply changed his 
hairstyle, making sure that it properly covered his very distinctive ears, for the passport 
photo, and that was game, set, and match.  
 

Employees of the Bunbury Surf Club were totally unaware that Paul Dean was planning 
the fraudulent sale of the Company, afterward vanishing into thin air with the loot. At 
New Year 1976, Paul Dean happily drank champagne with them. Nobody knew the real 
reason for the celebration, except Paul Dean, of course. Three weeks later, leaving his 
wife to travel lighter, he flew from Melbourne to London with his new fake passport that 
served its purpose perfectly. Beforehand, he had secured a stopover in Singapore.  
 
As he had only hand luggage, it was easy for him to intentionally take the route of the 
nearest exit, letting the plane fly on to London without him. Then he quietly sailed to 
Indonesia where Australian police spotted him.  
However, the agents sought the charlatan and impostor Paul Dean who had fled with 
cash from the Surf Club and his father's travel agency, a nice little nest egg. Of course, 
with a false passport, it was difficult for the police to find him easily.  
Narrowly, he passed between the cracks and fled elsewhere, further and further. Until 
he finally concealed himself in India, perfect place to disappear in the teeming crowds of 
millions. 
In this mysterious country, Paul Dean began a remarkable career and new frauds of all 
kinds... In addition, he changed his name again to be called Brother Paul. First, he grew a 
long beard making him unrecognisable and making it easier for him to pass for the 
priest he claimed to be, a Catholic Brother. He told me he was orthodox that was the 
reason he was living in the utmost discretion, far from everything and never allowed 

T 
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someone to photograph him, by humility, he told me one day.  
 
When he called himself Brother Paul, Nathalie had kept a file on him, because he seemed 
such an unlikely character... She sent me a copy of all documents in her possession that 
are included with my statement to the authorities, a long history recounting that Paul 
Dean was a sexual recidivist whose only mistake was being caught. 
 

To view the original combination of several letters of that time, see the annex at the end 
of the book. 
 
All these testimonies had already denounced in 1984 the strange behavior and frauds of 
Dean. 

 
In 1977, he called himself Brother Allan. He went to the Jesuits Center in Bombay, 
western India and wanted to follow a religious vocation. He said he had abandoned his 
career as a professor in a College, a Professor of agriculture in favour of a humanitarian 
conversion in Asia. Sensing this was not the truth, the Jesuit Father advised him to 
spend a year in Kurisumla Ashram in Kerala, in southeast India, to learn obedience and 
submission of religion. Yet a year later, Father Pierre Fallen had given him a private 
"sannyasa diksha" consecration vows of celibacy and renunciation (sannyasa: a vow of 
celibacy and renunciation, diksha: consecration). Sometime later, the Father received 
several letters from horrified alumni and friends from different parts of India who 
recognized him as Brother Allan.  
 
At this time, Paul Dean called himself "Doctor Sannyasi Paul," who repeatedly 
celebrated Mass in Calcutta, northeast India. These people did not understand how he 
was ordained to the priesthood so quickly, when in reality it took five to seven years to 
achieve this.  
Later, Sannyasi Paul had left the area.  
 

Around the same time, Dr. Vigo Clemmesen received a letter* (doc I) from Father 
Francis Acharya the Superior of the Monastery of Kurisumala Ashram, in Vagamon, 
Kerala in southern India, informing him that on several occasions a priest named 
Sannyasi Paul had visited his school, proposing to transmit his knowledge to the pupils. 
A few months later, at the sight of these young boys, his natural inclination resurfaced 
and he succumbed to the pleasure of adding to his teachings homosexual proposals to 
adolescents who immediately complained to their teachers. The Head Master instantly 
removed Sannyasi.  
 

In his letter addressed to the Mayor of Titilagarh; Mr Pradeep K Maharana, Viggo 

Clemmesen* (doc 5 and 5a) reported having received very unpleasant information by 
way of different people from both sides of India, without having sought it, relating to the 
character of Brother Paul. He knew that the name on his passport was Alan H. Ross. This 
information sharpened his curiosity. He learned that in 1979, Brother Paul once wrote 
to the Royal Commonwealth Society for the Blind. He claimed to be a monk and an 
Australian doctor, studying medicine in Anvers, Belgium. However, the name of Alan H. 
Ross was impossible to find among the records by the medical officers of Anvers. 
Strange! Because before becoming a doctor it required a minimum of five years of study. 
Vigo Clemmesen added that Brother Paul would certainly be a very skilled man; 
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however, he had lost confidence in him after such controversy. Questionable actions by 
Brother Paul had left Viggo Clemmesen in big trouble in respect of his sponsors.  
 

He suggested to the Mayor of Titilagarh to ask Brother Paul to give him proof of his 
qualifications or at least the place of his medical degree.  
 
The Mayor failed to do this. 

 
 

TESTIMONY 
 

A fraudulent life continues into the 8Os to 2000 
 

n 1982, Brother Paul was expelled from the colony in Bethany Bapatla.  
In his letter (no.1), Father Pierre Fallen wrote that Brother Paul deflected all 
confrontations for explanations. Dr. Vigo Clemmesen wrote that according to the 

words of Brother Paul, he had voluntarily left the colony of Bethany Bapatla, describing 
the dismal living conditions of patients. However, information received from Bapatla 
was very different and very unpleasant. Brother Paul was expelled from the colony for 
sexual debauchery, anger, and financial embezzlement... Brother Paul left the area.  
 

In 1981, he forced the population of tribal villages to join him and work for the lepers, in 
order to be closer to children. 
In 1982, after he was ejected from the Bapatla Society for indecent sexual behaviour, it 
is from this place that a young man Eliazar Tumati, joined him. (His story is described 
later).  
In 1983, he had cleverly manipulated people, like a snake, to rob them of their money. 
He was released without any monetary penalty. However, he had to leave the district; 
he went to Rajahmundhey in Andhra Pradesh. 
 
Then he came to Orissa to Titilagarh. People he encountered on the way thought him to 
be a true universal genius, knowing everything - a professor with the answers to all 
their questions, an agricultural engineer, a doctor or even a specialist in tropical 
diseases that caused them to call him "Doctor Brother Paul". What a boon for the 
peasants and illiterate and very poor lepers, to have a doctor who was not afraid of their 
leprosy, who lived near them. He became a walking God. 
 
It was in this city that he met Nathalie, where he sought to complete his medical 
education. She would serve for him to climb the ranks by becoming her unofficial official 
medical assistant. She knew nothing about him other than that he had strongly 
persuaded her to join in this humanitarian work.  
 
To convince her, he even said he had celebrated Mass in "the Mother Teresa's 
Missionaries of Charity.” 
 
 
 
 
 

I 



141 
 

CHAPTER  11. 
 

CONCERNING HIS ARREST IN 2008 
 

 
hanks to the testimony of Nathalie, I could broaden my information. She had 
identified Brother Paul, saying that he was highly educated. In addition, he could 
be very charming, as well, he could be physically and morally very violent. He 

could also be very threatening if not obeyed. He could be both Mother Theresa and 
Hitler, she told me. This information helped me to better discover the real Paul Dean 
and later discover traits that he had hidden from me, which, one after another proved 
correct, at some point in my life. He had with him an assistant, the young man named 
Eliazar Tumati.  
 
These two characters were a great team. 
 
In 2000, I remember one day, at my request, Parivaraj told me when he met Eliazar.  
 
Both of his parents were lepers, deformed hands and feet, all living in one room in their 
home in their leper's colony. This boy could not go to school just because he lived in a 
leper colony, yet he wanted to have a school education. That is why he went to register 
himself and gave a false address, not wanting to confess where he lived and be refused. 
He was just at the age limit that allowed him to be admitted. He worked hard, which 
allowed him afterwards to obtain a government job on the railways.  
 

During the school holidays that followed, Eliazar wanted to work for some pocket 
money. This was at Bapatla. He went to Brother Paul (Paul Dean). He was 17 years old 
at the time. For six weeks in a heat of 45-48 degrees, Eliazar was a very good second in 
any work undertaken that would help the lepers.  
For his services at the end of the holiday, he received from Brother Paul an unexpected 
pay with extraordinary gifts: a camera, multi-function watch, gold bracelet, rings on 
every finger, and a leather jacket. He then wanted to continue to work with Brother 
Paul, and not to take his government job. He feared the wrath of his father, so they both 
went to ask his permission. 
-I do not know what really happened, Parivaraj told me. 
The father did not agree with his son’s choice of work. He was adamant. Therefore, he 
gave his son outright to Dean, declaring that he; "never wanted to see them again”. 
It is from this day that Brother Paul added the name Rose on behalf of Eliazar Tumati. 
 

It was only after the arrest of Parivaraj/Brother Paul/Dean in 2008, that I knew the real 
reason. Officially, since leaving Australia, the name of Brother Paul was registered in one 
of his forged passport: Allan Herbert Rose. Consequently, it was the false name "Rose" 
that Brother Paul gave to Eliazar, and he took the role of the father...  
 

It is in reading the letters (1-2-3) submitted by Nathalie in 2008, that I realized why the 
father “gave” his son to Brother Paul. He had discovered that they shared an intimate 
life as well as homosexual acts, absolutely banned at the time. That is why he was driven 
from the colony Bethany Bapatla. 
Since the arrest of Paul Dean November 12, 2008, neither Eliazar Tumati Rose, Ruth the 
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President, Patro, nor any member of the Board of Directors of the MEGF Trust showed 
any concern about children in Puri at all.  
 
However, these three characters came to Puri to ask the Court three times for a 
provisional release for Paul Dean. Each time, these requests were denied because the 
Court of Puri wanted to keep this individual behind bars so that he could be in court to 
confront the witnesses, myself, the children, and those who had already appeared 
before the judge.  
His accomplices were too busy trying to release him from prison, and showed how their 
focus for children was not the same as mine: I was fighting to save these Indian children 
from the evil power of the evil man they defended, whom moreover was a foreigner in 
India like me...  
Unlike them, it cost me a lot of personal money to pay court costs, an advocate, and 
related expenses.  
In reality, they did not defend the person of Paul Dean. They safeguarded their own 
financial benefits and honors, present and future, to the detriment of the children. 

 
Therefore, they reiterated their demand for Paul Dean's freedom. Even Maggi, still had 
full confidence in Parivaraj /Dean and Eliazar T. Rose. She came from Australia, bringing 
money for his release. I sent her an email informing her of the present facts, she did not 
believe me, as I myself might have done, when I had faith in Parivaraj, as it seemed so 
unlikely from him.  
She continued her efforts to release him from jail, where I had put him, with extreme 
difficulties, to save the children. 
 
On the 3rd of January 2009, six volunteers arrived at the MEG village. Their suitcases 
were packed with presents for the children. One of them went to Bhubaneswar and 
bought a state of the art, brand new sound system for evenings of dancing. She was so 
happy to bring this pleasure to the children. She knew them, as she had been here 
before. She was shocked to learn about the professor whom she had admired, to 
discover he was a hypocrite and a paedophile as I gave her a quick synopsis of the 
situation. 
After dinner, we spent a lovely evening in the grand dining room, with the cries of joy, 
the laughter of the children as they sang and danced to the new music system. 
 
Meanwhile, Mephisto had sent an email from India to the French lawyer with his 
imaginative and lying version of events, which she believed. Thus, I discovered the 
extent of the treachery and meanness of spirit that was inside of him. 
 
January 4, 2009, Eleni, my friend from New Mexico arrived. She was a psychologist by 
profession. She came to help the children and provided valuable advice. She had already 
been in the village before and taught them the basics of first aid. Together we went to 
ask a Social Assistant, a specialist in paedophilia. We wanted her to give consultations to 
the abused children in our village.  
 
The six volunteers had encountered Mephisto, he knew one of them. He narrated his 
version of the facts, a persuasive dialogue that provided a sense of conviction that I 
knew was his goal. When the volunteers returned to the MEG village, their attitude was 
frosty, despite the 30 degrees in the shade. I had a long conversation with them, stating 
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that I had not committed the infamy of which, Mephisto openly accused me. I was a victim 
of Paul Dean who blamed me for his own misdeeds and dishonesty.  

I stayed true to my beliefs, the dream of my youth, and my commitment to the children, 
to my foundation and remained honest towards my benefactors, who worked for the 
foundation for the benefit that disadvantaged children could grow. 
 

However, Mephisto instilled and installed the doubt in their minds and I have heard 
nasty insults attributed to them. They returned to town, they wrote to their friends, and 
the children’s sponsors their interpretation of the facts.  
One of them wrote to a multitude of people that had adhered to the foundation in order 
to stop their sponsorships, declaring she had no confidence in me anymore. Huge 
consequences ensued. One sponsor gave orders to burn all the books in which she had 
written about my background and foundation. Another gave an order to the Canadian 
television not to show the video tour of our three children's villages in India anymore.  
 
And again, and again... Endless.  
 
The psychologist from the hospital in Puri came twice to talk to the children. Then, she 
issued a medical certificate and certified statement stating that the children had 
recovered well from their ordeal and were happy to finally talk without threats and 
constraints to their Amma Mary-Ellen, and Aunty Eleni.  
Obviously, without the imposed silence, they could have talked to me a long time ago and 
would have benefited from the support they so desperately needed. 
 

However, I was struggling alone against the silent and underground manipulations of 
Paul Dean and his accomplices, who received effective assistance from Mephisto as well 
as the volunteers present in the village.  
 
It would have been more profitable to help me to keep Dean in prison but this was far 
from the reality. On the contrary, by suddenly taking it upon himself to become the 
replacement of Paul Dean as Head of MEG-India, Mephisto acted with breathtaking and 
devastating results. Acting against me was effectively acting against the children and 
irrespective of motive was the same game as Paul Dean, actions that would ultimately 
destroy us. 
I felt betrayed to the highest level by the man that I had helped, and considered a friend. 
Worse, from his attitude, many children saw their faint hope of education die with the 
termination of their sponsorship.  
 

It is recognized, that human beings are more likely to believe in evil rather than good 
when making assessments.  
 
After the arrest of Parivaraj who became Paul Dean, I took charge of the costs of the two 
villages MEG Puri and Pondicherry. At the end of each month, I withdrew from the 
account of the MEG-USA Foundation on behalf MEGF Trust in India, the monthly sum of 
$ 8,000. To preserve this money, I transferred it to an account that required my 
signature. I withdrew it in cash to cover the costs of the two villages where 104 children 
and 23 employees lived. Accounting wise, I knew this was incorrect. However, given the 
antics and duplicity of Paul Dean, it was the only way to avoid misappropriation of the 
funds. By this arrangement, I was able to continue the management of the villages of 
Puri and Pondicherry.  
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For Kothavalassa it was different regarding the Special Account MEGF Trust I had open 
for the children. Ruth had demanded at the bank to rename this account into her 
personal name, and the name of Bharati, the treasurer, as beneficiaries. The number of 
the account remained the same however. The sum of $ 24,000 was now effectively hers. 
The name of the account MEGF Trust had disappeared as well as the title "savings for 
children". 
 
Obviously, some corruption had taken place, seeing that my signature alone was valid to 
make changes to this account. I discovered this trick after Dean's arrest. 

 
Knowing this subterfuge, I asked Ruth to use this money for the current the children’s 
expenses living in the village of Kothavalasa.  
 
I confided my fears to my advocate:  

-Would it be possible that Ruth could withdraw the money I pay into the account MEGF 
Trust, to pay the bail of Paul Dean who would then be released from prison? 
 
“NO,” he assured me very categorically, that would be a criminal act, a Breach of Trust, 
within the scope of the law, because we do not have the right to use the money of a non-
profit organization for personal needs. 

 
-True, but those laws are made for normal offenders, Paul Dean was accused many times 

and never appeared in court, because he always did what he wanted having neither 

thought nor care for the law. I retorted. 

The lawyer did nothing at all. He did not pay the slightest attention to my intuitive 

forebodings.  

I was not entirely convinced, and I continued to remain alert with each money transfer. 

It worked well for three and half months.  

Meanwhile in the depths of his prison, Paul Dean had time to think and to mount a well-
oiled strategy to get out as quickly as possible... He could not care less about the law, 
had not for a long time, and would prove his contempt for it once more.  
 
With the bank account statements provided by Ruth, Dean knew that I continued to 
finance the children, by transferring the cash as soon as it arrived from the account 
MEGF Trust in India.  
At this stage, I had no concrete fact, I simply supposed that, on his orders, Ruth closed the 
main account and the other two accounts, just after the $ 8,000 monthly arrived.  
She withdrew all the money in cash on February 22, 2009 and Eliazar T. Rose was the 
bearer of these funds.  
 
Paul Dean immediately used his most cunning tricks.  

 
He had to be absolutely convincing in the eyes of the Court of Puri who had refused three 
times to release him... 
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THE BAIL AND COURT APPEARANCE IN 2009 
 

nformed that Ruth had withdrawn the cash, Paul Dean played a supreme comedy, 
heart overworked, almost dying, playing his doctor status, claiming again to suffer 
cardiovascular problems that had failed to kill him shortly before. His purpose was 

to persuade his audience of his need for an immediate transfer to the prison of Cuttack 
in Orissa, outside the jurisdiction of the Court of Puri.  
It was granted immediately, because nobody wanted to take the risk of having a death 
on their hands... As confirmed by Inspector Debi Das. 
 

Upon his arrival at the prison, he continued his comedy. He immediately asked for bail. 
The Court of Cuttack asked for a deposit of Rs 2.5 lakhs = 250,000 rupees = $5,200, 
demanded in cash. Eliazar T. Rose the bearer gave the money to Patro who immediately 
paid the bail of $5,200, taken out of $8,000 taken from the MEGF Trust account. Without 
losing a moment, Patro took the necessary steps to release Paul Dean, a pledge of his 
property as collateral, and vouching for his person, in case of the escape of the prisoner.  
 

March 3, 2009, the Court of Cuttack had signed the bail bond. Disregarding three 

refusals of provisional release by the Court of Puri, the doors of the Cuttack prison 

were opened on Wednesday, March 5, 2009, freeing a cunning and very difficult 

prisoner who once again triumphed by devious manipulations. They let out the 

serial paedophile/ paedohebephile who had for 25 years terrorized children in 

India, assisted by Eliazar T. Rose among others, because this time Paul Dean needed 

three accomplices to escape from the consequences of his actions.  

Once again, because this lawyer had not reacted to my distrust, had not been alerted by 

my warnings.  

What I predicted happened… 

Why did he act in this manner? Is it because he was Mephisto’s choice in the beginning? 

This non-efficient assistance caused hundreds of children to be returned to the streets… 

February 24, 2009 I received a registered letter informing me of the closure of the three 
bank accounts and the withdrawal of my signature, leaving 104 children and 23 staff 
without food, in Puri and Pondicherry. Luckily, I had anticipated the treachery, and 
concurrently fuelled my personal account in India with funds from my personal account 
in the USA, allowing the children to live for three months without suffering.  
 
As you have understood Paul Dean, the actor, had no heart trouble. Once out of prison, a 
taxi immediately took him along with Eliazar T. Rose to his apartment in Visakhapatnam 
in Andhra Pradesh, 250 miles south of Puri.  
Then, he promptly transferred $8,000 of his investment banking capitol, and maybe 
more, from his computer to his current account in Visakhapatnam. After the transaction 
was completed, it was easy for him to withdraw the $8,000 in cash from his account. He 
gave it to Eliazar T. Rose who immediately returned to Puri, bearing the precious 
burden. In Puri the money was given to Ruth. It was just as easy for her to open a new 
MEGF Trust account in the same bank in Puri, with the "re-cycled" same $8,000 in cash 
and order new check books...  

I 
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The trick was well put together.  
 
