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PREFACE
I had to overcome a great deal of dread before I could bring myself to share
some very personal experiences with others. It particularly concerns a period, during which our life was radically changed. Only after eight years
could I show Anita part of the notes I made during this important period in
my, and our, life.
It seemed as if the time for doing so was suddenly there, and as if I was led
to the moment at which I was to show them to her. And although these
notes, including the ones concerning Anita’s life, were very personal, we
both came to the conclusion that we should publish them.
Anita went through great suffering. By a miracle she survived and recovered.
Maybe it all was a substitute or an open ‘parable’ for certain people, like the
suffering and death of Jesus Christ was a substitute for Mankind, so that we
might never have to go that way. With regard to Anita’s suffering I mean
that people who haven’t actually experienced something like this might be
able to learn more through her experience it and maybe come to a similar
understanding of Life.
We had the questionable honour to look Death in the face, which had tried
to claim Anita. But something, I would rather say Someone, came into our
lives, Someone stronger than Death. Someone who overcame Death.
During recent years I have read several diaries: Anne Frank, Etty Hillesum
and the life-story of Nita Edwards. Our own experience may be less spectacular, but in Anita’s life a miracle took place just as big as in the life of the
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last person.
What led me to bringing my more or less spontaneously written notes into
the open now? I didn’t write them down to be published and the rest of my
personal notes will probably never be.
The reason that was because of a request friends from California made to
Anita and me; they asked us to give a testimony on video, about this period
in our life.
Anita, particularly, had already told others of her illness and recovery and
also at the Women’s Aglow fellowships. On this occasion I reached for my
old dictations. As we went through the whole story together, we realized
that here was a chance to let more people know about our testimony.
Not everyone has had an experience like this. Although I wouldn’t wish
something like it on anybody, it sometimes seems as if every person needs a
crisis in their lives before coming to a certain consciousness about Life. The
post-war generation hasn’t known a general period of crisis. Maybe that’s
the reason why so many people don’t think about their lives more fundamentally. Prosperity blunts.
Besides, we Europeans have such a long history behind us, so many ages of
civilisation, of theology, so many persuasions and theories, that we’re literally
full of it.
We’re spoilt and have become blasé. We need new sensations over and over
again.
In a spiritual way, we’re only attracted by new forms of mental training and
methods of self-development or new paranormal appearances, especially
those from foreign cultures.
Every person has a certain longing for mysticism. But do all those technical
skills answer our questions? Are they the solution the world is waiting for?
What can they offer you when a catastrophe hits you?
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There’s an old message that’s still good, it seems it has more power than
ever before; the wonderful Gospel of Jesus Christ. After 1976 I started to
examine that message again.
I made a report of my wavering steps and it’s included in this book. I only
made a few changes in my report. Of course, I had to change a few names.
I didn’t add anything to the chronological notes and hardly anything has
been left out. My Dutch publisher rightly pointed out that my diary showed
the events just from my point of view, and that Anita’s experiences and
backgrounds weren’t mentioned. That’s the reason Anita also tells her story;
she does it with little repetition and she describes the things totally from the
inside. It would have been a pity for her own testimony to be left out, as it
all started with her.
At the end I give an impression about our life after all those years, and just
some thoughts.

PREFACE FOR THE ENGLISH EDITION
It is with gratitude that we see an English edition of this book has been accomplished.
The idea of an English version came from Edith Geurts, who also made the
first translation. Dave Bennett was so kind as to give a lot of suggestions and
Helen Jesze was very helpful by finishing the English version.
To them we would like to express our thanks and also to Lies de Leeuw,
who was willing to help with the administration.
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DIARY-NOTES

