My Memories of Louie by Rosalind Campbell
My first introduction to ‘cousin Louie’ was as a 9 year old staying with my grandmother Betty Litchfield (nee Stewart/ Wilson).  Gran made a special point to write regularly to Louie and encouraged me to follow suit.  Louie’s letters came on lovely soft blue paper in a blue envelope with the stamp already on the printed. (I was a great stamp collector then so felt a little cheated).  The letters were often illustrated and written in fountain pen with lots of additions up the margins.
These early experiences set me up when years later at 23 I met Louie and Gavin in Bristol.  The pictures Louie painstakenly drew of the garden/house etc came to life. Gavin introduced me to schnapps, (which had to be sipped in small doses due to its high alcohol content).  I learnt about life in Sweden during the war, Louie’s experiences at Lusleigh on the farm providing nourishing meals for the children following wartime recipes, rearing ducks and growing veggies. Louie always spoke of it as a great adventure, which also included the time spent in Bristol during the airraids.  I can remember the 2nd house they lived in Bristol as though it was yesterday. The long narrow hallway, the small scullery (where I helped peel potatoes and slice beans), the cupboard under the stairwell, the dining room, the sunroom at the back of the house and the small garden out back.   It was a big, noisy family occasion as Steve and Dianne were there with Tim and Sarah, and I felt really welcome.  I especially remember some of the beautifully illustrated Swedish books Gavin had collected while teaching in Sweden.
This was to be one of many visits I made to Louie and Gavin’s from 1978 to 1982.  I met most of the family including Lenny and Richard in Potters Bar, Peggy at Camden, Furlongs and Higgins House.  I visited the home of Joy in St Albans where my Gran had many happy memories. In fact St Albans had such appeal that I found a job there as a chef and trained at Casio College Watford.  I lived there a year before moving to South Kensington to work as a chef at the Stafford Hotel for 2 years. 
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 Louie was very keen on family history and trees and took great delight in showing me some of the illustrated family tree books she had prepared by hand for family members.  My cousin Jenne Litchfield and I were very privileged to be given our own personal copies.  We both had our individual family trees to complete which linked us with all the English cousins.  Back home these provided great interest and envy.

 I returned to England in 1985 after a 3 year trip back to NZ.  This time I continued my studies as a chef and qualified as a teacher in Further Education to become a college tutor in Hospitality studies.  By this time Louie was living in Somerton with Gavin. (I have a photo of Louie in my bedroom, of her living room showing some of the many books Gavin and her collected over the years). I was to spend another 9 years in England so made lots of visits to Louie over this time.  The most memorable however, was when I fell very ill with chronic eczema. Treatment at the homeopathic hospital in Great Ormond Street, Russell Square really ownly touched the surface, but while there I was advised to see a psychotherapist.  I couldn’t stay with my partner in St Albans as it was a stressful environment not OK for anyone with a stress problem such as eczema.  Louie opened her doors for me for 6 weeks until such time as my mother arrived from NZ with a one-way ticket back to NZ, unbeknown to me. 
I have such fantastic, special memories spent with Louie during this time.  We played lots of rummikub, scrabble, completed jigsaws, took drives to the local trout farm and had baked or panfried trout with almonds, potatoes and green beans. I painted the inside of the garage dark green, while Nancy attended to the garden, and Louie worked on the family tree via her computer. 

I shall always remember the loving, caring, optimistic and positive woman whom I came to love and regard. When she was younger she made a great tour guide showing us local historical places of interest with countless tales to tell, which brought the villages and lanes to life.  I have great memories of Cheddar Gorge, Wells Cathedral, Bath, Bristol, Chewton Magdor, and villages around Somerton.

We had lots of discussions and open conversations.  Louie was never judgemental but always loved a great debate. I learnt so much from her, and my life is all the more enriched to have been fortunate to have known her. Louie and Gavin have a fantastic family and legacy to be proud of, some of whom have visited NZ.  I really hope more will continue to travel and make their way ‘downunder’ and use my home as their base.  I live in my grandmother’s home where I was first introduced to cousin Louie, so it’s only fitting that the legacy continues.  God bless you Louie and all those who have had the great pleasure to know you.