This devilish sleight of hand lasted only a few days, thus constituting a criminal Breach of 
Trust against the MEGF Trust (Non Profit Organization). They diverted money from the 
children to pay the bail of Paul Dean, a personal need, therefore dishonest.  
 

Of course, so far, I did not have hard evidence yet but I am a persistent person when I 

feel being in the truth of a situation. However, I had in my possession important 
information that Interpol or any other authority would certainly be interested in 
relating to the offence and those involved.  
 
Police Inspector Debi Das told me that the manipulations of Paul Dean had once again 
deceived the Court.  

  
Shortly after, Debi Das was transferred to another police station 180 miles from Puri. 
Seeing him leave, I felt also that the help he would continue to provide to the children 
and myself, and his desire to conduct properly the case, left also. Had he stayed, the case 
would have been tried quickly and Paul Dean extradited to Australia... 
That was his intention.  
 

Under what umbrella is Paul Dean protected? 
With this new embezzlement, now under investigation by the law, which simply served 
to release a serial sexual aggressor, who knew how many other children would suffer 
the same fate from this freed public danger again?  
 
Meanwhile, Mephisto hastened to tell present volunteers that I had not paid the 
amounts required for the continued imprisonment of Paul Dean. They, in turn, sent 
emails relating this new lies. It was not true. Mephisto had added Paul Dean had 
escaped into the wild because of me.  
Indian law gives full freedom to people who pay their bail and provide a residential 
address in order to be monitored...   
Again, contempt and insults diffused from both sides, giving credence to Mephisto’s 
slander.  
 

A few weeks after his release April 18, 2009, Paul Dean again appeared in court, charged 
with sexual assault of children. I attended the examination. The judge sat on a dais, 
surrounded by lawyers, faced with fifty people, among who were accusers and 
spectators. He questioned the accusers, one after another. A chair was free next to Paul 
Dean, and I sat down. He had not seen me. When his turn came, the judge said "guilty or 
not guilty?"  
 
I heard loud and clear: "Not guilty."  
 
As he sat down, he saw me - I looked directly into his eyes. He stood up as if he were a 
spring to join his four lawyers ... His unease was apparent, as was his insecurity that 
needed four lawyers...  
The same evening, Dean returned by train to Visakhapatnam.  
Dhairya, a 40 year old man, one of the apprentices of Brother Paul, abused by him in 
1983, wrote a testimonial about this and sent it to Nathalie, the person who worked 
with Brother Paul/Paul Dean in Titilagarh during the same period.  
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On the train, Dhairya saw and heard Paul Dean manipulate a 12 year old boy, promising 
to buy him clothes, food, etc.. They took the path together and went down to his house. 
Dean gave him an ice cream on the beach, he also gave his address in the building just 
before them, Door D5.  
Dean left the boy.  
Dhairya, who had followed them, joined the kid asked him questions while climbing the 
five floors to get to the door of Dean.  
Someone then received the child. Dhairya remained on the landing, arms crossed. The 
person who had opened the door certainly told Dean he saw a man with arms crossed. 
That is why the door opened quickly. The boy was released, tumbling down the stairs. 
Dhairya followed him. Dean, believing that it was the police hunting for the child, had 
quickly ejected him. Dhairya had spared the boy suffering by doing this.  
 
Paul Dean was just out of prison and he was already hunting for new young boys to meet.  

 
Nathalie responded immediately:  
 

"I was extremely shocked and angry to learn that Paul Dean continues to collect the 
poor boys in trains and railway stations to satisfy his perverse sexual fantasies. I am 
even angrier when I read that he collected a 12-year-old boy on the night of his return 
from Puri where he had to appear before the Court.  
This means that Paul Dean laughed outright at Indian justice and continues to be a very 
dangerous man for all boys.”  

 
I hope that authorities will be take vigorous measures to stop Paul Dean.  
 
This story was endless. 
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CONTINUING THE FIGHT FOR THE CHILDREN 
 

 
n normal times, I have always been a happy and cheerful character, clowning with 
children. During this year of 2009, I could neither laugh nor smile, and my tears 
flowed at the slightest evocation, at the mere thought of all this mess, full of 

betrayals, lies, and false documents made from scratch. 
 

The perverse actions of Paul Dean and his accomplices, took root in the libellous 
statements that Mephisto hawked with impunity. Everything seemed to engulf me day 
after day in a flood of revolting injustice. Each day brought me new trouble, more 
infamous than yesterday. All my projects to provide education and support to 
disadvantaged children, collapsed around me.  
  
In fact, NOTHING is acquired in life - everything can collapse in a very short time. I 
learned at my expense, that I should not judge others by my own standards. Instead, it is 
better to observe and study how they interact with others, because one day they will act 
the same way with you. It is better to give them time to take their rightful place in our 
esteem through their concrete actions, not just based on their words alone.  
The enthusiastic woman I am, learned at her cost, to allow time to pass when it comes to 
finding the proper position of an unknown person who may enter her live in any 
situation. Having given my trust too easily, I therefore became increasingly suspicious, 
especially about Mephisto and his motivations to destroy my reputation.  
Unfortunately, some persons who do not possess any abused my sincerity and 
honesty....  
 
The only support that has kept me alive and in the hope of a peaceful outcome was the 
support and love of the children, already so battered by Paul Dean. They never left me.  
They showed me they knew and understood my pain, by giving a little flower, or a 
pretty drawing made each morning by Muna, who, with eyes filled with tears, showed 
me his whole affection.  
Other children constantly wrote me little love letters;  
"To make you regain your smile, Amma," they signed.  
  
These simple gestures of love gave me hope that nothing was completely finished. This 
was just a test so that we would rally even harder.  
 
With them and for them, we would build a better future. 
 

One day Bapina, a kid I collected at the age of 4 from a leper colony, now 19, wrote to 
me:  
 

"Without you we are nothing. With you we are everything."  
Brave little one.  
 
In all suffering, there is always something positive that comes out. Above all things, I 
was not guilty of these charges against me, they were unfounded, simply lies. What 
mattered to me was the truth.  
 

I 
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When you have nothing to reproach yourself for, you are not afraid to tell the truth, not 
afraid to mention the names of those who have done wrong against innocent children.  
Therefore, I turned my back on these calumnies, and the people who created them, to 
see only the good side: the love and trust of children, which is what, mattered to me and 
I reacted to help them fight their executioner.  
 

I felt that love put me back in my worthy place of being their Amma.  (Mother).  
 

We then made a pact together, putting this motto in our hearts:  
 

"One for all and all for one".  
 

Armed with this power of love, I continued the fight against all odds. My heart told me 
to continue on the road for them, to support and energetically assist them in their 
studies and always with a cheerful mood. I remembered then an old saying:  
 
The dogs bark, and the caravan moves on...  
 
I started looking for another advocate, smarter and certainly more intuitive than the 
first one, whom twice, had defended us, had not heeded my intuitions, had allowed Paul 
Dean to return and unfortunately, he was gaining ground. On a recommendation, I 
found another. I wanted to see him plea in court. He convinced me.  
 
After having narrated the story, he came to the same conclusions as I had suggested to 
my previous lawyer: act immediately after the imprisonment of Paul Dean and beware 
of money coming into the account of the foundation, whose president could withdraw it.  
The Evil done, we should have done an immediate survey of the bank... We lost two 
months, he said rightly.  
 

However, there is no law for Dean. Everything is permitted to him. He feels 
invulnerable, so he starts again elsewhere...  
 
Why is the law not for him?  
 

Seeing that nothing made me give up, and that I refused to withdraw my complaint 
despite threats, Eliazar Tumati Rose told me:  
 
"If you do not WITHDRAW your allegation, you will face dire consequences for you and 
for your foundations.” 

 
Not only did I not withdraw my complaint against all three involved  Paul Dean, Ruth Tumati and 
Eliazar Tumati Rose - in addition, I persisted with a second complaint to the Court on 15 May 2009 
for the total dissolution of the Indian Board. 
All members being complicit in the sexual abuse of children by the individual they had brought 
out of prison. They were bribed to defend Paul Dean and stay silent since the Trust in 2000.  
 

Prior to the second charge, I had sent a letter to each member of the trust whose 
signature appeared at each meeting or on the official documents. 
I received this letter from one of them:  
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April 28, 2009 to Mary - Ellen; 
"I accept to resign because I've never been invited to any meeting for 3 years. The 
Professor did not want me to participate, so he kept me away. I have been autonomous 
for 3 years, I have my own foundation in southern Andhra Pradesh and I have nothing 
to do with New Hope or Hoina. I wrote you this letter in order to inform you of the true 
situation."  
 

This was another fraud on the part of Dean! He forged the signature of anyone he chose 
in order to make people believe the document was genuine. He did the same with my 

signature on the forged document given to the CWC (Children Welfare Committee - child 
protection), that I relate later on.  
 
Yet another trick he did to make it look as if...  

In early 2008, overnight, the door of the computer room had been forced open. The 
computer and printer were gone. Parivaraj looked very angry. He photographed the 
scene and footprints, examining every detail as a real detective. He said that the theft 
was undoubtedly the work of Gunda. Three days later, the two articles were at the door 
in an old and dirty potato sack.     
  
After Parivaraj’s arrest, I learned who the author of this childish charade was. It was 
Parivaraj himself. Presumably, he wanted to create tension between the Gunda and I to 
discredit them in case they talked to me about him.  
 

Still, the cleaning of these two devices was very expensive, and the children had been 
deprived of them for several months.  
 
During 2009, a member of the board of directors of MEG Trust, had "confidentially" 
revealed to one of our adolescents who in turn, told me, that the sexual abuse of 
children existed long before 1985 and all members of the MEGF Trust were well aware 
of this situation, including the members of the New Hope Rural Leprosy Trust. 
 

I received this information after my second complaint was filed with the Court. This has 
reinforced my decision to dissolve the board and expose members of the MEGF Trust. 
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THE EVIDENCE CONFIRMS THE HORROR 
 

our months after the arrest of Paul Dean, Ruth Tumati returned to the MEG village 
of Puri. It was March 18, 2009. She was writing checks from her new account for 
provisions and employees' salaries. When I saw Ruth writing her first cheque for 

121 rupees, suddenly, I remembered that at the opening of each new account, Dean and 
Ruth had become accustomed to a first check of 121 rupees for the poor. 
This is how I discovered that the hypothetical assumption I made about the Paul 
Dean’s manipulations for his liberation were real.   
 

The transportation act described, for the embezzlement of money that would pay 
the bail for Paul Dean's release from prison, was correct. 
Why Paul Dean wanted to do these two useless banking operations?  Because that 
was the plan… for his liberation. 
 
Ruth had cancelled my signature, as stated in their registered letter on 24th of 
February 2009. That was enough to prevent me from having access to the bank 
accounts!  
 
In fact, Dean's intentions were quite different. He had hatched a plan that would 
take cash that had just arrived in the MEGF Trust account, on February 22nd, in 
order to use it for his release.  
 

Then open another account several days later with the money from his Mutual 
investments in Visakhapatnam. I had proof of this new round of "sleight of hand" well 
timed, intended to mislead the Court and deceive the bank, which really constituted a 
Breach of Trust. 
 
On that day on March 18th, 2009, Ruth Tumati announced before the children and staff: 
-Mary Amma is the head in your village. She coordinates everything and you owe her 
obedience and respect.  
 
At the time, I did not understand the significance of this statement on the part of 
someone who had harmed me. I understood better later... 
 

That month of May, the first meeting of CWC took place. There were 14 members. Patro 
represented the Clan. He distributed a flyer, which I discovered was a document created 
with my signature reproduced on it, appointing me "Director of Program" on September 
10th, 2007.  
Before all and addressing myself to the President, I insisted that the document was a 
fake, a total fabrication;  
 
-Your signature is affixed to it, the president said pointing it out to me. 
 

-This signature is false, because I never signed any such undertaking. Since I am the 
founder, I travel constantly to find funds, and another employee was hired for this 
position at the same time.  
I also added that Patro woke the boys and took them to Dean's guesthouse at 
night.  

F 
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The president did not believe me. After the meeting, other members came to me. They 
believed me; however, they could not deviate from the authority of the President... 
I asked myself what is the purpose of a committee of fourteen people if they could not 
speak and the chairperson alone made all the decisions.  
No investigation took place concerning my crucial statement. 
 
Glaring similarities, or rather, the repetition of well established Paul Dean processes 
should be noted, which had functioned well in the life of Brother Paul, only to be 
repeated in a more effective manner in Paul Dean's life as Parivaraj. These facts are 
surprising. They also show that Brother Paul, alias Bro. Allan, aka Dr Paul, aka Paul 
Parivaraj, alias Paul Dean, had not changed his methods of action, despite the suicide of 
two children caused by his sexual abuse.  
He simply repeated his fraudulent activities elsewhere with other adults who succumbed 
once again to his talents as a manipulator and experienced forger, enabling him to divert 
funds in order to approach children.  
Then he would breach the trust of the young adolescents and again commit the criminal 
rape of innocent victims.  
 

The only thing he was forbidden to do was to be caught!  
 

In other words, Paul Dean’s way was whatever was necessary to mock all laws and all 
institutions of justice in India. He thought he was invulnerable because it had worked 
for such a long time... wherever he went... Using every time, his talents as a forger to sow 
doubt... and lighten the weight of the words of his opponent against his.  
 

I thought wrongly that the Indian police had the ways and means and the will to detect 
counterfeiters. Apparently, that was not the case. However, it was only necessary to 
examine the past to find the evidence! Add to that, his talents as an actor and, acting 
that way, was well done... as he had performed before the Court of Justice in 
Cuttack to be released from jail.  
 

1983  :  
Brother Paul surrounded himself with 25 teenagers or young men from neighbouring 
areas. He called them his "apprentices" and employed them to work to help the lepers. 
Some stopped attending school, lured by promises of a medical education. Others were 
attracted by the lure of gain because they were looking for work. 
They also began to work tirelessly. Although they were housed and fed, they awaited 
their beautiful promises to be paid every month, two months passed, three months, 
however instead of paying, Brother Paul delayed everything claiming a thousand 
excuses and still maintaining promises. Sometimes he gave them a small sum. Despite 
this he used them every day, satiating his sexual needs and he fully paid for these 

services of prostitution. They were 25 boys and he sexually aggressed each of them.  
 

They all stayed with him for three years, hoping to receive their money that had 
accumulated and give them the opportunity to leave immediately, but they waited in 
vain. It was a matter of survival. Indeed, Brother Paul encouraged them to spend money 
from their sexual services so that they would stay with him and expect to receive the 
reward for their labor. They had no economy...  
 
At first, the boys thought they had found a good job and a better life, but they saw their 
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hope ruined as their lives became a nightmare. They were bitter, and rightly so.  
Brother Paul knew how to hold his prey, and it sufficed he simply repeated this pattern 
elsewhere with others.  

2009:  
After the arrest of Paul Dean, tongues were loosened in the MEG Village in Puri and 
Kothavalasa about the "Professor”. A few years earlier, he had asked adolescents to 
entrust him with their pocket money or a few rupees given by family or earned by doing 
odd jobs in the MEG villages. He was supposed to grow their economies through good 
investments that would be used for their education later. He had promised them that 
they could withdraw some of that money when they needed it... 
Each month, Patro, the village chief, cashed the money then gave it to Parivaraj/Dean. 
However, when a child asked for 100 rupees ($2) he always said he could not move the 
money. In contrast, and "charitably" he gave as much money as the child wanted, in 
exchange for sexual pleasure, while ensuring that his capital would remain intact! 
 

The whole clan therefore "urged" children into prostitution while confiscating 
money from their work and even their learning certificates. Paul Dean and Eliazar 
T. Rose reproduced the pattern as in 1985 with other teens in other places. 
 
2008 :  
I learned many similar facts, after the arrest of Paul Dean when many people started to 
talk, or rather, when children could afford to speak without fear of being beaten cruelly. 
 
"Arohi", a young MEG girl's very moving testimony below, summarizes all the 
wickedness of P.K Patro, and also, the cruelty of  Parivaraj / Paul Dean, wanting to clip 
the wings of children by any means if they refused to be violated.  
 

It also shows how they strove to impose silence around me by any means. 
 

Arohi's Testimony: 
 

"When I was 4 years old, my father had discerned my ability to learn. I was sent to an 
organization in Bhubaneswar to receive a school education. When my father died, I had 
completed my 7th grade and could speak and understand English well. I wanted to 
continue my studies, yet my mother, who had moved to a leper colony, made me come to 
live with her. In 2003 I was 11 years old, a neighbour of the colony who worked in the MEG 
Foundation, said that I should ask for admission to the MEG school because that would 
allow me to continue my studies. When I arrived at the village of MEG, Ruth Tumati, the 
supervisor Parivaraj (now Paul Dean) and Patro the village head gave me a date of birth 4 
years older than mine, saying; you are older now, you have to work in the MEG village. 
Shool is just for small children.  
They forced me to work with other employees, and paid for these functions in different 
positions: children's laundry, housekeeping cottages for visitors, and nursing etc.. They 
promised me 300 rupees ($6) per month. I have never received any of that money. They 

told me: the order came from Mary-Ellen Gerber, the founder (ME). They forced me to speak 
only Oriya to ME, to never say anything to her or share with her and only talk to them only, 
otherwise, they would send me back to my colony. 

I knew that ME came to the MEG village three times a year, for six to eight weeks each 
time. At her first visit, she saw me at the laundry and asked very surprised:  
-Why is this child not in class?  
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Since then, when the announcement came for a ME visit, automatically Patro the village 
chief sent me to school, only during the time of the visit of ME. After her departure, he sent 
me back to my household chores, unpaid. 
In 2005, Parivaraj and Eliazar T. Rose, Founder and Director of New Hope Rural Leprosy 
Trust, were recovering lost children on railway platforms. They gave them food and a 
place to live in makeshift shelters near stations. The eldest daughter of Patro was 
responsible. Under the order of Parivaraj, Patro sent me to work in the New Hope shelter 
to do household chores. 
 
One day, I told the cook that Patro was a great thief. He had stolen things for his own 
personal needs, and lots of things: building materials, paint, clothing, food, and many other 
things that ME had paid for that belonged to the children of the MEG Foundation.  
When Patro heard this, he suddenly became furious and beat me like a madman. I fell to 
the ground under the blows. He continued unabated to kick me in the stomach when I was 
on the ground, then the broom that he handled to beat me with, broke, he continued to 
beat me with a stick for about 15 minutes. I cried, I screamed, the staff attended the scene 
around me and nobody helped me. For several days, I hurt very much everywhere.  
When I arrived at the MEG village in 2003, I was ready to go in 8th class. I wanted to be a 
nurse, yet because of their ban on me going to school regularly for 3 years I could not learn 
normally. Despite this, Parivaraj, Ruth, and Eliazar Rose, enrolled me in the 10th class 
examination. Of course, I failed. They told ME that I was not able to pass the 10th class, 
which is why they sent me to the VTC (Vocational Training School) in 2007. They promised 
I could work with ME in Puri when I had successfully completed my exams in this school. I 
was a good student because I went to class every day without interruption. I learned many 
things: photo shop, page creation, micro media flash internet functions, DOS, presentation 
of work, PAO (painting, invitation card, greeting card, business card, birthday card, book 
binding.) The school was free for children of leper colonies in Orissa. The only expenses the 
MEG Foundation had to pay amounted to Rs 500 ($10 at that time) per month per child for 
pocket money to buy soap, toothpaste, biscuits etc.. I knew that ME paid for the 6 MEG 
children in this school, I've never had any of the money and I was forced to beg around me 
for my hygienic needs. I was under the domination of Parivaraj, Ruth Tumati and Eliazar 
T. Rose and I was afraid to talk to ME when she visited, for fear of being beaten again if, I 
was caught talking to her.  
So, I kept quiet because they had threatened to send me to my leper colony if I spoke.  