April 4th-5th
I have no time. It’s half past midnight. I have to go to bed. Last night it was
three in the morning before we got to bed. Tomorrow, today I mean, I
have to go on training-exercises. All night long I’ve been busy getting my
military junk from the attic and putting it in order.
Where’s my military passport, where has my nameplate gone? Anita is
asleep. I’ve done some paperwork.
In all these collected thoughts, I paid little attention to Anita. Generally our
relationship is so good, it needs no special attention.
Our happiness is so self-evident; it would only be annoying to repeat these
things again and again.
We have known each other since spring 1964, so that’s for over 12 years.
Our relationship is unique. We are an awe-inspiring, good couple. I’m still as
much in love with her as I was 12 years ago.
And if I have any say in the matter it will never change. It might be that I
don’t speak out completely in these notes, but there’s no doubt about the
following matter; if I have become someone, I owe it a great deal to the fact
that I have Anita and that she’s always there. She took away one of my biggest uncertainties.
Not until 1965 did I become someone. That was when I started cabaret and
became successful. If I am correct, I moved in 1965, from a dull student6

apartment to the inner city of Leiden.
And only since 1965, I began to make some advances with my study. I realize very well that when it comes to a great number of things, I am a ‘latedeveloper’.
I still reproach myself daily that during my High School years and the first
years of my university study, I’ve been so indolent, so unmotivated. I’ve
changed so much, it’s hardly imaginable.
What has happened to Anita? She has also changed, maybe even more. I
could write a book about it all. She has become a personality. She used to be
a dependant creature, first on her parents and, later on, on me. We became
something together. At the start we both were nothing.
Today we were unrestrained in love. A quiet Sunday. A peaceful breakfast,
to church with our children Pieter and Marlou, a youth-mass, after that we
played soccer and we jogged in the Wantypark, we had a fondue bourguignon and put the children to bed and then we packed my suitcase together.
Friday evening from nine until half past ten, I went to a meeting at Mrs.
Scheepbouwer, who had invited all the employees and office personnel for
company.
I got home at a quarter to one in the morning, no later than all the others.
But something was wrong. Sleepy Anita came down and didn’t say a word.
It was clear I deserved to be punished. Finally she complained of being
alone. Besides that, my attitude towards Pieter really left much to be desired.
Pieter cries a lot lately, he gets upset very easily and is very difficult.
Never mind. That Saturday we all went to Amsterdam and visited the Van
Gogh museum.
We had a drink with my former house and study friend Robbie and his wife
Marian in Hilversum, then we ate at Ton and Ieke’s (Anita’s brother and sister-in-law) who live in Nieuw Lekkerland.
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By the time we got home, I noticed Anita had drunk a little too much. I
only realized it later; I didn’t drink because I had to drive.
I will tell you later about our silly conversation. It has really frightened me.
Now I’m going to get some sleep. After that, I’ll be away for a week and
when I’m back again, I’ll tell you more about it, if I can still remember and if
I still think it’s that important.

April 11th-12th
I’m back again. I promised I would tell you about the conversation we had a
week ago.
I don’t remember it all exactly, but I will say a few words about it.
There’s a microbe that ‘attacks’ some women. It can be a bacillus, a bacterium, a virus or something like that. Women begin to feel useless, inferior or
exploited.
Oh, how can I analyse this? Maybe they even don’t know themselves;
maybe the cause of it lies somewhere else.
What is happening to Anita every three, four weeks? I really don’t understand.
It’s a feeling of unrest, more than just depression. It seems like some kind of
resentment, followed by a release of pent-up feelings. She really is a different
person then. She wants to be a stranger to me. Maybe it’s less frequent than
I describe above. Once every two months or so.
Then she’s ‘contaminated’. She feels like a feminist or something like that. I
can only guess at the background. She’s the headmistress of a kindergarten
situated in a deprived neighbourhood. Once a week she makes a house-call
and sees the circumstances in which these people live. She meets the mothers of the schoolchildren. The men are at work and earn minimum wages.
Anita just can’t understand these women accepting an income of 250 guild8