My computer courses lasted for a year and a half. At the end of the course, I was first in the 
class of the 500 students attending this school. I rated A + 85 extra points. Before I left the 
school, the principal had authorized me to have a telephone interview with the boss of a 
big company in Hyderabad, Andhra Pradesh. He asked me a few questions to test my 
computer knowledge. This boss immediately engaged me. He offered me a job of 12,000 
rupees ($200) per month to start. This was very well paid for my first job and for my age. 
At that time, a teacher employed by MEG earned 3500 rupees ($70) per month. 
When I arrived in the office of Professor Parivaraj in Visakhapatnam, he congratulated me 
for my good work. He asked me to show him my work certificate, he looked at it, then put it 
in his drawer and told me: 
 

-You're not going anywhere. You'll work with me Kothavalasa, otherwise... 
 

I cried for not being able to work with ME, as he had promised. Seeing my insistence, he 
started threatening me, telling me to shut up, saying he would beat me so that I will become 
like those miserable beggars with no legs crawling and begging in the streets to survive.  
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I never saw my certificate again. It was in May 2008. 
Parivaraj said nothing to ME. However, she learned that I was out of the VTC. She asked 
about my grades, she asked him to send me to Puri to work with her as was agreed 
between us. He told her a story in saying that I was not experienced enough and he 
preferred to shape me by first working with him and Eliazar T. Rose, he would send me 
later to Puri.  
I was forced to work with him and I would be paid 2,000 Rupees per month for six months. 
He gave me no monthly payment. Then after six months, he gave me Rs 10,000 not the 
12,000 rupees promised.  
My task was keeping the small accounts of the MEG village Kothavalasa under the 
dictatorship of Parivaraj. 
ME.  believed what he said. Sometimes she wanted to talk to me on the phone, yet she and I 
never could because we had not the opportunity to do so. He always had excuses ready for 
her. Of course, he did not want me to tell ME that I saw things he certainly did not want 
her to know about : 
-The big boys of New Hope had the habit of taking as much money as they wanted for their 
own needs on the account of our MEG Foundation.  
-Many New Hope's boys entered in the house  of Parivaraj, day and night.  
-All teens and staff in Kothavalasa, were aware of the sexual abuse of boys by Parivaraj 
and those of Eliazar T. Rose with the girls in the village. I understood now why they had 
advanced my age by 4 years when I arrived in MEG village, so that I could be raped, too, one 
day by Eliazar T. Rose, founder and director of New Hope Rural Leprosy Trust and he would 
be unpunished. 

- Parivaraj would sponsor the same children multiple times by several foundations: 
Australia New Hope, New Hope UK, Hoina, Katigiri Japanese sponsor and MEG Foundation.  
- In April 2008, he wanted to bring all MEG adolescents of Puri to Kothavalasa, claiming 
that it would be better for them to follow their studies in the higher-level classes of this 
MEG village. In reality, it was easier for Parivarag/Dean to sexually abuse the big boys in 
the village of Kothavalasa where he was free to act without ME around.  
Eliazar T. Rose did not rape the MEG girls of Puri, only those of New Hope in Kothavalasa.  

-After imprisoning Parivaraj, ME wanted to remove all MEG adolescents from Kothavalasa 
and bring them to Puri with their school transfer certificates of their school grades. She 
had great difficulty in doing so because no certificates were valid. We were all forced to 
retake our 10th class in Puri due to Parivaraj's tricks. 
This proves that his intentions were other than the happiness of children, because he did 
the same with many other children.  

With the help of Mary-Ellen, I escaped from the MEG village of Kothavalasa, and arrived 
safely at the MEG Village of Puri where ME was waiting for me and where I stayed with 
her until today to help my Amma.  
I thanked her for helping me, as she has helped many other children.  
 
Six months later, a woman came to our village of Puri, pretending to be my mother. After 
several questions to identify and confront her, ME encouraged me to go to her village to 
see if my memory would recognize something. Indeed, the memories came back. I then 
became aware of my real name of birth. I met the rest of my family. However, at the time of 
leaving, my "mother" asked me for money, lots of money. I realized at that moment, she 
gave me life, but she had no love for me, as my Amma Mary-Ellen is the mother of my heart 
and I love her very much, as I love my sponsor Eleni. I will thank her my whole life. 
 
I certify that Parivaraj (Paul Dean) and Eliazar Tumati Rose stopped the development of all 
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the children of MEG instead of helping them to build a better future. 

I lost four years of study. I passed my 10th class in 2010, after the arrest of Parivaraj, with 
your help Amma, and that of Manmohan and with the cooperation of loving children. I also 
passed my 1st year of Art in 2012. Thanks to you, now I'm in my 3rd year of University 
(Bachelor of Arts 2nd year level). I will thank you all my life. 
 

My real wish is to recover my Certificate of Computer Fitness Paul Dean confiscated from 
me. I really need to have a good job.” 
 

Signed  Arohi - June 12, 2013.  
 
Arohi had never told me about the physical and psychological suffering she had endured, 
always in fear of the Clan. When I read her testimony, I was horrified to discover the 
depth of the treachery from these people to harm children.  
 

During the years 2000-2008, the children called Paul Dean Professor and Tata. 
 

 
Testimony of  Raoul :  
 

"After the evening prayer at 17:30, the supervisor Sasmita had noticed three or four times, 
one of my friends in front of the guest house of Tata. She then asked me if I knew what he 
was doing there. I was very embarrassed to tell her because I did not know if she was 
aware, like all other employees, what Tata did with the children.  
I was also scared because my life was in danger after threats from Tata.  
- He must be collecting Cajun nuts around the house, 'I said.  
- You are lying to me, she replied.  
- No, I'm not lying, I'll tell you more tomorrow, I said.  
The next day I told her that my friend helped the cowherd in the barn nearby, and 
gathered Cajun nuts. 
The following year, one night at midnight, I spoke with one of the guards when seven 
drunken men came to our village. They injured the guard. I carried him on my shoulders 
because he was bleeding, then he went to the hospital. Tata was scared of this incident and 
never returned to Puri for a long time. Immediately after I learned Taekwondo and I won 
the Gold Medal of the district. After some time, I grew weak due to Tata, who woke me up 
at night.  
My Taekwondo teacher then asked:  
 ‘What happened to you? You're getting lazy now?’ I did not tell him what Tata was doing 
with me at night because I was afraid of the constant and repeated threats of Tata. When 
Mary-Ellen came to live in our MEG village of Puri, Tata stopped coming as often. He asked 
me and several other boys recovered on railway platforms to spend 15 days during the 
summer holidays in our village of Kothavalasa. During this time, I worked very hard in this 
village and Tata abused me every night - and the other boys. I then saw Eliazar Tumati 
Rose sexually aggress 12 and 13 year old girls of New Hope. These girls told me that they 
had refused at first, and then one of them told me: 
 

‘He became very nasty with me and the other girls because we refused. He gave us more 
heavy work to do in the village. Then exhausted, I let myself be raped by Eliazar, like all the 
other girls.’  
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I noticed how the children in this village were sad in their situations. It was the same for 
me, no parent to protect me. Being alone to fight and then abandoned to survive. When I 
came to Puri on Mary-Ellen’s birthday, in April 2007. I saw how she was happy to see all 
MEG children together in Puri for this occasion. It is from this day that we called her 
Amma. 
Tata had sexually aggress me and other boys from Puri and Kothavalasa every night and 
afternoon during the four days of festivities. Then he never came back because Mary-Ellen 
lived permanently in Puri.  
So he asked me to come to VTC, learning Center, close to Kothavalasa. I refused because 
my schoolteacher told me I was good at my studies. I also refused because I knew that 
during the weekends the girls and boys who would go to our village of Kothavalasa, Tata 
will violated many boys during these two days every week.  
 
In October 2008, Amma gave me, along with several other boys, the opportunity to tell her 
what was really going on with Tata. I was afraid to tell her.  
It took me a week, thinking about it constantly. Then I opened my heart to tell her 

everything, my friends, other boys then spoke as well. A few days later, I repeated to the 
police who came to our village of Puri to question us and inquire about what Amma told the 
police about sexual abuse by Tata. I also testified before the investigating judge with my 
other four friends. Then we five boys went to the hospital for confirmation by a doctor 
about the sexual abuse. An official diagnosis was written by the doctor and given to the 
Court. Since then, Tata has never approached me.  
After a year of practice, I won a gold medal in Taekwondo for Orissa, instead of being 
tortured as I was before, because I had broken my silence. I now know how to defend myself 
personally or to defend other children if something happened to us. I think of Mary-Ellen 
Gerber as my mother.”  

 
Signed  Raoul - June 12, 2013  
 

 
Testimony of Dipak : 
-I was 12 when in Puri, Tata came into my classroom one morning at 11:00 am to ask me 
and one of my friends to follow him. 
-For what reason? The teacher asked Tata. 
‘-To do some work’ he replied.  
He took us to his room and said severely: 
-You say nothing to anyone. 
I refused, and my friend did too. Tata insisted saying:  
-If you follow what I'm asking you to do, all will be well. If you refuse, you go back to your 
village, you do not go to school, and you will have to beg to survive.  

Then he began sexually abusing us. I was afraid of being expelled from school and I agreed. 
Then I learned that all the big boys were too, abused by Tata. This happened every day, 
every time he visited the village at 11:00 am during school hours, at 12:00 for lunch and 
dinner. In the dorm, Patro had to lead us into the chamber to Tata at 10:00pm. Amma was 
not present. He abused us before she settled permanently in the village. Then, when she 
was there, often he did not come. For summer holidays, he said:  
-You will not be going to your families for the holidays, you will go to Kothavalasa.’ 
Once there he had sexually aggressed four boys and me every day for two weeks. He did the 
same with all the boys in New Hope. At Puri, he stopped when we started practising 
Taekwondo.  

In October 2008, Amma asked me several times to tell her what happened with Tata. I was 
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afraid to tell her. I thought about it every day for a week. Then I opened my heart to tell 
her what had happened. My friends, the other boys, did the same. 
A few days later, I repeated the same thing to the police, who came dressed in civilian 
clothes, to our village of Puri to question us and inquire about what Amma told the police 
about the sexual abuse by Tata. I also testified before the investigating judge and my other 
four friends did the same. Then we five boys went to the hospital in Puri for confirmation 
by a doctor about these abuses. An official diagnosis was recorded by the doctor and given 
to the Court. Before that, our Taekwondo Professor Manmohan, wondered why we were so 
weak and no longer making an effort during training.  
Now we can say that we were woken up at night to go into the room where Tata abused us, 
several times an hour.  
Now, four years later, and since 2012, I am a member of the youth of the Red Cross. I 
participated in the International Festival of Martial Arts in the discipline of Taekwondo for 
which I won a silver and bronze medal. " 
 

Signed  Dipak - June 13, 2013  
 
I also learned that this evil man Paul Dean had acted the same way with all young boys 
of New Hope who would not submit to his sexual domination.  
One day, a boy not wanting to be sodomized, wanted to talk to me. He could not do it 
because he was far from me in the second village of Kothavalasa.  
 
To punish him, Parivaraj prevented him to come to Puri and force him to stay in 

Kothavalasa for doing some heavy work for his age that he ordered him to do. He 
categorically refused him to come to the festival for my birthday where all the children 
were gathered in the first village in Puri in April 2007.  

Not seeing this boy, I wondered where this boy was. Parivaraj pretended he was being 
punished for not having worked a lot in class.  
I learned later that the real reason was different. Parivaraj did not want him to speak to 

me about his sexual abuse. The boy knew that I would have reacted as I did when I 
learned the truth from the children in October 2008.  
The children, people who know or have known, even the Indian authorities all 
combined, say that "Paul Dean is a bad guy, a dangerous man, a menace, and a predator of 
children"  

 
Why do the Indian authorities, ordinarily so strict with strangers, do nothing about this 

public danger? They leave him alone to cause more suffering and contaminate to their 
own Indian children. 
 
Depositions of boys between 12 and 15 years, to the police, the coroner and the 
Magistrate, all officially registered:  
 

"Professor Parivaraj used to ask boys to do odd jobs in the village He gave us 10 or 20 
rupees ($ 0.20 or $ 0.40). A few weeks later, he said, ‘I will give you more money if you 
come in my room.” I refused and he struck me very strongly behind the head threatening to 
grind my legs off, forcing me to go with him. I had no other choice I had to accept. 
Parivaraj sucked my penis to drink my sperm. He always did this at night. I was not the 
only one to come to his room; we were sometimes three at a time. While he sucked one, the 
others watched. It lasted 30 minutes. Then he told us what to say if someone asked us why 
we were in his room, ‘We were having a conversation man to man.’ 
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The first time, he gave us 50 rupees ($1 at the time) and 100 ($2). When he made us come 
to Kottavalasa I saw he regularly used 35 boys from New Hope Foundation from the age of 
10 years. Some did not want to do it at first, so he forced them to. If they still refused, 
Parivaraj made them work very hard for their age and strength. He prevented them from 
going to Puri to talk to Amma. Parivaraj promised to upgrade the studies of those who 
regularly came into his room and he badly mistreated those who resisted. He also did 
something worse. He placed 15 big New Hope girls aged 12 to 14 years in a room in the big 
guesthouse. All the big boys could come in the room to force girls to have sex with them 
every day. Parivaraj revelled in being a voyeur watching through holes drilled in the wall 
hidden by the decorations. " 

Another boy added: 
"Professor Parivaraj forced me to have sex with him whenever he was in the village of Puri, 
twice a day during naps and at night. We could not fight against it because he terrorized 
us if we refused to do so. I suffered a lot. " 

The other boys present unfortunately confirmed this testimony. 
Another:  
"When I went to Kothavalasa with my brother, I was eleven and a half. Patro worked for 
Parivaraj. He came between midnight and two o'clock in the morning, to wake me up and 
to take me into the bedroom of Professor Parivaraj, sometimes even during the day." 

 
In the New Hope village of Kothavalasa, mothers who were HIV positive lived with their 
small children. Some boys of New Hope stated that as a reward for finding and enticing 
younger boys, Paul Parivaraj let them have sex with the HIV positive mothers. Boys of 
MEG confirmed this situation, and said that one boy at least became HIV positive. 
 

In 2009, I received this letter/testimony from some big girls:  
"Our dear beloved mother, from 2002, when the children returned from summer vacation 
each year Patro, Ruth and Professor Parivaraj took directly from us, all of our jewellery 
and money donated by our families, saying we would get it back at the end of the school 
year. They have never given anything back, including our work certificates to us from the 
VTC to date in 2008, despite our many requests. 
We all love you. We miss you. Take care of yourself.  
 

Your big girls, who love you." 

 
Parivaraj never gave them their certificates, or their economies, despite repeated 
requests made by the children, without telling me, of course. Everything was silenced by 
this monstrous man who hid his heinous acts. He literally prevented the children to 
evolve, cutting off their wings to keep them under his yoke.  
Realizing the support I brought them, the children began to speak. I then learned that 
Parivaraj/Dean acted the same way with teens from New Hope who would not submit 
to his sexual domination, and it was the same with Eliazar Tumati Rose with the New 
Hope girls.  
Giving them positions of misery inside this foundation, over which he had absolute 
control, limiting the risk of disclosing to the outside what was really going on inside the 
Foundation with so many innocents.  
 
Why these children did not say anything?  

Because they were afraid of the Parivaraj’s threats, which he enforced sometimes, as an 
example of his power. They had no assistance, no support, and no help to turn to. They 
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had to stay in the most absolute silence. Each one was alone. Alone with their 
frustrations, their dispossession, and afflicted by the desolation and pain they had to 
endure. 
 
Why the children have testified so late?  
 

Because they had to discover my sincere desire to help them against these pernicious 

people by discovering as well that I had found out about their despair.  
The facts learned from these young victims themselves were necessary for me to lodge a 
complaint against Parivaraj and his accomplices. After I listened to them, I was in a 
position to act. Then they trusted me. I was their shield of sorts. 
This is the famous complaint that the Clan wants me to remove by all means, death 
threats or the destruction of my foundations, in the USA, Canada, France, Holland, and 
India with the manufacture of false documents, trying to neutralize me by prison.  
 
This intense eagerness for me to cancel this complaint was a CONFESSION of their guilt. 
 

It is certain that with the discovery of their dishonest manipulations, I became a 
dangerous person who needed to be neutralized by prison. I had become a grain of sand 
in the clan's well-oiled machine. I embarrassed them greatly.  
 
I was the threat that could disrupt and explode their fraudulent brothel of organized 
child prostitution established for 25 years, in different places, funded by charitable 
organizations like mine.  
Unaware, all these organizations provided the Clan with the money to abuse children 
and pay the silence of all.  
Such trafficking was accomplished under the guise of an "apparently respectable" 
foundation, "New Hope Rural Leprosy Trust,” and now “New Hope India” of which 
founder/director is Eliazar Tumati Rose, accomplice of Paul Dean for over 35 years of 
embezzlement.  
 

These people are known to the authorities and the general public in Germany, Holland, 
England, Japan, and Australia, as the benefactors of lepers in India, with press reviews in 
newspapers, front cover of the magazine "India Today,” and decoration of "merit" the 
Paul Harris Fellow of Rotary Club, as well as the Gandhi Memorial Leprosy Foundation, 
Wardha Prabhakharji Memorial Award".  
In my opinion, these charities of an international reputation for their benefits could 
certainly be abused in their goodness, like me. My complaint is so important and 
compromising for the Clan, as it would relieve Eliazar Tumati Rose of his duties as the 
New Hope president/director and remove of the titles "humanitarian and honorary”  if 
his complicity with Paul Dean is exposed. 
 

I knew that each child had a savings account. As they were minors, the accounts had 
been opened in the name of Patro‘s daughter. With the arrest of Paul Dean, I asked that 
those accounts be rectified and registered in the name of the teenagers who were major 
and the money returned in cash to the minor.  
 
Ruth, the president, never did it.  

I mentioned this in the Court on the list of frauds committed by Paul Dean and 
accomplices. This judgement has not been released yet, ten years later, in 2018. 
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The testimonies of these teenagers fall within the definition of sadism by the "Dean Clan", 
closing the door to children accomplishing, by systematically sabotaging everything I 
had done for them.  
 
Everything was constantly hidden behind a sealed wall of silence. 
 

Are we to think that these authorities are also complicit with Paul Dean and Eliazar 
Tumati Rose? I hope not. This is why I ask that JUSTICE do its work, justice for the 
prevention of these sexual assaults on more children and other abuse committed by this 
gang. 
 
 

 
CHAPTER 12. 

 
THE DRAMAS ARE REPEATED 

 
 want to show you in this chapter how the tragedies of the past may recur many 
years later, despite the testimonies and revelations. By the parallel between the 
events of the past and of the present, you will realize that it is urgent to break the 

silence to save the children.  
 

1985  
One day, one much smaller than the invincible Paul Dean, then under the name of 
Brother Paul/Paul Dean, gave him a terrible shock. Indeed, the previous year, in 1984, 
Brother Paul had a loving friendship with a young deaf-mute, aged 11, that he 
considered as his son, Anil Kumar.  
 
Brother Paul then in Titilagarh, lived in a rented house with Eliazar and Anil. Nathalie 
who lived elsewhere visited them. She knew Anil, and everyone loved this child because 
he was smart and clever, despite his double handicap. Brother Paul spoiled Anil terribly 
giving him a lot of pocket money and gifts and, in addition, much affection. 
 