ers or so a week, for a whole family. These women are filling their days by
trying to make ends meet. This might be a reason. Besides, there are some
other reasons pointing this way. One evening when I was away, Anita saw a
documentary on T.V. about the position of a very well off woman in the
States, if I remember well, who had nothing to do. The woman did nothing
else all day long but get dressed, keep the house, make sure dinner was
served when ‘hubby’ got home and be a lust-object for the night. Women
like this know they have to give themselves two or three times a week, because their dear husbands have their mind on it every couple of days.
This is what our conversation was about that Friday, April 2nd. If a woman
faces a man, her husband, with ideas like that, there is no love. But that
wasn’t really what it was all about.
Friday evening I had a go at Pieter that started it all. I didn’t love Pieter. It
might be that she mentioned this the next day. Yes, I believe she did. It was
Saturday evening when we spoke about it more deeply. That Saturday
morning she considered taking the children and driving away for the weekend, when I would have a go at Pieter once more.
I told her that I didn’t go at him unjustly. Besides it was just a little incident
without any meaning. And all week long she herself had been yelling at
Pieter because he stuttered so much. Sometimes I can be angry with Pieter
because his behaviour can be far below the mark, day after day. I don’t
smack him, because I’m afraid of Anita; she’s so touchy and emotional that
she would take Pieter’s side against me, for sure. Pieter once broke his little
finger while leaping the ditches, and even that time Anita assumed that it
was all my fault. I think Pieter needs a spank every week or so. That would
be a relief to him and to everyone else.
Anita is constantly strained, mostly because Pieter stammers in every sentence he speaks.
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She looks for a reason and sometimes it’s me. Then I am the one to blame
and if she has to take sides, she says, she would take them against me, the
stronger person, to side with Pieter, the weakest. I really believe that this is a
boundless lack of appreciation of the facts. Our attitude towards Pieter is
basically not different. She protects him a bit more, that’s all. If I have to be
hard with Pieter, it takes only 15 seconds and after that we’ve forgotten all
about it. Anita however, doesn’t forget.
Saturday evening we talked. Actually I should forget all about it. Anita drank
too much. But I just want to write it all down without going into any details.
She was on her way back to having a normal relationship with me again.
Our visit to the Van Gogh museum in Amsterdam, to Robbie and Marian
in Hilversum and to Ton and Ieke in Nieuw Lekkerland, had helped our relationship. Still, I started a conversation because I had no peace of mind
about the whole matter. She had an aggressive attitude. She was extremely
angry, probably because I hadn’t talked so much that day and she was right
about that. These kinds of disagreement really touch me. Too much maybe.
I’m a bit oversensitive.
I have spoken about our conversation previously. Actually it wasn’t a hard
conversation at all. It was more Anita’s tone that made me sad. Those little
annoyances I discovered through her words. The apparent lack of love that
I felt in her was real at that moment. I told her I married two totally different people and I asked her, which one was the real Anita Buurman. This
weekend, after a week of training-exercises, I could simply feel it. She told
me yesterday, she didn’t understand how on earth she could be such a terribly awful person. When I told her that it was the evil, the devil in every person, she fully agreed.
But she’s still ‘contaminated’. Indeed, she’s slowly becoming more resistant,
I hope.
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Since Friday evening all is at peace again. Being totally in love without any
distractions. So it takes a lot of effort to write all this down.
Of course I shouldn’t forget to blame myself as well. Not only does a nation
get the government it deserves, an old expression says, but I also believe
that, to a certain extent, every man gets the woman he deserves.
If Anita is to be unhappy (something I have my doubts about) then I would
be guilty as well.
Our conversation that Saturday evening, April 3rd, also had a very positive
side; she told me I had always given her the freedom she needed and I never
limited her in whatever she wanted. On the contrary, I stimulated her enormously, she said.
There’s nothing wrong between us. Today gave me proof of that and so did
yesterday. It was a great weekend. We both calmed down. But let’s not go
into detail. Anita wants to have another child by me, if I succeed in giving it
to her. A third child, the last one for sure. We have to be careful. This
morning she was grumbling in bed. I didn’t say anything about it. After a
while she stopped and said she caught herself grumbling. It wasn’t meant for
me. From that moment she was so sweet, all day long. And as long as she
sees it that way, all is fine. Then she’s the real Anita!
This ‘problem’ doesn’t seem to be very big. Anita has always been very depressed. She gets out of balance so quickly. I’ve already described other
scenes that took this pointless course. We got over it again and again, and
we did this time. I shouldn’t feel unhappy so quickly myself.
It seems to be all right now. Only Pieter remains difficult.
I guess we ought to look for help from an expert. Even if this person tells us
that there’s nothing wrong, it’s all right. Then we’ll just have to go see a
speech therapist. However I do think, and I am sure of it, that it’s something deeper. It would already help us to know that we are the ones to
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blame. But we aren’t. Maybe we can discover a good therapy. Anyway it’s
clear that something has to be done. Pieter cries a lot, he’s naughty, careless
and restrained. During our winter-holidays and for some time after, everything went quite well. But after a short time he sank away again and is totally
unbearable. It has nothing to do with his upbringing, but still we are the
ones that have to take care of him. Maybe we need to have a little more patience. That however, is not our best quality: patience. I’ll go to bed now.

April 17th
Louise died. Anita is in hospital. I’m sick and tired. Tomorrow it’s Marlou’s
birthday.
That’s how the situation looks on this Easter-Saturday.
Louise died. To our deepest sorrow we have to announce the sudden death
of Louise Brouwers-Veldman at the age of 29. Herman wrote it just like that
on the card. Two children, Floris, 6 years old, and Caspar, almost 4 years
old. I’ve known Louise since she was 12 or 13 years old. I was 3 years older.
Her brother Kees was in my class during the first 4 years in Grammar
School. Then he went into the mathematics and science stream, and I went
into the languages stream.
How well did I know Louise? I met Herman Brouwers when I was in the
second grade of High School, if I’m correct. We spent a lot of time together. Until the 6th grade in Grammar School we were in the same class.
When I left to study law in Leiden, he managed to get his Beta diploma in
one year’s time and went off to Groningen to study medicine.
Later he dropped his medical studies and came to Leiden to study law as
well. When I had to go into the army, Herman started a legal practice. And
when I finished my law-study, he encouraged me to go into the legal practice. He had approached my present office, but was refused. Then he started
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work at the office of Hulstkamp. I approached that office later on, but I was
refused, although they accepted me at my present office.
Louise was a charming girl. I’ve always looked on her as the 3 years younger
sister of her brother Kees, and 3 years is really quite a lot. When Herman
married Louise, I still remember the reception at the Beach hotel in
Noordwijk, so this difference of age didn’t count any more.
They seemed to be a perfect couple. Her family was quite well off. Veldman
used to run an off-license, but went into the wholesale trade. I visited the
Veldman family sometimes. Then I always played the grand-piano at their
home.
Louise was pretty. She was slim and liked sport. Every winter they went skiing. She was spontaneous and extrovert.
Herman’s family was also well off. His father owned a hotel. His parents
were of simple origins and used to live in Rijsbergen, I think. They were a
good Catholic family: Jaap, Piet, Arie, Ria, Herman, Jean and Josephine, I
think I’ve named them all. Father Brouwers was like a rock, a free-thinking
‘pater familias’. Ten or fifteen years ago he got problems with his heart and
ever since he has a pace-maker. Mother Brouwers is, she used to be, one of
the gentlest and sweetest women I’ve ever met. A woman everyone would
wish to have as a mother. The Brouwers family, however, fared badly. Arie
and (if I’m correct) Ria as well, are divorced.
I think that it was in 1973 they built 4 motels, but they never paid. Autumn
1975, they were sold again in public by the mortgagee. They brought in less
money than the mortgage-debt that rested on them. The Brouwers family
(Herman included), were personally responsible for these debts. For Herman it looked as if he was going to be declared bankrupt.
In December we invited Herman and Louise for Anita’s birthday-party. At
first they accepted our invitation but later Louise phoned my office and told
13