Nathalie told me this sad story:  
 
-It happened in the garden of Brother Paul while he was peacefully smoking grass. Anil, 
the little deaf-mute, was present, as well as 10 or 12 of Dean's "apprentices”. By 
expressive gestures, he began to mimic Paul masturbating himself, and then he mimed 
Paul masturbating Anil. The kid wanted to express something specific. Nathalie knowing 
nothing of the actions of Paul could not understand what was "said" by Anil.  
The other boys around him understood exactly what he revealed, and they began to 
laugh aloud when they saw the face of Brother Paul, who also recognizing the situation 
described. He flew into terrible rage to stop Anil's mime, which was his dumb language. 
He did not want Nathalie know, of course, for the reason that she brought the money to 
keep them alive, by her fund raising in Belgium, her country of origin.  
Behind these silences, hidden secrets suddenly expressed ended with a tragedy and 
traumatic grief.  

On this day of July 1985 at the age of 12,  
 
Anil was found hanged in the home of Brother Paul, the next morning. Certainly, this was 

I 
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the one way the child could express the fact that he did not want to endure his life with 
Paul Dean anymore, so instead he sought to live, as he wanted - by dying.  

 
The police arrived after Anil’s suicide. Brother Paul was absent this day, he left early 
morning. Eliazar Tumati quickly sent a messenger to prevent him from returning 
because the police were searching for him. He fled, and had never return to Titilagarh.  
A rickshaw came to take the body of the child, and all his friends in the village buried 
him, weeping bitterly. His best friend, too moved by this gesture of farewell, in despair, 
threw himself off a bridge onto the riverbed and he crashed on the ground, killing 
himself.  He also refused the sexual abuse of Brother Paul. 
Helping Brother Paul to flee and hide to avoid the police, Eliazar Tumati became his 
accomplice to the suicide of these two children...  
At that time, the police did not seem to consider this... However, it would have been a 
good reason to take advantage of the alerts that had been sent by Dr. Viggo Clemmesen to 
the Mayor of Titilagarh a year earlier, in 1984. It was an excellent opportunity for an 

investigation that could have led to the arrest of Brother Paul for all his past crimes. This 
would have prevented him from recommencing elsewhere, adding to his record 
hundreds of other children abused by a single man with multiple pseudonyms. 
 
I very much hope that the Court does not make the same errors as in the past when the 
pending case comes to trial.  
I hope the Court will take into account Paul Dean's previous offences, which he has 
repeated constantly, up to the present time.  
 
Without doubt, Anil had the intention to alert the population, by committing suicide. That 
was his way to alert the authorities to stop the children's abuses. Unfortunately, despite 
his desperate move, at that time, did not happen, as he would have liked.  

 
By writing this book, I want to continue the heroic action that Anil had begun.  
 

As a result, the death of this child abused and disabled will not have been in vain. He 
could not speak physically, and he wanted to break the silence by the only means in his 
power, by speaking with a mime and with his suicide.  
This book must support his desire to break the silence to save many children.  
 
At that time, everybody thought to a suicide, but something similar happened in 2015 
that I will explain in detail farther.  
 

A week after the suicide of Anil and his friend, Nathalie met Paul Dean by chance in 
another city. He was still in shock. He smoked his dope, a lot more than usual. 
 
He ADMITTED his crime by crying and screaming, beating his chest:  “Mea culpa, I am a 
bastard ! It is my fault.” 
 

2008 

I discovered that Paul Dean, as Parivaraj, at this time imposed silence around me about 
the sexual abuse of other "ANILS". As with Nathalie, Parivaraj hid his treacheries 
because I had to continue to fund. In fact, it was I who did the paying for the land and 
buildings, by my own funds, or my work with my benefactors from whom I solicited 
donations. Behind my back, silence was imposed, and the children suffered. They were 
beaten if they spoke, or subjected to hard labor if they did not want to be violated.  
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In Kothavalassa, the big girls exhausted by hard labor, imposed upon them, purposely 
capitulated, allowing Eliazar T. Rose to rape them.  
 
Dean and Eliazar Rose not only raped children, they also destroyed their dignity and 
marked their childhood with a red hot iron for life as in the case of Anil, who preferred 
death rather than to continue to submit.  
 

It is well recognized that a paedophile or pedohebephile commits his crime twice - the 
first time in performing the act of rape, the second time in silencing the child.  
I would add that Paul Dean and Eliazar T. Rose have committed their crimes a third time 
by voluntarily depriving the children of my help.  
 
These children, frightened by threats, had become as mute as Anil, until the day when 
they too broke the silence, braving the worst consequences of Paul Dean's threats.  
These children did not commit suicide, yet they braved the danger.  
It is necessary that this gesture by Anil become a symbol for all the children in the world. 
The ultimate objective of the gesture is to break the silence. This needs to be heard and 
understood today to save millions of children around the world. 

 
1985. 
After these terrible events, Brother Paul at the time disappeared to be forgotten and to 
write a book called "Shiva & Arun" using one of his pseudonyms, P. Parivaraj. It was the 
story of two Indian boys who fell in love.  
 

As the life of Paul Dean is a repetition of his actions, I would gladly disclose some 
episodes of this period, to Interpol experts or any institution of law, serious and worthy 
of the name, because his crimes have now, for sure, been repeated.  
 

While remaining in the shadows, once more, Paul Dean remained the brain of the 
operation, always pulling the strings for anything. He positioned Eliazar Tumati in the 
front line and went to work incognito through him.  
 

Thus, Eliazar Tumati became the founder/director of New Hope Rural Leprosy Trust, 
registered in Titilagarh in Orissa, in 1985. Eliazar Tumati, now Rose, still ignorant of the 
thankless task he would assume - having to lie throughout his life to the police, the 
Court, journalists and give a lot of money to free his mentor from the clutches of the 
police and others. Yet he knew he was going to threaten to kill all those who denounce 

his master wherever he would go. Dean, the smart fox that he is, had secured his silence, 
too, and his false complicity, by putting underage girls of New Hope into Eliazar Tumati 
Rose's arms... to satisfy his vice in turn...  
 
Four years later, in 1989, Maggie Nolan made her appearance in New Hope as a nurse. 
She created the "New Hope Australia" foundation, which enabled her to send a lot of 
money ostensibly for the poor tribal villages and lepers, which unofficially enriched 
Eliazar Tumati Rose and his wife Ruth, as well as to give the means to Paul Dean to bribe 
people for their silence... 
1999 

A large cyclone devastated much of Orissa and "Brother Paul" reappeared on the front 
line with an official pseudonym Paul Parivaraj, University Professor.  
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He had no fear of his previous sexual abuse and his earlier fraud because there was a 

statute of limitations for these offences. It is also because of this disaster, that I appeared 
in the life and sights of this Professor Parivaraj.  
 
When he saw me the first time, he certainly transformed the pupils of my eyes into 
dollar signs... because I lived in California and I wanted to help orphans. What a deal for 
him! I became a different Nathalie, another Maggie, to whom he needed to show his best 
facets to extract as much money as he could from the rich, under the shameless and 
cynical cover of "children in need”.  
In addition, it was unwise that I know anything about his previous history; instead, he 
had to appear, as he seemed in the eyes of lepers of Titilagarh in 1983, when all thought 
he was a God, a person that every one admired.  
 
2009 

The Dean’s gang did not hesitate to bluff the two Chiefs of Police, one after another in 
the Basili Sahi police station in Puri, inventing a story that overwhelmed me.  
 
2001 

An employee of New Hope was responsible for the shelter of abandoned children found 
wandering on railway platforms. He was also responsible for a school for these children 
in a corner of the station in Bhubaneswar. Following the testimony of several boys, the 
employee filed a complaint for paedophilia with the police, saying that Professor 
Parivaraj abused fifty children. I remember at the time, Eliazar Rose had travelled 450 
km to escort me to the Bhubaneswar airport while he was in Visakhapatnam to tell me 
the story in their own way. In reality, Eliazar T. Rose wanted to ensure that Parivaraj's 

arrest did not reach my ears... Of course, I was the new pigeon ready for plucking... 
 
2008 

It was only after his arrest in 2008, I learned the truth. Parivaraj had turned the 
situation to his advantage by inventing the story of the flight of this employee after 
stealing cash. In fact, he did not steal anything; he had denounced Parivaraj for the sexual 
abuse of 50 boys.  
Parivaraj could not come to Puri, not because he had more work to recover allegedly the 
stolen $ 8,000, as he stated, it was because he was under police surveillance, ringed with 

an electronic chip, controlling his movements wherever he went. Therefore, he could not 
leave the city of Visakhapatnam that is why Patro was transferred from New Hope Rural 
Leprosy Trust from Manigula to Puri to replace Parivaraj. 
2007 

Parivaraj was arrested again for sexual abuse in Visakhapatnam. Twelve boys had filed 
complaints of sexual abuse. He went to prison for a month, then was released again... 
Eliazar T. Rose was still present to pay the bail, thus obtaining the freedom of his boss. 
According to newspaper reports, the testimony of the twelve boys had simply 
disappeared from the police station. The Court then closed the file for lack of witnesses... 
The end.  
 
The children’s sexual aggressor was free, so he could begin again. There were always 
curious events out of the ordinary when dealing with Parivaraj, allowing him to escape 
and start again his aggressions...  
 
Who covered up his criminal acts? 
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Excerpt, from the interview with Sally Sara about this complaint. The text is in italics.  
Sally Sara: "This happened in the apartment of Paul Parivaraj at the edge of the sea, in 
Visakhapatnam. The author of this complaint, a boy of New Hope testifying before a police 
officer”:  
 
The plaintiff: "I'm a 'boy' of New Hope and also worked in the New Hope office. 18 months 
ago, Dr. Parivaraj showed me some pornographic videos, and then I had sex with him as it 
was done on video. At first, I refused, but he told me that I would lose my job, so I did. " 

Sally Sara: "The plaintiff lives here with Dean (Parivaraj) and just as the apprentices" of 
Titilagarh, he continued to work for him, despite the alleged abuse." 

 
Maggie Nolan: "I am very close to this young boy. He would have told me if there was a 
problem like this. I think the events speak for themselves since recanted and has continued 
to work with Brother Paul for another three years." 

Sally Sara: "However the young man signed the official report describing the alleged 
abuse."  
 
Official Police report by the boy:  
"He told me to put my penis in his anus and then he did it to me. The same thing happened 
with 11 other boys. We have to suck his penis. He gave us 100 rupees each. I am asking you 
to take severe measures against Dr. Parivaraj", he added.  
 
Sally Sara: "The police had very strict measures in mind, yet soon they realized they were 
dealing with an unusual prisoner." 

 
Two years later in 2009, I received a phone call from this boy saying:  
"Thank you Aunty for having the courage not to give into the death threats of Rose, and 
failing to withdraw your complaint. I am still being sexually used by Parivaraj and Eliazar 
T. Rose hold me." I cannot do anything, anymore. 
 
Knowing Paul Dean, as I grew to know him since August 8, 2008, and knowing what he 
had done to me through Eliazar T. Rose’s threats of death, I concluded that these boys 
too had suffered threats of death unless they withdrew their complaints. Then they 
received a generous poisoned reward for their obedience and retained their jobs for 
withdrawing their complaints. It was the usual tactic of Paul Dean to intimidate his 
opponents and gain time, so he would never be condemned. As long as he did not 
confess or was not caught in the act, he considered himself free ... to start elsewhere.  

As Parivaraj was too cowardly to do his dirty work himself, he would order his 
accomplices Eliazar T. Rose or Patro to attend to it, depending on the size of the task.  
Resisting or raising your voice made Parivaraj mad with rage. He always wanted to see 
people tremble and bow to his command, extremely authoritarian and tyrannical. Those 
who dared to resist him were threatened with death. I have experienced this twice. I 
have never yielded to the threats, even with the certain knowledge that they wanted to 
destroy me and my MEG foundations. 
 

2009 

Another boy of New Hope came from Visakhapatnam 300 miles to Puri to tell me: 
-Please Aunty, take me into your village to work, I cannot take it anymore, I'm still 
threatened, I can do nothing. Parivaraj owes me 43,000 rupees ($860) for my work, he has 
not given it to me. I ran away to come here and see you." 
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I sheltered him in one of our guesthouse, fed him, and I gave him a job. After a few days, 
he seemed more relaxed and spoke freely. Two weeks later, when he was digging 
trenches in the garden to channel water from the windmill, I was beside him when he 
received a phone call. I saw a pale sadness invade his eyes again, afraid, his spirit had 
collapsed with fear. His face reflected the pain he had in his heart.  
He simply said, "I'm sorry Aunty, I cannot tell you, but I must leave immediately." 
Again, this young man had his wings cut off. Parivaraj's spies in our village had certainly 
informed him of the presence of the boy. 
 

Another boy who also escaped from New Hope came to meet me for being rescued. He 
was helpless and unhappy, never wanting to see Parivaraj again. Therefore, he came to 
our village, like the previous one. I paid for a room in a small hotel/restaurant, a little 
distance away from the centre of Puri, where he was housed and fed to give him time to 
recover from his nightmare. I went to see him one day, bringing him a change of clothes 
and comfort. After three days of rest, he found work in this hotel and seemed to regain a 
taste for life. I was happy for him.  
 
Ten days later, Parivaraj knew where he was living, threatened to rape his little brother 
if he did not return immediately. This evil man broke another heart. 

 
2010 
On July 9, just 16 months after his release from prison in Orissa, the Police of 
Visakhapatnam, in Andhra Pradesh again, arrested Paul Dean for the same reason - 
sexual abuse of minors. 
 

Sally Sara again was present. She wrote on Internet;  
-He came to the Court of Visakhapatnam, wearing white, proclaiming his innocence.  
Another journalist asked: 
- Are you saying that these children have lied? 

No answer.  
Sally asked him:  
Are you innocent, Mr. Dean? 

-That's right, he replied.  
He did not respond with a frank YES. He always had an evasive answer to deflect the 
question. Once again, Eliazar T. Rose came up with the money of the bail that freed his 
master. 
 
1985 

During her research, Sally Sara had acquired crucial revelations from Pradeep Kumar 
Maharana, the former mayor of Titilagarh, who admitted being afraid of an investigation 
into the death of Anil. At that time, he had preferred not to make any noise, as this 
matter would deter donors for the lepers.  
Speaking of Brother Paul, he said: 
-He was a bad and scary man who was practiced in the art of concealing his wickedness. He 
was an artist, a clever criminal. 

As the former Chief of Police Abdul Khan Khayu Visakhapatnam (AP) admitted:  
-It was a very complicated question, I should say, because he was a very, very intelligent 
person. He was not nervous, or even confused. He always had a story ready for everything 
we asked. After checking the story, it proved to be false. 
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He had discovered that Brother Paul was not a doctor, as he claimed.  
Both state authorities, frightened by the character of Brother Paul had done nothing to 

arrest him. They favoured him at the expense of two children who had suffered up to 
the point of suicide because of a known and recognized offender, who remained free, 
unpunished, and given the right to start his sexual abuse on other ANILs all over again.  
 
From 2009 to 2013, three more suicides were reported in the entourage of Paul Dean 
and Eliazar T. Rose. 

The first was the eldest daughter of Patro. Could she have been ashamed of the acts 
committed by her father regarding his complicity in sexual aggressions on the children, 
as well as the stolen the MEG Foundation materials to build his three-story house?  
The second was a spy of Eliazar T. Rose. Would have he had pang of guilt about working 
for such a pernicious cause?  
The third was the wife of the spy, she taught for several years in the school of our MEG 
village. Had she learned of her husband's complicity with Eliazar? 
 
That’s very strange to discover so many suicides around Paul Dean. Something similar 
happened in 2016 that I will detail in another paragraph farther.  
 

From 2000 to 2008, when I asked Parivaraj questions on any topic, he always needed to 
think a brief moment to come up with a good answer that was plausible. This did not 
work every time, I gave him a hard time sometimes; however, intelligent and cunning as 
he was, he was able to change tactics. He exploited my weakness, my natural inclination 
for young children.  
Therefore, it was easy for him to give orders to his accomplices in my staff, to spy on me, 
to understand my desire for the best life possible for the children, so my plans were 
accomplished in the sense that I wanted, even at the expense of what he would have 
liked. Slyly, he reserved, at his convenience, the right to change things any time, when I 
was not present in the village and I was traveling to find funds...  
 
That is why I later discovered he had fraudulently behind my back used his talents as a 
counterfeiter to create fake documents, which were delivered to the Indian authorities 

by Patro. Although, Patro was Dean's accomplice and spy, he was treated very badly by 
him, yet well paid in return.  
 
1982/1983 

Email sent by Nathalie 26th of April 2009:  
 
"Dear Mary-Ellen, 
At Titilagarh in 1982, Brother Paul was also called Dr. Paul. He used his talents as a 
chameleon trying to fit in with local doctors and key members of the community. 
Sometimes he attended the Rotary Club or Lions during their meetings. He was considered 
a great speaker and amazing character. That is why; he never failed to make generous 
donations of large sums of money to their charity projects. Via this method, he obtained 
details of other sponsors. 
Based on this manoeuvre, he wrote to the foreign donors, telling them that the charity 
projects of others were his. Dr. Paul allowed himself everything he wanted, lies, fraud, 
theft, abuse of trust, forgery, wherever he went, to achieve what he wanted in the end, - the 
rape of children.  Dr. Paul’s coveted domain, the Adivasi tribal villages remained still 
inaccessible.  
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That is why he cultivated the friendship of the ophthalmologist Dr. H., born in Titilagarh, 
who had been chosen by the Royal Commonwealth Society for the Blind to undertake a 
study of Xerophtalmia for period of 3 years in tribal villages.  
He was also responsible for training adolescents to detect new cases of leprosy in their own 
villages. Dr. Paul was part of the internship as assistant to the project. During this 
internship, he offered good food, tea and cakes, and also European shirts and jeans for 
young recruits.  
Soon, these adolescents aged 15-18 years at the time, began to flock around the 
ophthalmologist H. with disturbing stories. 
 

Some said that Dr. Paul had prosaically asked them to drop their pants and masturbate 
themselves to provide enough sperm that he could study under the microscope. Others said 
that he needed a lot of sperm for his research. Then others said Dr. Paul had grabbed their 
penis and masturbated himself strongly when they were to slow in complying. After 
hearing about these strange proceedings, Dr H at first thought Dr. Paul was mad after 
taking too much dope.  
However, things did not stop there. Let me give you another example of how Paul and 
Eliazar Tumati Rose stole money.  
In 1982/1983, the ophthalmologist H. and some of his doctor friends had created an 
organization called "Titilagarh Rural Health Care Society." A few months later, Dr Paul 
and Eliazar registered another organization called "Titilagarh Rural Health Society" you 
can see very clearly the similarity of the name. 
The "Royal Commonwealth Society for the Blind" used to pay a sum of money to the 
organization to Dr. H. for each cataract operation performed on these poor villagers. 
Paul and Eliazar volunteered to write the reports for the British organization. Very 
quickly, they managed to steal some money, by diverting transfers to the real organization 
into the account of their false organization, the names being so similar that nobody noticed 
immediately.  