me they couldn’t make it because one of the children had become ill or
something like that. I then asked myself whether that actually was the real
reason. We had a long talk and Louise went into the bad financial position
her husband was in. Probably it all became too much for her. Yesterday we
spoke to her mother when we went to pay our condolences. About six
weeks ago Louise went to see a psychiatrist. She had sleeping problems and
had to use sleeping tablets.
Robert Veldman, her brother, told us that Herman had gone to his office
that Wednesday morning April 14th, while Louise was still asleep. He told
the housekeeper to call him if Louise was still asleep at 10.00 a.m. that morning. By that time, she was already dead. She probably took an overdose.
Yesterday evening, Good Friday, we went to see Louise. She was laid out in
a funeral-parlour at the Maassluissedyk in Vlaardingen. Because of the sallow
lights of the lamp posts, it was a lugubrious-looking place, there at the industrial area of Vlaardingen. A small corridor and then a suite. Her coffin stood
in the front room. Through a little window you could see Louise’s face.
A mummie-looking head, brown, pigmented and skinny. It was attached to
her body in an unnatural way, and it was obvious a autopsy had taken place.
From under her neck, way down into the blue dress she was wearing, you
could see the patches. Louise, who used to be more fully alive than most
people, is dead - stone-dead. Never before has someone’s death seized me
so much. I had never experienced a contrast like this in my entire life before.
I couldn’t control myself, and I still can’t. In tears I shook Herman’s hand,
unable to say a word to him. What a Good Friday!
Life is a stone-hard, grim game. It’s much harder than you realize every day.
Life is so cruel, it makes you doubt whether it has any purpose at all. Yes, I
do think it has, but I can’t comprehend Death. I’m particularly adaptable
and I shall stay alive if I can, but I must say that I was deeply moved. I was
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cut to the heart. I thought I could not cry anymore, but now I know that
sometimes it just can’t be stopped. In this deep sorrow I can’t control myself anymore. Because of Louise’s death I became over-emotional.
This morning Anita was ill. She had a terrible headache and felt sick. She
started to vomit every fifteen minutes. About noon the doctor came and he
assumed it was her appendix. Anita was admitted to the Merwede-hospital. I
did the house-work and took care of the children.
This evening we all went to visit Anita. She hasn’t been operated on yet.
Maybe tomorrow. Maybe it all doesn’t need to be done after all and she’ll be
back home tomorrow. In a situation like this I also react very emotionally.
At the moment I’m used to it, but this afternoon and this evening when we
visited her, I really couldn’t handle it. I’m even more un- stable because I
have a bad cold. I am in an impossible situation. This Tuesday morning I
have to handle a serious case in court in Den Bosch, and for the time-being
I’m saddled with two children. I must admit that the children are very sweet.
They go along with the whole situation much better than I do. However it’s
clear they find everything difficult and Pieter admitted several times (and I
think that’s very good of him) that it was a pity Mummy wasn’t at home as
usual. I boiled some eggs and let the children colour them. I hung the decorations for Marlou’s birthday. I bought a little stove for her and some balloons. They ate well and went to bed afterwards in a good mood.
Things aren’t too bad after all. One man has to take his wife to her grave Louise was cremated today; the other has to take his wife to hospital; this
last one however isn’t that bad, I mustn’t think about losing Anita.
I have had these thoughts before because of our circumstances. Later on
you can see the unreality of it, but sometimes you can also see just how close
Death can come.
And Anita can be so depressed sometimes. After such a depressive mood
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she can look at it very clearly and I don’t believe I need worry too much.
Louise however is a bewildering reality.
It seems that there are more aspects to her death than you would think. She
died because she was reckless, I believe. She was depressed. Her mother told
us she had taken the problems of the entire family on her shoulders, and
when she was grieved herself, no one comforted her. She used medicines,
sleeping-tablets. Probably she had taken too many. Not out of a selfdestructive pressure but out of anger, out of recklessness.
This poor, sleeping doll I saw didn’t really mean to do this. She didn’t want
to leave her husband and her two young children. She had been angry and
reckless, but she didn’t know what she was doing. May God rest her soul.
God has her soul now.
I just wish Anita was here. I have to go to bed now without her beside me.
She probably has to stay in the hospital for a week and recover at home for
another week.
Aren’t we inexpressibly lucky without realizing it?
I live conscious enough to be often aware of our happiness, but feelings like
that only get into perspective, when a good friend loses his wife. The children are sleeping peacefully. Marlou was awake for a little while. I’ll go to my
own lonely bed now. How will Anita manage? She has been ‘infected’ with
the same ‘virus’ Louise died of. I really hope that she has become resistant
to it by now.

April 18th.
To me this loneliness seems to be worse. To go the last mile when you’re
not really up to it yet.
Tonight I looked at an old photo of her. It was at the horse-races at Duindicht. There are three couples on it; Herman and Louise, Koen and Jet who
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are divorced. Koen is a radio correspondent for AVRO radio in Moskow.
The third couple are Anita and myself.
I want to sing a song for Louise, but I can’t. I just can’t find the right
chords. I wanted to comfort her. If I only had been able to speak to her before she died, maybe it could have made some difference. I last spoke to her
in December. She called me at my office during the day. We talked for over
half an hour, and I remember thinking, how could I have allowed myself to
have such a long private call during working-hours. We had invited Herman
and Louise to Anita’s birthday-party. Herman accepted at first, but the next
day Louise called to tell me they couldn’t come. There was something to do
with the children. I didn’t believe it at all. Probably they felt ashamed about
the bad situation concerning the motels. I think I have written this down already - I just don’t know anymore.
Life is bad, even worse then you might think. You don’t choose Life yourself; if only you could know everything in advance.
Elly Bekkers, not even 40, was admitted to hospital a few weeks ago. Cancer.
They had to take away her breast. You would never have noticed it, either
with Elly or Gerd. And we never did notice it with Louise, either.
No one noticed anything wrong with our friends from Oirschot, Peter and
Carla van der Kamp, although they had a terrible marriage for years, and
they probably still have. Maybe I have never accepted Death. All right, old
people die, but that’s such a gradual transition, you don’t really notice. My
own little brother died without me realizing it. More young people died during my youth, but I didn’t dwell on it, or maybe I have forgotten about it by
now. Louise makes me realize that there’s more to Life than existing from
day to day.
Death and Christ, they have been theories to me. Death has come alive for
me now. Strange, just now, this Easter I believe more strongly in Christ’s re17