In 1984, when I returned to Belgium, I discovered that Paul had never passed any exam for 
medicine.  
He was not a doctor - he was a liar and fraudster, an actor. I was very angry at having been 

deceived. Therefore, I refused to send him the money I had collected in my country from my 
family and friends. Of course, Paul tried to get his hands on this money by any means. 
For this, he sent a letter written and signed by Eliazar T. Rose to the Belgian newspaper 
"Press of Belgium", as well as to a large part of my benefactors knowing their address 
because he had stolen the list. Through this act, he wanted me to assign, and collect the 
money and deposit it on behalf of AMG India International.  
Fortunately, among my friends, I had good advisers in Belgium and in India I did not to 
yield to the threats of Paul. Shortly after, I discovered the ruse. Indeed, the real name of 
AMG, was AMG International India and not AMG India International, which Paul had 
already registered as a new organization and fraudulently opened another bank account 

under in order to steal money. He had beautifully manipulated people from foreign 
countries to divert the funds sent to the real AMG to help the blind. The doctor then had 
major cash flow problems because of the thefts by Paul Dean. "  
2006 

Parivaraj asked me to open another foundation with two other people: Ruth Tumati as 
President, Mohan Dasari as treasurer, and myself as secretary. 
The name he had found was "Mary-Ellen Gerber Trust." The other is "Mary-Ellen Gerber 
Foundation Trust." 

-Why do you want to do this?” I asked. 
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-For security reasons for you and the children, in case the other foundation has any 
problems. The new one will not be active; however, it would be already registered for 
the appropriate function. That is regularly done in India. 
 
Not knowing all the laws of India, I accepted, thinking it would be an additional security. 
Therefore, March 23, 2006, the new foundation was registered under No. 321720 05AA, 
in Visakhapatnam, Andhra Pradesh, signed by Ruth Tumati, Mohan Dasari and myself.  
I then completely forgot all about it. 
 

2009 
At the end of July, after a heated meeting in the dining room in our village, everyone left 
by car. I then wanted to walk with Manmohan to decompress, when a car came at a 
brisk pace down the dirt road leading to our village. The vehicle stopped abruptly. It 
was Eliazar T. Rose coming back.  
 
He wanted to talk to me alone without Manmohan:  
 

-I came to tell you that it is ridiculous to make war when we could arrange things 
amicably. You could very well activate the second foundation that bears your name, as it 
has been inactive since its inception three years ago. 
 

-This is an idea, I replied calmly, without giving him an answer, wondering where the 
trap was.  
 

After the meeting, he had certainly called Parivaraj who told him to put this suggestion 
in my head. What for? I did not know yet. What I did know was that Parivaraj knew... 
For my part, I did nothing because now I was suspicious of everything about them. 
 
Shortly after, in August 2009, I discovered the reason...  
 
Letter (no. 8) sent April 23, 1984 by Eliazar T. Rose to Nathalie Nellens-Titilagarh 
Bolangir district Orissa 767035:  
 

"This letter is written on behalf of leprosy patients who live and work in Shantinagar, a 
village created for the rehabilitation of lepers in the districts of Sambalpur and Bolangir in 
Orissa (India). In 1983, Bro. Paul, a social worker for lepers, invited you to come and share 
the life of our community, including the work done in Shantinagar. During this stay in 
Titilagarh, you also visited other leper colonies under the aegis of AMG India International. 
Leaving India, you have volunteered to raise funds for this work. In Belgium, whereas you 
collected these funds for this purpose, you wrote to Bro. Paul explaining how you would 
transfer these funds to patients in Shantinagar. Now, Bro. Paul and I learn that you do not 
want to deal with us. We accept that, but that does not excuse you from not paying us the 
money you have recovered on behalf of Bro. Paul and on behalf of lepers of Shantinagar, 
and the purpose for which it was intended to be paid into the account AMG India 

International. A copy of your newspaper article attached published in Belgium, under your 
name clearly states the facts. Now, I invite you to pay the money directly to the account of 
AMG India International, which will execute the project if accepted by you and the 
directors of our organization and on behalf of patients of Shantinagar. ( accounts audited 
by the tax will be submitted ). I would have made my point very clear that the money 
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collected on behalf of lepers of Shantinagar is to be spent for their benefit. We hope it will 
not be necessary that the Indian government, the Government of Belgium, the Belgian press 
or from benefactors that you contacted to collect the money, examine this issue.  

Waiting for your immediate rectification in this case.  
Sincerely, 
Eliazar T. Rose.  
The frauds of Brother Paul are identical to those Parivaraj, aka Paul Dean. Indeed, the 
four characters of the Clan had fraudulently premeditated their actions, since the 

creation of the MEGF Trust in 2000. They always told me to set up a foundation, yet 
opened a sectarian Trust in its formation. They told me that Ruth would be the 
representative of the Indian foundation whose beneficiaries are the children, only for 
property acquired. As for me, I was founder in the eyes of all, since the initial funds for 
the creation of a children's village and their school education came from me. 
 
Eight years later, writing and signing her spurious emails, Ruth awarded herself the title 
of founder, adding that money from my sponsors should be sent directly to the new 
account recently opened by her. As for me, I was a mere volunteer who provided funds 
for the children. 

 
People who know my work and me for many years, were outraged by this defamatory 
degradation, others thought about stopping their sponsorship immediately.  
 

 
 

A RECORD OF HORROR 
 

ow, having discovered their dishonest actions of all kinds, and not wanting to 
withdraw my complaints, I quickly became a person who was very dangerous for 
them. Indeed, their undercover brothel, organized for child prostitution and 

established for a long time, could collapse. The written and filed testimonies in 
the Court by the children in 2008 and the ones from Titilagarh 25 years ago, now grown 
men, are the real evidence against the Clan, showing how their traps to destroy their 
victims, have not changed, during all these years. 
 
Email sent by Nathalie April 29, 2009  
 
"Dear Mary-Ellen,  
It's very kind of you, to keep me abreast of the situation in Puri. My eyes were almost out of 
their sockets when I read that Paul Dean, Eliazar T. Rose and his wife Ruth Tumati Rose 
are now circulating nasty rumours of jealousy, claiming that it is the cause of your 
complaint against them. My God, these twisted people are not only skilled liars; they are 
also completely insane, fit only for being locked up, because they are harmful to the entire 
population. To tell you the truth, I'm not so surprised, because Paul and Eliazar T. Rose 
tried to play the same comedy with me 25 years ago. 
 

In 1984, when I discovered that Paul was not a doctor, rather a clever charlatan, I became 
angry at being fooled by their beautiful lying words. Being very greedy for money, because 
he still needed to pay for his "boys" and try to bribe local authorities when necessary, Paul 
went berserk, he wrote another long letter with Eliazar T. Rose they sent, this time, to Mr. 
Yvon Toussaint, director of the largest newspaper in Belgium called "Le Soir". The letter, 

N 
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signed of course by Eliazar T. Rose, said that I had fallen deeply in love with Dr. Paul, for 
which he felt no reciprocity. So, in revenge, I decided not to give them money for "his" 
lepers.  
You see, Mary-Ellen, even after 25 years, Paul Dean has not changed, nor his ex-lover 
Eliazar Tumati Rose who remains today, Dean’s largest and faithful co-conspirator; always 
the same tricks, the same grotesque methods, always propagating rumours and lies, which 
are very dangerous.  
These two men are vile manipulators, liars, and so complicated too. I suggest you take the 
time to verify all the documents that P. Dean affected in recent years because he has been 
and still is certainly a very clever forger, having a hundred stamps of all kinds and all 
Indian authorities.  

Keep up the good work, Mary-Ellen.  
Nathalie " 

 
I asked Nathalie permission to mention her name as a source of information. Her 
response was immediate and emphatic:  
 
"Not only can you name me as a source of information, but I can also obtain a letter from 
the Belgian Embassy in New Delhi, stating that I am a" Bona Fide" person that can bring 
weight to your case." 

 
 

 
THE FIGHT FOR THE CHILDREN'S SCHOOLING 

 
aul Dean prefers to bribe others to do his dirty work, this was the case for using  
P. K Patra (Patro) to defraud, detour, and steal the money he managed. 
 

Between January and April 2007, for the construction of the school, Parivaraj 
appointed Patro controller of materials. He was the one in charge of checking the 
receipt of materials. For each order, he asked suppliers to increase the amount of 
materials and price. Then, he had it delivered to his own address removed the extra 
material for the construction of his own home. After that, he came to the MEG village  
with the rest of the ordered materials, which were then controlled by him. Thus, his 
three-storey house was paid by the funds for MEGF Trust.  
 
Several employees that were fired when they had wanted to talk to me had confirmed 

those offences by Patro. I also learned it from other people in Puri, as well as through the 
first boys that I had collected in 2000. These boys are men now, the mischief, and theft 
caused by Patro in the shadow are still fresh in their memories. They told me:  
-He had stolen everything, even the milk of the children, to take to his home. They want to 
punish him for the harm he had done to them and the harm done to the MEG Foundation.  
 

Patro had done exactly the same thing a year before with the construction of the 
dormitory by the volunteers from Quebec when 10,000 Canadian dollars were missing 
from the accounts. Patro could not do these manipulations without Parivaraj's approval. 
In summary, Patro was thanked with materials for his perverse services given to 
Parivaraj, but not in favor of the children.  
 
When the school year started again in June 2009, Eliazar T. Rose told the CWC (Child 
Welfare Committee) that MEGF Trust had not been registered and recognized "as a fit 

P 
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organization" in Orissa. Omission on their part or not, I did not know. 
Therefore, MEGF Trust could keep children in Pondicherry and Kothavalasa, because 
they were in other States, other laws. However, without my knowledge, the Clan had 
already returned all the children of Pondicherry to their families. The four orphans 
were placed in other institutions close to the village. 
Meanwhile, the MEG teens from Puri, in class at the second MEG village in Kothavalasa, 
seemed voluntarily sequestered, held as hostage in this Village, probably, essentially, for 
Parivaraj’s intends. 
 

I struggled to bring these teens back to Puri.  
 
Closing the village of Pondicherry, the Clan at the same time confiscated all my 
paintings, valuable furniture, my personal belongings, and souvenirs, all moved from 
USA and stored in this village.  
Knowing that the MEG foundation was not recorded properly, the President of CWC 
immediately ordered the removal of the children from the MEG village of Puri, back to 
their families with the exception of eleven orphans who were there at that moment.  

I asked my advocate to intervene via Shri Maheswar Mohanty, the MLA (Member of 
Legislative Assembly) in Orissa. An appointment was set up in Bhubaneswar with the 
MLA. I asked for the immediate resumption of school for the MEG children. Approving 
my request, the Minister straight away called the CWC President in Puri to clear my 
demand. To the great regret of the Minister and mine, we learned that for 8 years, the 
foundation was not recorded correctly according to legislative standards, by the 
President Ruth Tumati, and was not able to accommodate children. By her negligence, 
perhaps by premeditation, the Clan had deprived hundreds of children in continuing 

their education. Everything was collapsing; all my work for these children since the 
creation of my first foundation in 1997 in the USA, eleven years of hard work.  
 
I felt the bitter taste of being cowardly betrayed, as no doubt the benefactors and 
sponsors were feeling the same thing. Some still did not know about Paul Dean's 
treachery and about the fight, I had led against him and his accomplices. They thought I 
had betrayed them, too, because of what Mephisto had told them. 
 
The Clan appointed a new director, Manoj Kumar Pattnaik, living in Puri, to oversee the 
eleven children. Eliazar T. Rose paid him also for giving him information in order to 
anticipate and thwart the various actions of my advocate, because Pattnaik was also... an 
advocate at the Court of Puri. Patro returned from Kothavalasa and resumed his post of 
Chief of the MEG village in Puri.  
 
About the children of Puri who were sent back to their families:  I asked to the CWC 
members to allow me to take under my responsibility the maximum MEG orphaned 
children as I could financially take care of, as well as to support other gifted children to 
continue their studies, even if they still had one parent. I would take all with full board 
and lodge and would send them to nearby government schools, according to their ages, 
their academic progress and the available space in schools, as we were in early August 
2009, a month and a half after the start of classes. 
 
The CWC Committee told me kindly they would close their eyes, ears and mouth, letting 
me do what I wanted, because they realized that I was competent in protecting the 
children. Things had changed...  
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For the eleven orphans, it was no problem, the family members fully trusted me. The 
task was more difficult for children who have a father or a mother. Indeed, Patro had 
already passed in their colonies.  He had disparaged me and bribed them to prohibit 
them from giving me their children... It was unfortunate for the gifted children who now 
could no longer afford to continue their studies.  
Therefore, I rented three spacious apartments in a building on the outskirts of Puri to 
receive thirty-two foster children, including the five boys who testified against Parivaraj 
and his accomplices. During the previous three months, in order to avoid a potential 
kidnapping or blackmail, for these five boys, I rented in Puri, a large studio and an 
employee-cook who I knew well since she was fired for wanting to talk to me. She lived 
in the neighbourhood, so, it was easy for her to deal with them and accompany them to 
school.  
That way, I hoped to eliminate all threats or intimidation from Eliazar T. Rose or Patro, 
attempting to force these boys to withdraw their testimonies, which would release Paul 
Dean, as they had done, so many times. 
 

 
MEETING THE LATEST ATTACKS 

 
or these children, I wanted to fight despite all the calumnies. I wanted to support 
the five boys who had the courage to denounce Parivaraj and his gang, perhaps at 
the risk of their lives.  

 

We have a history together. We had supported each other in the worst moments, 
despite the direst situations. I stayed true to myself, to my beliefs, not giving into 
blackmail, faithful to the children and not abandoning them. 
 

The children, as well, have never abandoned me with their constant renewed mark of 
love, by their compliance and with their assistance whenever necessary. I keep all of 
this preciously in my heart.  
 

I continued to live in the MEG village Puri. I was careful to ensure the good treatment of 
the eleven children. Patro and Pattnaik had decreed that nothing would be taken out of 
the MEG village even the belongings of the children who were now living in the 
apartments in Kalpana. I, wanted to negotiate, they refused. Therefore, I ignored their 
permission.  
 
I asked Manmohan to collect me on his motorbike, the only vehicle we had, in order to 
visit the children daily, at times when Patro and Pattnaik were absent from the MEG 
village. Every time, I filled the luggage sacks of the motorbike with a big bag of clothes, 
Taekwondo suits, blankets, sheets, notebooks, pencils, finally, everything the children 
needed.  
I also have saved my paintings I had in Puri, without the frames of course, I rolled them 
up putting them in the big bag. 
 
However, daily attacks of all kinds from the Clan, their wickedness never failed to inflict 
more weight upon me, gnawing at my health. 
 

F 
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One day, Patro said furiously:  
 

“Go away, you are nothing here anymore.” 

 
Then he had confiscated all my mail, putting me in a terrible and embarrassing situation 
with my banks and pensions. It took me three years to restore their payments...  
These manipulations and the vindictive personal attacks on my character sent to 
sponsors by Ruth Tumati, completely discredited me at the time, making me lose my five 
foundations in the USA, Canada, France, Holland and India and sadder...  
They sent hundreds of children back to the streets, destroying their education as 
predicted me Eliazar T. Rose for forcing me to withdraw my plaint against these terrible 
children sexual abusers. 
 
This gang never for a moment considered the condition or feelings of the children. These 
little creatures were merely a means by which to steal, a currency exchange, a commodity 
to be consumed, willingly or unwillingly, for their pleasure, a device to effect their 
fraudulent actions. 
 

I needed to leave this place for at least three days, away from the aggrieving 
confrontations, which were constant in the village.  
 
On my return, the Clan had ordered the guards not to let me in anymore. On a large sign 
at the entrance of the MEG village, it read : "Foreigners are not allowed to enter."  

 
Eliazar T. Rose and Ruth Tumati reported to the press that I had gone for two months. 
A signed e-mail by Ruth Tumati was sent to the newspaper and to all my sponsors 
saying that I had left the MEG village two months ago, and they were asking them to 
send their sponsorship and donations to their new account!  
Echo to the same indictment that they have made to Nathalie in 1984. 

 
On three occasions, one month apart, Ruth continued to harass my sponsors, sending 
them emails riddled with false lamentations for getting money, such as sending pictures 
of children from June 2008 pretending it was a photo of children taken in August 2009.  
Yet, Ruth Tumati herself closed the Village of MEG children of Pondicherry and MEG 
Kothavalasa in April 2009. Patro and Eliazar T. Rose closed the Village of MEG children 
of Puri in June 2009. Therefore, there were no more MEG children in Kothavalasa, only 
those of New Hope. 
 
Still cheating, the Clan forced my sponsors to send their money to their new account, 
after using all the money of the foundation to release Paul Dean.   
To restore himself as master, Paul Dean had created a new web site, highlighting his 
accomplice, Ruth Tumati the president. This was the same scenario as in 1983 with the 
Indian ophthalmologist.  

By e-mail, I progressively put all my sponsors on guard concerning the perfidy of the 
Clan and the surprising actions of Mephisto. In return, I received encouragement from 
people who understood the situation, responding sharply to Ruth with her slanderous 
emails sent about me. Contrarily, I received emails full of insults from people amazed by 
the convincing words of Mephisto, and acting against the children.   
 
As I was driven out of the village that I have built for the children, I went to live with them 

in the apartments of Kalpana. We were happy to be together and live in peace again. I had 
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to ask the help of the police in high places to retrieve some furniture and personal 
belongings in the house that I had built with my personal funds. 
Now, being out of MEG village, I could not protect the children who remained under the 
orders of the Clan.  
 
I was obliged temporarily leave Valentine behind me. She was only two and a half years 
old.  

Of the eleven children, the teens did not want to stay with Patro and Pattnaik, because 
both were Chiefs of the Village in different positions, creating unbearable disputes. Even 
'faithful' employees came in to help us in our new facility seeking a change of 
atmosphere... The teens visited us in Kalpana, after their classes.  
The Clan have not failed to make us other difficulties; they forced these young people to 
stay in the village and banned them from visiting us at the apartments that Manmohan 
and I managed.  
These children knew who sincerely loved them and wanted to talk about the two new 
leaders who now had all authority over them. Shortly after, they had to write and sign a 
letter of discharge so that they could come and live with us. The three youngest, 
including little Valentine, had no power to leave, having no guardian. Indeed, Patro had 
discharged any liability for Valentine.  
I then learned that the document appointing him "Guardian" of the child was a forgery 
made by Paul Dean on a lawyer's letterhead!  

I was relieved and happy with this good news. We then asked the father of the little one 
to help us to save her.  
Certainly, he had abandoned her, but because of the precarious conditions in which the 
child was living now, he could assert his paternal rights just for the formalities.  
We assured the father, saying we would continue to raise and look after Valentine. 
Addressing me in Oriya, translated by Manmohan, he told me this touching phrase:  
 
“I gave my child to you, not to anyone else because I knew you would take care of her 
well. I will help you to save her.”  

 
The father had to do the appropriate administrative procedures. I gave a few hundred 
rupees to him for his other children.  
It took eight long months, during which we made every effort to recover Valentine and 
the two other boys as fast as possible. When the father was finally able to collect her, 
she had closed in on herself. Her eyes did not reflect the joy of life that had characterized 
her; they now denoted a great sadness. She did not even know how to smile. She was thin, 
in a pitiful state of health, her skin covered with scabies due to poor hygiene. The thirty-
two children, plus the eight teens, and I surrounded her with our love to heal her body 
and her soul and help her to find her smile of former happy days.  
 
We also continued our fight to save the other two boys, 10 and 11, who had never left the 
MEG village for two years, receiving no schooling. They were just fed and left to 
themselves, in this place, which had become a ghost village on 7.8 acres of land.  

 
They had no family to act in the same way that Valentine’s father did.  
Two years later given their present age, 12 and 13 years old, I was afraid they would 
become helpless prey for the paedophile Dean, because the children's village was under 
the control Eliazar and Ruth Tumati Rose.  
Thankfully, it did not happen.  
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We learned later that the eldest of the two boys was placed in another institution and the 
youngest released into the wild without us knowing it, or where he was. We heard that 
the MEG village was abandoned. Patro and Pattnaik the administrators had removed all 
the material belonging to the children in this village to place them in their own homes, 
including the high-tech sound system, last gift from a generous sponsor.  
 
 
 

 

 

 
 
 

Our beautiful Puri MEG Village became a ghost village 
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CHAPTER 13. 
 

LEGAL PROCEEDING 
 

he 10th of August 2009, the Vice-President of MEG-Canada wrote to me by email:  
"Dear Mary Ellen,  
I am forwarding you the letter that Ruth has sent to sponsors, and 

benefactors following of all the harassments and sabotages. What a desolation. I 
will send you another e-mail soon, C." 

 
After Paul Dean was arrested, I discovered the Ruth’s fraudulent actions that took place 
on April 2008 when she transferred the $24,000 children’s saving to her personal 
account. I sent her an email to use this money for the children’s expenses at the second 
MEG village in Kothavalasa. 
Totally ignoring my discovery of her, and my request to take care of the Kothavalasa 
children with this money, she sent a malicious lying email on August 10, 2009, to my 
sponsors, accusing me of cutting off the food to the children in the Village. By deceiving 
the bank, again, in Visakhapatnam, she obtained a photocopy of my personal bank 
account in Puri, showing transactions and transfers of my personal account in Los 
Angeles to my personal account in Puri.  
This transfer was necessary in prevention of a new fraud from her and from the Paul 
Dean’s Clan.  

Then, sending a copy of my personal account to the sponsors, Ruth Tumati stated that I 
had returned the money from the U.S. foundation into my personal account instead of 
the account of MEGF Indian Trust, of which she had control. This is exactly what I did 
not want to do. I wanted to deny her access to the money, because now, I had a total lack 
of confidence in all the other members of the Trust.  
She also sent a photo of the children, even of some who lived in Puri, about which she 
did not care.  
 
This masquerade, written on August 10, 2009, signed by Ruth Tumati, was intended to 
greatly undermine the confidence of my sponsors and make them believe in my greed. 
However, the most important reason for them was to encourage them to continue to 
pour sponsorship money for the children into the new account opened by her.  
 
This was the beginnings of other more violent and deceptive moves to cover my three 
previous complaints accusing them of sexual aggressions, collusion and fraud. It was also 
intended to engulf me completely.  

 
On August 14, 2009, nine months after the sale of our vehicle, which became a ruin from 
purposeful damage by Parivaraj, Ruth Tumati filed a complaint against "Mary Ellen 
Gerber and others ... She accused me of having forged her signature for the sale of the 
car. She also accused me of having wanted to "cheat" the Trust for failing to deposit the 
money of this sale for a sum of 30,000 rupees, ($650) into the MEGF Trust account that 
she had access to!  
This pittance was nothing compared to the million dollars I had already given of my own 
money to buy land for the three children's villages, some constructions for the 
foundation and finance for the maintenance of the children of the three villages until 
2008. The clan just wanted to transfer their own frauds onto my back, with the intention 
to impose doubt in the minds of sponsors, police and Judge.  

T 
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Ruth Tumati Rose, president of the foundation MEGF TRUST in India, has signed the false 
complaint to the Criminal High Court, laughing openly at the Judge, laws and police with 
this “so-called” statement of facts. The only reason was to create a diversion and 
concealment to obscure my three complaints against them.  

 
On this false certificate of sale, made obviously by Paul Dean, there was a false stamp 
affixed that neither Manmohan nor I had in our possession. This stamp was part of the 
collection of forged stamps that Paul Dean uses to make his false documents to be 
submitted to the Indian authorities and others. I signed a true bill of sale with the date 
next to my signature, the Indian way, as I used to do. On the false bill of sale, Paul Dean, 
as usual and in purpose, modelled and weakened my signature by multiple passages 
through a photocopier. The date was not next to my signature.  
 
Moreover, the complaint was based on the sale of our vehicle, as I said, intentionally 
damaged by Parivaraj who wanted to put this act of vandalism on the backs of Gunda.  
In addition to several other false documents, there was an "Affidavit" (no.10) 

photocopied multiple times in order to alter the reading, dated 22.1.2009, seven weeks 
after the sale. However, on this affidavit, my name was misspelt as "Gerbar" instead of 
"Gerber". Without realizing it right away, the same fault also appeared on other false 
documents with the stamp used by Paul Dean, to make the false document look 
authentic.  
 
Willing to further establish my guilt, Parivaraj had used the name of this famous new 
foundation he had asked me to register three years ago on June 24, 2006, entitled Mary 
Ellen Gerber Trust and not Mary Ellen Gerber Foundation Trust, same technique as he 
had used in 1985 in Titilagarh that destroyed the foundation for the blind people.  

Only Dean could be the author since he alone possessed the forged stamps and this 
technique!  
 
Finally, the signature of Ruth T. Rose was imitated. As well, I filed concerning this false 
complaint supporting evidence for each embezzlement discovered after the arrest, 
including the sexual abuse corroborated by the testimony of children, girls and boys: 
Dean and Eliazar T. Rose, covered up for each other. Before the Court of Justice in Puri, 
Paul Dean denied everything of course, by saying “Not guilty”.  
As I already mentioned,  I was next to him to hear it ! 
 

After the transference of the Police Inspector Debi Das, who himself had understood 
very well how harmful and corrupt Dean and his gang were, another Police Inspector 
Purna Chandra Pradhan, took over the case. Eliazar T. Rose had already been to the 
police station to give him his story, which was "correct" dependent upon a handsome sum 

of Rupees. I knew this, through another officer in the police force who did not agree with 
his chief and with his methods, and we were warned. We nicknamed this man, "the good 
cop" who never agreed to be bribed by Eliazar Rose. He wanted to help the children, as 
well as myself, because I supported their cause.  
The Chief Inspector, P.C.Pradhan, who we nicknamed "the bastard", came alone to 
interrogate me in the MEG village, once for seven hours, and two days later for five 
hours, for a total of twelve hours, he kept repeating the same thing over and over again 
during all these hours:  
-Remove your complaint against these people and they will withdraw theirs against you. 
Tirelessly, I replied:  
-Their complaint is false, fabricated with a false certificate of sale, riddled with lies, which 
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I have evidence to support - the testimonies of children who have suffered and 
testimonies of adults who also suffered from falsifications and the cruelty of these evil 
characters. They only want to hide the three other complaints I have filed against them, 
including the one million dollars I asked for in “Damage and Interest” in July 2009.  To 
ensure my words are correct, it would make sense if you take the decision to interview 
the children/victims. They do not lie and they will tell you who these people really are 
and how they had been so badly treated.  
 
The Chief Inspector did nothing.  
 

Obviously, Eliazar Rose had paid handsomely for his inertia... As well, he wanted to trap 
me because of the 2.5 lakhs (U.S. $ 5,200) he had received for this service!  
Another day, I was convened by the Chief Inspector of Police, PC Pradhan, Eliazar Rose 
was present. Before he started questioning me, he asked Eliazar Rose: 
 
“Bring me the deed of sale of the car that is in your folder. 
Immediately Eliazar complied and reached into the file, which we opposed. He took out 
the requested document…  
Amazing yet true!  
 

Since Ruth Tumati accused me of having forged her signature, a handwriting study was 
ordered. I willingly subjected to this test, as did Manmohan, Ruth, and others. However, 
I have never heard that Paul Dean did it!  
I remember when another Deputy Superintendent of Police of Puri gave his conclusion 
in English, about me: “She did not sign for Ruth.” 

 
On the other hand, I learned later that the police officer P. C PRADHAN would be 
requested to "lose" an important document that was allegedly falsified and signed by 
Ruth Tumati, which would have closed the case. 
This story echoed a similar case with the ophthalmologist in Titilagarh in 1984.  

 
I understood very well their trap. The Clan wanted me to withdraw my complaints at all 
costs, blackmail me, force me, then if I still refused, to put me in prison, to put me into 
oblivion. Because of this, I could not say out loud what many others thought and could 
not or would not do anything about.  
 
Rapidly, events began to unfold themselves. 
I scheduled my trip back to France for April 24, 2010. Early in April, the children and I 
had planned to celebrate my birthday on April 17th, 2010, instead of the 10th, because 
with this commotion, we did not want to spoil things on the day of April 10. We wanted 
this meeting because it was a way we could be together and feel more united. It was also 
an opportunity to renew our oath: "One for all and all for one."  
 

I also invited the adolescents of the year 2000, now adults, which we had visited a few 
days earlier in their village of Paradeep, where the cyclone in 1999 brought us together. 
They were scheduled to arrive on April 16th and depart on the 18th. This would allow 
us to meet before a good meal, to remind ourselves of the good memories and forget 
some of the unfortunate events caused by our tormentors.  
As I still did not give into blackmail, Inspector P.C Pradhan, arrived April 9, 2010 with a 
colleague at my new home in Kalpana, to say:  
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-Follow us to the police station. 
-Why, I replied? 

-Simple formality, he said.  
-Like what,? I asked him 

-As the birthplace of your father and other things. 
-If this is it, I can very well tell you here, I said very quietly. 
-No, you have to come to the police, he said in a superior tone. 
-I'm sorry, but I am not going to the police station without my advocate, I said dryly. 
-So call your advocate, he said.  
 
That is what I did. The inspector and his colleague waited.  
However, the Inspector did not know that a few days earlier my advocate had requested 
a further investigation by the Court, requesting my impunity during this time. Indeed, 
the Clan had sown doubt in this murky affair that became the word of Ruth Tumati 
against mine. This is what Paul Dean wanted. We expected this from one moment to the 
next. An hour later, my advocate phoned Manmohan, asking him to come to his office. 
He returned with the court document, giving me my freedom until April 17, 2010.  
 
The Inspector left very angry, because he had come specially to arrest me, on the "pretext 
of a simple formality" and had failed.  
 
The next morning at 6:00, he arrested Manmohan. What for?  Ruth Tumati filed a 
complaint against me and "others." As Manmohan was my closest collaborator and he 
had written the bill of sale of the vehicle, he was arrested. Distressed by this arrest, I 
went to see him as soon as permitted. He reassured me, as his cousin was a member of 
the Bar of the Court of First Instance of Cuttack, and he had immediately requested bail 
for his release. His release was expected from one day to the next.  
 
My advocate assured me that Paul Dean and his accomplices were determined to shut me 
up and make me withdraw my complaints by imprisoning me.  
He advised me not to stay in Orissa for my safety. Everything had changed quickly. I was 
free, only until the 17th in the morning at 6:00.  
 
We were expecting the imminent release of Manmohan to make a double celebration. I 
assembled the children, informing them of the latest news, giving them each a task, 
pending the return of Manmohan previewed no later than the 17th in the morning at 
6:00, which could be the same time of my possible arrest if I did not make a decision 
very quickly. This is what I did. I left on April 16 in the late afternoon from 
Bhubaneswar to Delhi by plane with a small hand luggage.  
 
As I refused to capitulate, they sabotaged my five foundations claiming outrageous 
calumnies and by lodging a false complaint in an effort to have me prosecuted. I left 
Orissa 12 hours before the Police arrived to arrest me. I have since been a more 
effective force in supporting the children outside India and am continuing to finance the 
needs of the MEG children in India until they reach their 10th class or until they have 
spent five years in university. I stayed a week in Delhi in a small hotel away from this 
nightmare that enveloped me.  On April 24, I flew to France, as expected. 
 
Manmohan was released on April 17th at 6 am. 



181 
 

IFE ACCORDING TO CONTINUING 
TO HELP THE CHILDREN 

 

 
 

MEG children living in Kalpana Complex, studding in four different schools  
 

 arrived In France and found a rented apartment in the town of Avallon, birthplace of 
my mother's family. I bought furniture and clothes, because I had nothing material 
left.  

 
The most important thing was that I had saved, my freedom, allowing me to continue the 
fight against the scourge of paedophilia.  

My fight was now to liberate the children as best I can. 
 
Since 2009, year of the great debacle and the explosion of my foundations, I still 
continued to follow the 32 children with full board, however at a distance. For some, 
until their 10th school certificate in the terminal class, allowing them to work 
immediately. For others, until they have ended their five-year of University. Then, they 
can acquire qualified positions, if they have the capacity.  
From my personal account of Los Angeles, and monthly, I transferred the amount to 
cover necessary expenses, upon presentation of receipts and bank statements sent by 
Manmohan, thereby ensuring their daily living, the tuition for their education and the 
daily practice of Taekwondo to defend them. The children had regained their serenity. 
The only thing that was missing now was laughing together. That is why, once or twice a 
year, I met them in India, outside the state of Orissa. We were happy to have a good 
holiday together.  
At the same time, it allowed them to discover their vast and beautiful country, in New 
Delhi with its beautiful public gardens and Mughals’ vestiges, in Agra to marvel at the 
famous Taj Mahal, Goa former Portuguese State, with the oldest Church in India, dating 
from 450 years and in Calcutta with its beautiful buildings, etc…  
Sometimes, I rented a villa to receive them, other times we stayed at a hotel. Wherever 
they went, they met new friends, receiving donations of clothing and other things. We 
were happy to live the present moment, away from the bustle of the past and 
unnecessary evils. Back in our respective homes, we communicate daily by email, Skype 
Face Book or phone, strengthened by the beautiful energy of love for each other until we 
met again.  
 
Meanwhile, with the assistance of Manmohan and Arohi, we established fifteen 
kindergartens in leper colonies, in Orissa. A mistress or master was engaged in each, at 
three hours per day. By giving these underprivileged children a small school-base, it 

I 
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allowed them to learn to read, write, and count. We opened 15 kindergartens, employed 
15 teachers.  Armed with this basic background, at the age of seven years, they would be 
able to enter in public school to continue their studies if it was possible for them. Before, 
the government did not accept them because they were illiterate and because they lived 
in leper colonies. I have given schooling to 514 children all together. 
 
In 2009, I sent fifty letters, describing the massive sexual assaults on minors to many 
people connected with organizations for the protection of children. One of them was 
addressed to the Government of India National Commission for Protection of Child 
Rights, in New Delhi. Four months later, I received a response of two lines, saying that 
my complaint had been registered and would be investigated. I never had any other 
response and the case is still ongoing, 10 years later, in 201 ...  
 
My efforts with the Indian authorities resulted in absolutely nothing. Aware that Eliazar  
T.Rose, the Clan and their lies, the fabricated documents, the bribes, had far more 
weight than the simple truth of a foreigner and abused Indian children.  
Having always hated the injustice done to children, I decided to act differently. I thought 
the best way to expose these heinous acts and reveal the truth about the facts 
experienced by the children and I, was to write this book bringing to light, the real 
names of sex offenders against children and their accomplices. As well, not forget to 
mention the people who had tried to help the children and were forced to stop, 
blackmailed or intimidated by Paul Dean's accomplices.  
 
Another example is the wife of a very important person in Puri. She volunteered to open 
a new foundation for continuing to help children in Orissa. We send the proper 
application to the Court. One month after this, her husband received a warning from his 
superior saying if his wife went ahead with her intentions in this new foundation, he 
would lose his job… 
Having narrowly avoided jail for a crime I did not commit, I just rested for a while in my 
beautiful Burgundy. I wanted to write this book; however, the recent experienced 
painful episodes were still haunting me. That is why I left things hang a little.  
In November 2011, I had reserved a plane ticket for India leaving on January 15, 2012. 
Providence has assisted me putting myself in front of my virtual commitments to write 
this book. I fell down and cracked my right shoulder on December 29.  
 

Good-bye to my trip, welcome the white pages of my book! 
 

Immediately after medical treatment was carried out, I started writing my book on the 
4th of January 2012. I tentatively titled it “Breaking the Silence”, because the whole 
story was based on silence about paedophilia. 
My observation on this subject has shown me how the wounds of a violated child never 
close, in some cases even when adults. They retain a latent resentment, a time bomb 
ready to explode as soon as the opportunity arises. Ever present, ready even to point of 
personality transfer onto other innocent people, in order unintentionally satisfy the 
need for revenge, and caused by the silence imposed upon them by relatives or people 
close to them, who had abused them, who found no support or help in their distress.  
 
This sad case of sexual assaults by Paul Dean awoke a deep sharp pain in three adult 
volunteers from my foundation. 
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On 21 May 2010, Mephisto wrote me the real reason why he had acted so fiercely 
against me:  
-I left India very troubled. In fact, the story of the abused children awoke violent 
memories within me that I thought I had forgotten. It took me some time to get over it 
and I ask myself every day if I was right in completely destroying your foundation. 
  
The same thing happened to Petronilla, my Dutch friend, who had also suffered serious 
abuse when she was four by a person in the family. The mother had imposed silence.  
 
An identical abuse story for the volunteer who was abused at 10 years, whom I had met 
on the beach, and who had, as an adult, insulted me.  
The pain and frustration of these three adults, not being understood and supported 
during this painful period of their childhood, left them with traumas and unhealed 
wounds that could be opened by any psychological shock.  
 
All three had each made a personality transfer to me, believing in Mephisto's gossip. 
Their need for revenge caused by the silence and pain they experienced had rallied to 
overwhelm me due to the sins of their relatives, which they then directed towards me at 
the time. Their resentment, which they believed buried, had suddenly resurged.  
 
Unfortunately, this transfer of personality directed towards me, plus Mephisto's 
vengeful actions, had dire consequences. As a result, he destroyed the hope of hundreds 
of children to return to school, and he destroyed my five foundations at a breakneck 
speed via the Internet.  
 
After reading Mephisto's e-mail, I asked him to admit his mistake to those who had 
innocently believed him, and reveal himself the real reason for all the calumnies - to do 
this in the hope of restoring the real facts and repairing the harm he had done with my 
relatives.  
 
He never did...  
 
A very good friend, sponsor and member of the MEG-Canada Foundation, wrote to me: 
-Francois (aka Mephisto) has done too much damage that discredited you terribly. 
Because of that, the MEG-Canada foundation is finished... 
 
Another friend in Montreal told me : 
-It is unimaginable as everything happened so fast, overwhelming you everywhere at 
once. I admit I do not understand what happened. It was as if an explosion wrecked 
your foundation, which was working so well. I have the impression that they want to 
take you to the slaughterhouse. What for? However, I feel you as sincere now as I have 
always known you to be. 
 

All this happened despite the reality of the facts that Paul Dean is a pedophile and a 
paedohebephile, corroborated by the children’s testimonies, which permitted his 
incarceration in prison. Doubts peddled by Mephisto's interpretations gave a clear 
advantage to Paul Dean - doubts and gossip amplified from all sides at the speed of a 
cyclone, which Paul Dean knew how to take advantage of, by assigning to me his own 
fraudulent misappropriation.  
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I was in the heart of a devastating madness where, deeply troubled, the sponsors, 
mentors, benefactors and volunteers, did not know where to find the truth. 
 

In 2013, I sent a kind letter to Mephisto. I offered him the opportunity to repay his debt 
of 10,000 euros by monthly payments. The money would be paid into the account of the 
new Association: “Rompre le Silence pour Liberer l’Enfant” (RSLE)  for the children's 
studies. The letter came back to me. I sent it to another address. It came back to me 
again....  
 

Yet he signed an IOU giving me his word of honor to repay this money no later than May 
10th, 2010... It never repaid it, and he has returned hundreds of children to the streets 
because of his slanders.  

 
JUDICIAL IN 2014 

 
y stay in January-February 2014 marked my thirty third trip to India with the 
children. I warned Manmohan that this time I wanted to see them again, in Puri 
this time, where I had not returned for four years. Without saying anything, he 

was very worried. However, he said he would take special care of my room and he 
would be my bodyguard. The children were in middle of their school exams, and I did 
not want to disturb their concentration in such moments.  
 

In agreement with Manmohan, I went first to Kerala, a great area that I always wanted 
to visit, and of which I keep fond memories. My friend Beatrice from Paris, as we had 
planned, she joined me after she had spent a week in Pondicherry. Taking the 
opportunity of her presence in this town, I asked her to go on the MEG Village and take 
photographs. She brought me very interested pictures! 
 

The children’s examinations were completed while I took the direction of Bhubaneswar.  
What a surprise to discover the airport, being renovated and luxurious, had changed 
during the past four years. I arrived at dusk. In India, being closer to the equator, night 
falls quickly around 6pm all year round.  
I hid under a wig covered with an Indian shawl during the journey to go where children 
had lived for five years.  
Manmohan escorted me to a studio he rented for my brief stay. The children of course 
knew nothing about my visit. Their surprise and astonishment could not have been 
greater.  
Happiness reigned supreme in this small place. I stayed four days, during which 
Manmohan asked me not to leave. That is why, when children or he came out of my 
studio, a padlock locked me inside so as others would believe that it was unoccupied... 
The children came to visit me before and after school. On the last night, we celebrated 
Valentine's seventh birthday and took beautiful photos in their large apartment. 
 
Although I was "forbidden" to leave my studio for safety sake, I wanted to see my 
advocate because the day after my arrival, I learned that Ruth was involved in "illegal" 
sales transactions of the MEG Trust land. Concerning this land, she had no right to sell it 
as no verdict had been pronounced in my first trial against them, since in the words of my 
advocate, sale of properties of the MEG Trust, even those of Pondicherry and 
Kothavalasa, are blocked by the first complaint.  

For more understanding and before exposing the following facts, I want to emphasize 

M 
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that the Indian justice is still conformed to the rules of Anglo-Saxon law.  
 

I learned that the advocate engaged to defend me in the Court of Cuttack, for the false 

complaint that Ruth Tumati had presented, had not done anything. Could Eliazar Rose 
also have bribed him?  
He was not in the Court to represent me and defend me with my request to cancel this 
false complaint. So, my request was cancelled, restoring credence to the false complaint 
of Ruth Tumati.  
Which meant clearly that the Court declared me guilty of facts alleged by Ruth? For that, I 
had to be imprisoned. Actions and strategies of Paul Dean ... and executed by Eliazar 
Rose, as usual. 

At the time, my advocate in Puri could not do anything because the trial was outside his 
jurisdiction. I asked him then:  
-What is still possible to do at the moment, with such a verdict? 

-The only thing is to ask for your bail” he said.  
-What benefit would bail give me, I asked him?  
-You can come to Puri freely by official order of the Court of Cuttack. Nobody can arrest 
you. From my side, I'll be able to return all dossiers to Puri. On the other hand, I'd argue 
your first three trials against them as they are still in force. Then I will be able to prove 
that they had created a diversion in respect of your complaints, he said.  
-It will still take five years. I told him. 
-No, not this time, because for the past two years, I became President of the Bar of the 
District of Puri. I can act accordingly, because I learned about the treachery of your 
opponents and your fight for the children. 

 
Everything then seemed plausible.  
He convinced me. I signed the documents to obtain my bail and paid the 50,000 rupees 
($650) demanded.  
Manmohan told me that since my arrival and during the four days that followed, police 
cars had been prowling around the building day and night. The police were asking 
questions about me to those who came, Manmohan, the custodian and manager of the 
building, and the children, said nothing about my presence in order to protect me. No 
one talked. Manmohan was informed that orders had been given to the police to detain 
me upon my arrival in Puri. Certainly, the corruptor Eliazar T. Rose had been able to 
"influence" the authorities, yet in doing so; he demonstrated the extent of his guilt. 

 
I returned to France safely. A month later, I had to return to India to obtain the final 
Court documents.  
Upon arrival at Bhubaneswar airport March 25, 2014, I went into the toilet to put on my 
wig to travel incognito. I went to a comfortable hotel 30 miles from Puri. I immediately 
informed my lawyer of my arrival, who was ready to act before the Court to assert my 
rights, now signed and ordered by the Court of First Instance of Cuttack. According to 
the court, the documents had to be presented at the Police Station in Puri for final 
registration. I waited calmly that day in the hotel/restaurant where I was still writing 
this book and living this story in the present tense...  
 
However, in India, you have to be patient and bend gracefully before imponderables. 
The election period was to take place in April, it began earlier ... As a result, the Court 
suspended its functions during the last days of March. My advocate, also surprised by 
this new situation, informed me:  
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-Sorry, time is against us as the election will extend throughout the month of April, then 
in May there is the big annual holiday, then in June the atmosphere of work is restored; 
however, there is an important festival, The Ratha Yatra, also called the Chariot festival.  
Finally, everything was postponed until July/August. Since no one can oppose the 
rigours of the Court, my advocate acted in the opposite direction to save time and avoid 
me having moved for nothing. Therefore, his strategy was to act. First, to the 
Commissioner of Police Basili Sahi in Puri to assert my rights, signed and ordered by the 
Court of Cuttack. This would allow me to live some joyful moments with the children.  
I want to illustrate in detail the following, to highlight the determination of Paul Dean 
and Eliazar Rose to gain my incarceration.  

On the day I had to leave at 3:30pm to go directly to Puri and arrive there at my 
advocate's office at 5pm, he was delayed, and of course, we arrived late at 7pm, instead, 
for this appointment. His assistant, who provided the documents requested by the Chief 
of Police and a brave peasant, who had agreed to be my guarantor being a landowner in 
case of my escape, met my advocate and me. For this service, I willing gave him 20,000 
rupees ($250) because this money would certainly help him, in his modest life. We 
arrived at the police station at 8:30pm. No sign of the chief of police - it was too late. 
After waiting and a discussion in Oriya with my advocate, the police officer on duty 
announced to me in English: 
 
-I cannot put you in jail Madam, because the law prohibits stopping a woman at night, so 
you will have to come back tomorrow! ...  
 

Happy about of this providential delay and knowing that I could not be arrested until 
the next morning, I decided not to return to Bhubaneswar, and spend the night happily 
with the children. None of them knew about this second fast trip. I knocked on their 
door - surprise, euphoria, long hugs. We spent a nice joyful evening together. Again, the 
next morning, we went to the police station. The Chief was present. My advocate whose 
corpulence, over 200 lbs, commanded respect, was ensconced, in an armchair and did 
not move throughout the debate. The discussion was in Oriya, I understood only a few 
words, as well as the name of Rose (Eliazar T. Rose), which occurred four times in a very 
full-bodied conversation.  
An altercation became increasingly rough when my advocate responded tit for tat, yet 

calmly, in a loud voice to make himself be heard. His assistant had the requested 
documents mine and those of the brave peasant. The chief of police asked for my 
passport. After having given it to him, I stood a meter away, waiting for his order to sit. 
There was controversy about the address that was recorded on the Court papers, which 
was different from the one printed in my passport.  
I tried to capture some of the words I knew in Oriya, yet much of the communication 
consisted of an impassive gaze and facial expression without words. After 10 minutes, 
the Chief asked me politely to sit down.  
After half an hour of very lively and intense discussion, the Chief opened a cupboard 
filled with archives, in all directions, as is customary in ancient public institutions of 
Puri. He took out my file containing instructions of Eliazar T. Rose. A new, virulent 
protest was the response of my lawyer...  
 
Very slowly, the Chief opened a drawer and pulled out two blank sheets of paper, stopped 
and pondered this controversial situation, which occasioned lively protestation from my 

advocate. Meanwhile, on my side, I asked heaven to give my advocate responses impact 
that would stop this ride...  
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Finally, slowly, sighing, the Chief took a pen from the drawer. Then very gently, he took a 
layer of carbon paper from another drawer. He placed it between the two sheets and 
stopped to think. I sensed a great embarrassment had arisen in his mind akin to treason. 
His facial expressions betrayed him. Around him, silence, we waited. 
 
After a great significant sigh that did not, escape anyone, the Chief began to write without 
stopping... when finished...he asked me to sign it. 
 

In Orissa, the Police, the Court in any facility relating to the law, you do not affix a 
personalized signature, you write your full name in capital letters that is what 
constitutes a signature. I signed calmly. Everything happened in total silence. Now, the 
file was complete, registered, and ready to go to the Court. The Police had no further 
complaint against me.  
 
After we had left the police station, I asked my advocate what the Chief said during the 
conversation when four times I detected the name Rose. His response was consistent 
with what I had already figured out ... Eliazar T. Rose, Paul Dean’s right arm, had done 
everything in his power to convince the Chief of Police to put me in jail. My advocate did a 
good job. Now the danger was behind us.  
 
In summary, regarding the fake complaint against me, certainly under the command of 
Paul Dean, Eliazar T. Rose had arranged with the other advocate of Cuttack of the 
criminal Court of Cuttack not to ask me to come to the bar and be absent the day of the 
hearing, thus preventing me from defending myself.  
 
Also, Eliazar T. Rose gave the Chief Commissioner of Police Basili Sahi in Puri, his own 
fabricated version of the facts. So much so, that the Chief of Police was convinced of my 
guilt, his intention was my imprisonment.  
 
This would have neutralized me in order to pressure me, one last time, to withdraw my 
first complaint against them. That is why Ruth T. Rose SIGNED in her false statement 
against me that I had committed a criminal breach of trust. 
  
In reality, she simply projected onto me her own criminal acts in covering her complicity 
when she participated in Paul Dean’s liberation with the money of the MEGF Trust, which 
was a Breach of Trust. 
 

At the resumed hearing of the Court, my advocate will be able to present my other three 
complaints registered in the Court of Puri in 2009. He will be able to add very important 
facts. Breach of trust committed twice by the Clan and still unknown to the Court, by 
having sold the land of Pondicherry to a Real Estate Co. I have photos. Also, that Ruth 
Tumati had no right to exercise her position as president before the end of the trial for 
any sale of the MEGF Trust.  

 
Over the years, forgery and fraud recidivist, Paul Dean, has not changed either the way he 
obtained funds to pay the complicit silence of those around him. Always, he repeats the 
same pattern used on other people in other places.  

 
He acted the same way with me from 2000 to 2008. Then, with Maggie Nohan 1989 
until 2009, with Nathalie from 1983 to 1985, and certainly with many others, as with 
the Japanese Katigiri retired couple who funded many constructions in Kothavalasa. 
They are still unaware that they sponsored the same children that were sponsored also 
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by the MEGF Trust. Multiple sponsorships of the same children equal more money 
because, for Paul Dean, it is a story about money not about happiness of children.... 
 
There is a statue of limitations for the prior acts of Paul Dean. On the other hand, his 
current frauds and corruptions can be compared to his antecedent embezzlements and 
taken into consideration because they are identical, and no limit of statute has been de-
passed for his actual crimes...  
 

Documents show that India, Australia, and the UK all agree with the Indian Police appeal 
of alarm regarding this dangerous Australian paedophile Paul Dean. The police 
considered Paul Herbert Dean to be a real danger to children if released.  
Several newspapers have interviewed numerous witnesses. They have collected the 
testimonies of children, who had remained silent for years, silenced by fear. Paul Dean 
has a long history of sexual abuse of minors, children aged 10 to 16 years.  
 
He went to jail several times during the past 40 years, including recent cases of 
complaints about child pornography, yet he always escaped or was released by his 
acolytes and accomplices, threatening witnesses to remove their complaints, delaying 
investigations and trials in different locations to save time.  
 
Paul Dean also exploited the innocent people who had faith in him. In addition, Paul Dean 
is an extraordinary forger, as he has proven repeatedly by his false passport and visa to 
enter India.  
 
How was he able to escape justice for so long?  
 

In 2012, the Minister Veerappa Moily of India said that the Indian Government was 
working on a bill for the abolition of bail in cases of paedophilia. Organizations for the 
protection children are afraid that the recent cases of paedophilia committed by Paul 
Dean will be dropped because Indian prosecutors have taken too long bringing the case 
to court.  
 
Christine Beddoe of ECPAT (End Child Prostitution, Child Pornography and the 
Trafficking of Children for Sexual Purposes) in the UK states that: 
"More the cases of paedophilia drag on the more the chances to hear witnesses fade." 
 

In 2009, I phoned Melbourne Australia, and spoke with Bernadette McMenamin, 
President of Wise Child, and member of the International ECPAT global network 
represented in 77 countries, to prevent the sexual exploitation of children.  
Ms. McMenamin was aware of my complaint in India against her compatriot Paul Dean, 
and his arrest.  
She frankly told me that she and the Australian government were tired of the inertia of 
the Courts in India, and helpless to apply for Dean's extradition, as the Indian Court has 
not given its verdict.  
 

I visited the Chief of the Federal Police in New Delhi after his personal approach in Puri. 
He told me that this case was more complicated than he thought.  
Indeed, the Australian police wanted to extradite Paul Dean for a long time, but they were 
powerless to do so before the Indian Court in India pronounces a judgement.  
The reason is that the law says a person cannot be tried twice for the same cause in two 
different countries. The tactics of Paul Dean are always the same: deny all charges in 
order not to be judged. 
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RECENT NEWS 

 
ovember 2008 to July 2014, more than five and a half years later, the Court has 
not yet given its verdict on Paul Dean's trial. I did not know that a subject as 
serious as paedophilia could take so long to be tried, despite a new arrest in July 

2010 in Visakhapatnam.  
 

The case of Dean Paul has become internationally a complete and total embarrassment 
for the legal system and government of India.    
 
For such an exceptional foreign criminal (without passport and visa) who is using 
the diversity and complexity of the Indian legal system to his own advantage, a 
national trial based in Delhi, setting JUDIS PRUDENCE should be held, appointing 
an impartial judge to settle this very particular case.  
 
That would avoid the possibility of corruption, limitations of state territory, 
denying a release simply by bail, and taking into account previous offences...  
 
A coordination of Courts needs to be established to end the lies and manipulations of 
the offenders, and taking into account the evidence of children/victims, reproduced 
many times in different places, for the same reasons. That justice would no longer be so 
slow and complex that the limit of statute is de-passed.  
 
Currently, in many countries, the rapist is favored over the victim and the raped child is 
made to feel guilty.  
 

It is time to change this shameless attitude for the good of the children who will become 
balanced adults, instead of making more unbalanced psychologically scarred members 
of society.  
 

I would never have suspected a paedophile was prowling stealthily in the guise of a 
priest who made us participate in his religious services. I would never have imagined 
that a doctor I saw to be very attentive to the health of children, a teacher and scholar 
who enjoyed meeting the volunteers in our children's villages, was also a paedophile 
who deliberately destroyed the future of hundreds of children by silencing them with 
abominable threats and the retention of their school certificates.  
 
People who will recognize themselves in this book and have the urge to sue me in court 
should know that I have much evidence in my possession that I have not yet revealed. 
 
I certainly will not hesitate to present this evidence if they consider attack me again. 

  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

N 
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CHAPTER  14. 
 

UP DATE 
 

s I have stated, Ananda Paul first recommended me to Paul Dean. In 2008, during 
my investigation in to Paul Dean's life, I decided to check also the man who had 
recommended Dean to me. I discovered a disturbing similarity between them 

both in reputation and in conduct. So much so that looking back and given the 
information I now possess concerning Ananda Paul, who in fact was K.A. Paul, real name 
Anand Kilari, I wonder if I was not "set up" from the very beginning of this story. 
 
As it is not my intention to digress from the subject of this book, I never the less reflect 
upon the real relationship between Paul Dean and Anand Kilari and his choice of a new 
name "K. A. Paul and calling himself Dr Paul". Indeed, in the early 80s, did Paul Dean 
also called himself "Dr Paul” as well as “Dr Bro. Paul”?   
 
Yet this is merely conjecture on my part and the only fact I have concerning K.A. Paul is 
that he certainly knew Paul Dean very well. If you wish to know more about K.A. Paul go 
to Google and search for (K.A. Paul Wikipedia). On the Wikipedia page for K.A. Paul click 
the first link under the heading external links, entitled Kilari is a very big Kilad. 
 
This year in August 2014, the couple Katagiri Kazuko visited the New Hope Village in 
Kothavalasa, therefore, I presume they were still completely unaware of the true nature 
of the New Hope Rural Leprosy Trust Foundation. 
 

 
 
 
 
 

MY COMMITMENT 
 

ith this book, I want to testify and warn, prevent future suffering, and reveal 
mechanisms of corrupt paedophiles, paepohebephiles and pimps, who do not 
hesitate to utilize a thousand tricks in order not to be condemned. 
This story is a cautionary tale and I wanted to describe the manipulating 

prohibitions, threats, the wickedness, lies, and betrayals that these children and I have 
suffered.  
My hope is that through this book, I can encourage the children to talk as soon as 
someone tells them to be silence or after they feel they have been abused in any way. This 
is the first clue. By speaking, children stop any possibility of harm by the abuser and aid 
comes forward to protect them.  
By keeping silent, the children play the game of the paedophile who feels strong and 
becomes a recidivist paedophile acting with impunity to better rape and murder our 
children. Unfortunately, they leave behind psychologically maimed victims who 
sometimes go as far as to commit suicide to escape their tormentors.  
 
Unfortunately, some other victims filled with bitterness and psychologically destroyed, 
reproduce the same patterns as their executioners, becoming paedophiles to relieve the 
stain they themselves have suffered.  
 

A 

W 
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Christine Beddoe of ECPAT wrote: 
"Police and other professionals, who have not come into contact with child 
trafficking often, don't understand how traffickers control their victims and how 
children are disciplined to respond with silence or with a series of well-practiced 
lies". 
 
Through this testimony, I want to forewarn, parents, families, schools, parishes, 
wherever there is a community with young children.  

 
I was always very confident in the word of others and that is why I was deceived. 
Nowadays, it is not enough. We must guard against any beautiful words, sharpen our 
curiosity: a words, a look, a gesture, a reflex, an attitude, a hesitation, or anger, are all an 
index that can inform you, before giving your confidence. Without falling into paranoia, 
today in all circumstances, I consider first those keywords, summarizing thusly:  
 
"Let a night pass before going further."  
 
This case has affected me terribly, having felt a fierce hatred against Paul Dean and his 
accomplices. I did not want that to remain within me. I wanted to act effectively and 

objectively in this matter based on its own merits. One must have lived very near the 
horror of discovering the rape of their children to resort to such harsh measures.  
 
So, Gentlemen of the jury, don't wait for your own children to be raped or murdered to 
act, do it today for the children in your home, your city, your country, your planet.  
 

I sincerely wish to thank all those who had helped me and provided human warmth in my 
fight for justice. Justice so that many other children will be spared such ordeals.  
 

In this sad story, I am just a grain of sand, a witness to revolting shocking events. If this 
little grain can stop the system of well-established paedophilia and paedohebephilia by 
Paul Dean, if I could change the course of the unhappy lives of many children in the 
world, then I would be happy to have lived all suffering, humiliation, and theft that I had. I 
could then tell myself that this painful experience has been lived for a positive end if it 
deters certain adults from the practice of sex tourism or other on poor children mired in 
poverty and used as toys for other’s sexual fantasies.  

 
Felix, the young 9-year-old boy, who came to our MEG village of Puri with his parents in 
2004, contacted me. He wanted to visit us and see his childhood friends.  
 
We agreed that we would meet on my return to India. 
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SIX YEARS LATER 
 

ince 2009, Manmohan Bhanja was the children's supervisor. He was assisted by 
Arohi, who while continuing her studies, took care of the accounts relating to the 
logistics of the children.  

She was very efficient and as this work was part time, she was paid accordingly. For my 
part, I saw in Manmohan, a man dedicated to the honorable principles of the Martial Art 
Taekwondo that had been demonstrated and proven to me, for many years. 
 

At my request, adolescents of 15/16 years who had completed their 10th class and had 
one or both parents had to move back to their families, and according to their abilities be 
entered either in the University nearest to their homes or to seek employment close to 

their residence. Each year, Manmohan transferred the academic record of each of the 
teenagers who left us. The parents then took over their education, which I had taken care 

of for 14 years. Some girls had relatives in Puri, with whom they could stay and continue 
their studies at the same university where they had started. Manmohan then gave me 
the names and addresses and the contact details of these adolescents. 
 
With full board and lodge, there were only ten minor children, including little Valentine, 
who was now seven years old. The fifteen kindergartens counted five hundred and 
thirty children, making five hundred and forty children in school.  
 
All was well. 
In April at the end of the school year, as usual, I repeated my request for the contact 
details for the following year. 
 
In September 2014, I had just finished the last pages of this book, when fate plunged me 
back into a situation I had experienced six years earlier. Indeed, Manmohan sent me an 
email that made me instantly suspicious: 
 
“Arohi is no longer a person who can be trusted, she left without notifying us.” 
 

My immediate reaction was, why? 
 

I knew the story of Arohi, a victim of Clan Dean repeatedly. Such a message concerning 
her denoted some secrecy on the part of the one who had formulated it, his word 
against hers. This strangely reminded me of the way Paul Dean acted when he accused 
me of his own thefts. 
 

The next email, Arohi gave me her version: 
A tale of daily harassment and violent beatings by Manmohan. She was part of Kalpana 
Complex, living there with the ten other orphans. Previously, she asked him for her ATM 
card and pass code which had been in the possession of Manmohan since opening her 
account.  
She was distraught. She had just discovered that all her savings, gained through her 
work for five years, totalling to Rs. 83,000 (about $ 1,200), plus the cash donations 
Eleni, her godmother had sent her, all had disappeared from her savings account.  
Surprised, I asked her to tell me everything. Arohi had great confidence in Manmohan, 
who had opened the account. However, instead of giving Arohi's address at Kalpana 

S 
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where she lived, he had given his own personal address and telephone number in the 
information requested by the bank. Upon the arrival of her bankcard, Manmohan 
informed her that he would withdraw money at her request, as he preferred to keep her 
card and pass code for the sake of security. This happened only a few times because 
Arohi was fully supported by me, like the other children. 
In 2010, Eleni had financially assisted her in obtaining a black belt in Taekwondo. Later 
in 2013, the Indian government allowed her to give self-defence classes to students of 
her university. Arohi spent nothing and so thought her savings account was growing. 
 

However, in May 2014 when the deception was discovered, there were only Rs. 6,000 or 
$85, showing large successive withdrawals, and it was apparent that Manmohan had 
emptied her account using her ATM card and pass code. 
 

This scam made me ask her a thousand questions, to which she replied frankly. I 
learned that Manmohan had acted the same way with another orphan who finished her 
fifth year of study in University and also taught self-defence to students to make some 
pocket money. 
 

The revelation of other important things made me buy a plane ticket as soon as possible 
for India to interview the other orphans. Meanwhile, I also learned that teens, supposed 
to return to their families or live at the addresses in Puri given me by Manmohan still 
lived in Kalpana. Why had he ignored my instructions this year? Was it for a 
premeditated reason? 
 

Following this information, I sent Rs 10,000 ($160) to Arohi to help her, I then ceased 
paying Manmohan his salary, using a truth as pretext. Since April, I had not received any 
receipts, bank statements, or expenditure documents and we were almost in September. 
However, I had continued to pay rent, food for the children and the teachers' salaries for 
the 15 kindergartens in leper colonies. 
 

When Arohi told me that the teachers had not received their salaries, I also ceased to 
send them.  
 
Felix joined me in Puri. Providence sent him because this young man of 20 years, now, 
was incredibly effective during all the trouble caused by Manmohan.  
 
On the 11th November 2014, I arrived unannounced at Kalpana. The children told me 
later that Manmohan had sent the clandestine teenagers away, at emergency speed, 
when I arrived in the building. 
I immediately gathered ten children, Manmohan, and also Arohi, who was forbidden by 
him to stay in Kapana. I asked Arohi: 
-Manmohan wrote to me saying that you are no longer a person who can be trusted. 
What have you done? 

-Nothing, she replied, “but he has robbed all the money from my bank account, that I 
saved since 2009.” 
 

Manmohan became furious, claiming that he had never done that. He started to push her 
away; he was shouting as soon as that she opened her mouth. He grabbed a cricket bat 
to hit her with. He stopped only when I shielded her in order to protect her. It was 
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obvious he wanted to silence her by force to avoid her revealing his theft. 
 

Then furious, he threatened the other children in Oriya, finishing his sentence with 
"maridebi". I knew the meaning of this word “I'll kill you” for I had heard it before 
shouted by Eliazar T. Rose when he threatened me with death when trying to force me 
to withdraw my complaint against them. Supported by my presence, the children 
braved the threats of Manmohan and translated the phrase for me: 
 
“If you say one word, I'll kill you.” 
 

Immediately, I left the hotel where I was staying to come and live with the children at 
Kalpana. The girls knew no one in Puri, had nobody in confidence to protect them.  
My coming for them was their deliverance they had broken the silence. They spoke of 
sexual assaults by Manmohan some with minor girls who soon after had been returned 
to their families and had been married to other men. The girls who talked to me had had 
no sexual intercourse with him - he had just fondled and touched them only. 
 

Beforehand, Arohi had told me Manmohan had abused her. He had promised to marry 
her to have sex. That is why she had accepted, and as well must remain silent about it. 
When she surprised Manmohan in a compromising sexual situation with another girl, 
then with another, and then learned that he had promised marriage to her also, she 
rejected him, declining to have anything to do with him.  
He then severely beat and raped her, saying: 
 
“Understand! I get you whenever I want, and whenever I need it. No one can take my 
position here and I can do what I want with you all.” 
 

Arohi had suffered his violent blows several times, which is why she had run away and 
had then contacted me. The other girls confirmed the words of Arohi, adding details 
about sexual approaches of Manmohan. 
For two days, I had to bite my tongue pretending to know nothing of these revelations 
in order to protect the children because Manmohan was staying under the same roof as 
us, he on the first floor, and us on the third floor of the Kalpana complex.  
With the help of Arohi and her external friends, we finally found a home to relocate the 
ten children to in the city of Puri. 
I asked Manmohan to give me his resignation, and the records of each child. He called 
the guardians (or guarantors) of the children in the second apartment used as an office.  
 
Before I arrived at the rendez-vous, he had persuaded the guardians not to give me 
custody of their children. That's what I learned from the children, only two guardians 
did not agree to give me their children. 
Upon completion of the move, I had a meeting with Manmohan in the office of his 
lawyer to obtain the missing documents and the repayment of the girls' money, they 
were with me. Manmohan was late, in the meantime, the lawyer and I talked about the 
reason for his cessation of activity. I informed him about testimonies of the children, 
that Manmohan had sexually assaulted several minor girls. Extremely surprised, he 
said:  
-I never thought he was like that.  
-Me neither, I said.  
In response to the theft charge from the two girls, Manmohan presented invoices 
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spanning a period of two years and claimed to owe nothing to anyone. I then asked him 
for the computer that I had paid for so that the children could write to me at any time, 
and that Manmohan had dishonestly given to his nephew. He then went berserk with 
me as well as with the two girls for having broken the silence that he had imposed on 
them. He left fuming. It was beautiful proof of his guilt.  

 
Manmohan's aggressiveness continued ... In the days when I was staying at Kalpana, he 
had sent the police to annoy me; however, I was in order. Then he involved the owner of 
the apartment who arrived furious: 
 

-Where is the stranger who lives here? he proclaimed 

I pointed straight in front of him and said: 
-I am the stranger who sends money every month to pay your rent. 
His anger immediately vanished, giving way to a man stunned and grateful. I added that 
Manmohan was involved in indecent acts with children. 
 

I wanted a meeting of the Masters and Mistress's of the 15 schools, but Manmohan had 
phoned them, forbidding them to meet me without his permission. Only one teacher 
refused to comply with this interdiction - the first of the Puri colony, teaching there 
from 2006.  
 
My determination to listen to complaints from the children and not his, gave him the idea 
to send a letter to the main direction of the CWC (child welfare committee) to denounce a 
French person who secretly harbored minor children in Puri, giving our new address. 
Four members of the committee CWC, followed by their camera operator arrived in our 
new apartment, Saturday, Dec. 15 at nightfall around 18:00. 
 
-Why are you holding these children? The Chief asked me dryly. 
-I travelled from France, because the eldest of the children sent me, a SOS, asking me to 
come urgently to protect and save them. 
 

Their surprise was visible. The children then regained their courage and with reassured 
voice, began unveiling the heavy abuse by Manmohan. I listened to them talk in Oriya, 
their rapid language, expressive and determined. I marvelled at it. I felt the children's 
courage before the authorities, who listened very attentively to them. Finally, they could 
talk without being hit or threats.  
 

Then the new President of CWC arrived, followed by the Police Chief of the local police 
station. The camera operator was filming everything quietly.  
 
After a while, they thanked me for my initiative, adding: 
-Our Duty, Madam, is to immediately take the kids with us. 
Hearing this, the children began to cry, they were clinging hard to me, begging the 
authorities not to separate us and asked them to stay with me. Moved by this 
spontaneous and sincere display of love, they then went onto the terrace, to speak and 
not to be overheard. They spoke together for very long time. 
Meanwhile, I consoled the children saying that their sorrow was also mine, hoping for 
leniency, faced with sovereign government authority. After 15 minutes for their 
decision, they turned to me and said: 
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-Madam, we find that children are very attached to you. We also feel that you acted for 
their good. For these laudable reasons, we will amend our rules. We allow you to stay 
together for the weekend without going out, and then you will appear Monday morning 
at 10:30 at the CWC office for questioning. 
 

At this news, the children and I fell into each other’s arms, laughing. The camera 
operator was content to film this happiness. 
 
Monday morning at the appointed time, we were in the office of the CWC. The President 
and its members were present, as well as the President of Child Line, another 
organization for the protection of the child, whom I had met in 2009 during the Paul 
Dean saga, yet at the time was unable to do anything. Before the session, he came to 
greet me and he strongly shook my hands. This gesture made me glimpse a happy 
outcome for the children.  
Indeed, he had brought a complete file on the Dean case and my involvement in 
defending children. He has been a great help, this time. 
 

All the children were interviewed separately and each wrote their testimony. The eldest 
girls above 18 then made their statement to the police, in the Court before the 
investigating judge and in the hospital before the doctor designated by the court. They 
also reported that three boys and one girl were forced by Manmohan in Kalpana to 
perform heavy work, after class to pay for their food. 
 

For my part, I had prepared and printed my police report. My complaint against 
Manmohan Bhanja was recorded. This time, the CWC has taken over the legal costs to 
thank me for defending their children twice. I filed a complaint against Bhanja, 3rd Dan 
black belt in Taekwondo, for sexual assaults on minors. 
 

Voluntarily, they did not mention my name to the press to prevent me from being 
bothered, as I was for Paul Dean’s case. Then they asked me to talk to the children, to 
make them understand that for their own good, they will stay in the Ashram orphanage 
of the CWC and will be fully supported until the new Society in India "Break the Silence 
to Liberate the Children" is registered in Puri. It will take a few months; in the 
meantime, they will be cared for and be able to continue their education in the same 
schools as in the past.  
 
They cried again, yet, it was necessary to resolve this, it being the only option. 
 

That same Monday night December 17, 2014, the denunciations of Manmohan turned 
against him because he was arrested by the police of the district, accompanied by 
members of CWC, for sexual assaults on children, assault and rape of a female employee, 
and unlawful restraint of minors.  
CWC immediately took the four children retained by Manmohan and placed them under 
their protection in their orphanage. 
The following day, several newspapers in Oriya and English seized the case to make it 
known to all India that a paedophile Manmohan Bhanja, Master of Taekwondo, with 
photo support and with television coverage, was arrested at Puri in Odisha. 
Every moment I thought I’d relive the same type of abuse as from Paul Dean and his 
accomplices.  
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Felix remained with me, by my side, without fail. He was a great help. I thank him 
sincerely. 
 
The next day the children had already found new pals, they were not sad, and slowly 
their lives resumed their rhythm, elsewhere and differently. Now, they and I were in a 
legal and supported situation. 
 
On January 1, 2015, to thank the 115 children of the CWC for welcoming kindly their 
new friends, I offered a huge cake for all, accompanied by many chocolate bars, which 
brought a smile to faces of these children, and was a joy for me. 
 

Since 2009, I kept the bitter taste of the ineffectiveness of CWC to protect 
children, corruption of the police by offenders to disfavor the child, the slowness 
of the Court to judge a serial paedophile, recognized by many testimonies of 
children and adolescents and the death of two of them, which had been ongoing 
for 30 years. 
 

I was alone to fight against all. 
 
In 2014, I was pleasantly surprised at the extraordinary efficiency, 
understanding, cooperation of the CWC and the police for the protection and 
support provided to poor children and me for having defended them against a 
second paedophile.  
 
Manmohan Bhanja spent 17 months in jail.   
 

 

2015 
 
Another mysterious death occurred when a young man in his 20s died while working and 
living in the New Hope Office in Visakhapatnam. This doubles as a residence for Paul Dean. 
He was befriended with AKI’s members, they telephoned very often, a few days after their 
last call, this young man was found dead. The cause of his death was never cleared up. 
Given the phone calls and e-mails exchanged between Eliazar T.i Rose and AKI, presenting 
three contradictory causes of death, including a hanging, again. This whole thing was 
extremely suspicious and echoed the first and surprising hanging of a boy of 12, in 
1985, after having sympathized with the sponsors… Why Dean imposed silence 
between the children and me? Just out of fear, that they reveal to me some hidden 
things ... 

 

2016 
 
AKI, a German Charity Organization, sponsored New Hope Rural Leprosy Trust for 31 
years. AKI discovered that Eliazar T. Rose had diverted monies for purposes other than 
those outlined to AKI. In response to their request for proof of these expenses, Eliazar T. 
Rose evaded answering and responded alleging child abuse by AKI members. Again, that 
echoes my third complaint in 2009, for not to respond to expense clarification 
requests. 
 
In response, AKI commissioned ECPAT, Germany and the world's leading anti-child-abuse 

organization, to examine the case. ECPAT confirmed in writing on 17.05.2016 after 
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extensive research in India that: 
  

All the accusations against Paul Dean, also published on 
the website of the MEG Foundation, are true. Eliazar 

Tumati Rose is his confidant. 
 
Further Investigations against P K. Patro and Eliazar T. Rose were not subject of the 
report. 
Proof: The whole statement is on the table of AKI 
 

http://www.ecpat.de/index.php?id=65    

 
 
AKI has informed of this very sad situation a lot of Charitable Organizations Worldwide 
who support NHRLT. After they made their own investigations,  

 
Eight organizations immediately stopped their support. 

 

 

Why have children been silent for so long? 
 
Most being orphans and feeling helpless due to their lacking any trusted-adult support, 
the children were afraid of retribution if they talk to the authorities or to anyone else. 
However, finally, despite the terrible threats made by Parivaraj (Dean) and Eliazar T. 
Rose, five boys had the courage to speak out, just because I told them: 
 

“I want to help you”. 
 

Since, the Children have liberated themselves from the silence and have found 
a certain “joie de vivre”, even if such wounds remain buried in their memories. 
However, they all grew up, their studies allowed them to have a descent life 
with a good job. I am so happy for them.  
E-Book Page 112  

 

 
Since 2013 
 
I am continuing to help children in India and in France who need my experience in 
this matter. I had created another French association called:  
 

Rompre le Silence pour Libérer l’Enfant (RSLE) 
 

(Break the silence to liberate the children) 
 

 
2018 

http://www.ecpat.de/index.php?id=65
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his short summary of a long and complex narration is my last hope that all the 
Paul Deans and accomplices in the world cannot destroy the lives of children with 
paedophilia, exploitations and mistreatments. I wish they would be taken to 

account very seriously. Hundreds of children have been victims of Paul Dean, thousands 
of children are sexually abused every day on this planet.  
 

With reference to the Convention of the Rights of the Child, in the context of the case 
described in this book and through a new Association: 
 

Rompre-le-Silence pour Libérer l’Enfant (RSLE). 
(Break the silence to liberate the children) 

 

I hope all those who today are fighting for the rights of the children in the world 
will read it so that these Children’s Rights will be recognized worldwide - because 
children are not a commodity to be used.  
 

I really hope that an International Law be implemented for the 
Abolition of prescription for any act of sexual abuse on minor children 
and women. 
 
This law would eliminate, at the base, many crimes and rapes in the world, as well 
as a lot of unnecessary suffering. 
 

I offer my testimony, among others, to support the cause of the fight against 
paedophilia and paedohebephilia because there is nothing worse than to 
harm a defenseless child, who can be bruised forever.  

 
It can happen to your own child. 

 
This solidarity must continue around the world and beyond me. 

 
We need International Justice to stop this massacre of young innocent souls, because: 

 
  

"Power is not only for oneself, but to help others overcome 
injustice." 

 
Nelson Mandela. 

 
 

 
 
 
 

LET US UNITE TO SAVE DEFENSELESS CHILDREN 

T 
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n order to avoid other children unnecessarily suffering, YOU also who read this, do 
not remain silent,  simply by denouncing a paedophile or a paedohebephile and 
reporting to the Police, any information you may have, wherever you are. 

Do not wait until your own child becomes a victim.  
  
This incredible story is not a novel. It is a reality, what’s more is news, which 
surpasses fiction with horror. A book that informs about an actuality relating to the 
fate of the children abused and walled up in silence. A book denouncing sexual 
predators whose mode of action causes outrage. A book that restores hope by 
encouraging the child to break the silence. 
  
 

MANY THANKS 
 

 would like to thank the following people for their collaboration in the realization of 
this E-book in French and in English.  
Nathalie et Sylvianne Nellens –Marie Montard – Robert Valere - Sally Sara -  Sally 

Taylor - Amina et Phileas. 
 
"I thank especially Jean Rousseau, who passed away since. He was deeply involved in 
MEG-Canada Foundation, of which he was Vice-President with Johanne his wife and son 
Felix, for many years. Thank you to my real good friends in USA, France, Canada, 
Switzerland, UK, Italy, Belgium, and those from Québec who have always trusted me, 
especially in the worst moments. Thank you very much to all the sponsors, benefactors, 
volunteers. 
 
“I sincerely thank the children whose courage has allowed me to write this book. I thank 
them for having been able to overcome the fear and silence imposed upon by their 
aggressors. This courage was the detonator that gave an opportunity to others to 
liberate themselves. “ 
 
I have fully funded this book to tell the world what is happening in some communities of 
children under the guise of "so-called" good reputation foundation. 
If one day, these children's stories can generate funds, I will write in my will that my 
MEG children in India will receive some money for their courage to talk. 
The rest will go to my Association:  
 

Rompre le Silence pour Liberer l’Enfant (RSLE) 
Break the silence to liberate the children 

 
Rompre le silence is a non profit organisation registered under the French law 1901. 

Number: W891004088 
 

 

Remember children, the first step is on your side: 

BREAK the SILENCE to LIBERATE YOURSELF 

I 

I 
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In the autumn 2004 a US producer from Los Angeles made a documentary about the 
lives of the children in MEG village Puri: "Mothering Children in Need" You may watch 
this documentary  at   this website address; 
http://vimeo.com/105510264 

 
Together help us to continue the fight: 

 
New Hope Rural Leprosy Trust and New Hope India 

Operational and Deceived Fundraising Websites,  
which raise funds for the exploitation of  

defenseless children and adolescents,  
with entire impunity. 

.  
Mary- Ellen Gerber 
Founder/President 

 

This Book is copyright: Mary-Ellen Gerber. 2015. 

http://vimeo.com/105510264