ality. It’s part of my personality that I can only start to believe, start to feel
for certain things, when they become a reality to me.
My law-study only meant something to me when I saw justice in practice. I
have to know by experience.
I only realized how much I loved Anita, when I thought that maybe we
weren’t meant for each other. I only came to believe in crime, when Anita’s
car was stolen, even though I have to defend crime so often.
And another thing. Today I thought how much my profession is made exactly for me. To defend. That’s something I’ve been doing all my life, outside my job as well. To gloss over things. Finding arguments for myself or
for the side I take. With Anita I always choose the positive point of view,
the attitude that gives the least trouble. That attitude I defend with all my
might.
I always choose the least negative solution. If it turns out to be worse than I
first thought, then although I had considered the possibility, it wasn’t really
my starting-point. It’s no use throwing away your happiness, pleasure etc. in
advance, by believing the worst from the outset. If you are disappointed,
well bad luck. You have considered it, so it doesn’t really take you by surprise. Nine out of ten times, things actually turn out better. Nine out of ten
times you have profited from my theory. And that tenth time, you were
prepared, so that much couldn’t happen.
This attitude really suits me well. I’m extremely conceited and I have always
had to defend myself and to explain away the things I had done. Often I
was right after all. Since I have known Anita, it’s been impossible to behave
differently. Because she’s downhearted, I would only push her further down
if I didn’t put things in the right perspective and minimize them. That’s the
strength of a lawyer, in criminal law for sure: minimizing.
I can even fool myself. But if I can no longer skirt around the facts, then
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I’m in sackcloth and ashes because there is no one left to defend the opposite point of view.
Maybe that was Louise’s weakest point: she was fighting a lost case, but
when she really lost it there was no one left to defend her. Maybe it’s because of that, Louise’s death made me lose my balance. I just can’t see the
light at the end of the tunnel anymore. And isn’t it strange that Anita can
handle this situation much better just now? This whole case took more out
of me than out of her. Of course she didn’t know Louise as long as I did
and she hadn’t such a bond with her as I used to have, but there is something else. In fact, Anita knows how to handle this kind of situation better
than I can. Maybe I protect her too much. In some aspects she’s stronger. I
underestimate her sometimes. Anita shows her emotions easily, but I think
that I’m more sensitive. Let me write down what the singer Raymond van
het Groenewoud sings:

Strange, how things go, no one wishes this,
and still it’s this late now.
You wanted white, and I didn’t say no,
but look now where we stand.
Routine is at our door, my dear,
we can’t escape.
I do like you, I do like you
but again it’s raining today,
and it surely isn’t nice,
I do like you, I do like you
but again it’s raining today
the breaking of the line.
What does the law say about table and bed
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one percent for every one.
Oh, how romantic the day of our oath,
one percent for every one.
Routine is at our door, my dear,
we can’t escape.
I do like you, I do like you,
but again it’s raining today,
and it surely isn’t nice,
I do like you, but again it’s raining today,
it wasn’t meant to be.
I know this is only today’s whim,
but sometimes darling, it’s too heavy for me.
I do like you, but again it’s raining today.
It surely isn’t nice,
I do like you, I do like you,
it breaks.....

Raymond van het Groenewoud is a starter. He looks a bit spastic to me.
His lower jaw points forwards and he sings jerkily.
He has a trembling voice. He plays the piano monotonously. But what an
act!
I just wrote this song down without any meaning, only because I think it’s
great how someone with little talent can achieve so much!

May 30th-31st.
I would like to have two more hours, to be able to write down all kind of
things. I only have half an hour, which I can stretch out to an hour. It is half
past eleven.
20

When I last wrote anything, Anita was in hospital. She went there on Saturday, April 17th and came home on Tuesday, April 27th. A day later as usual.
Half way through her stay in hospital she got an inexplainably high temperature, so she had to stay a little longer. She just started work on May 10th.
Thursday, May 6th. we boarded the children out, and went on a trip to the
Belgian Ardennes till Sunday, May 9th.
We stayed at Houffalize in the Vieille Auberge, which belongs to the
Dutchman Gerard de Lange. A very successful trip. Long walks in the area,
good food (trout and snails), a trip to Clerveaux in Luxembourg and we had
the nicest weather you can imagine.
Things like this we ought to do each year, if possible.
Anita recovered completely of her appendicitis. A scar of 8 cm. reminds of
the spot of mischief.
She has only got a sore throat which has kept her home from working. She
has penicillin and isn’t allowed to talk much.
I can hear steps upstairs. I’ll put away everything for the moment. I don’t
want Anita to read this. Not because I want to keep some things from her.
The only reason is, that I don’t want to write all this with the idea how people would think about this all if they read it. I would have to write in a way I
thought Anita or someone else would like it to be written. It wouldn’t be as
real as I want it to be, even though it’s maybe quite artificial already.
Pieter: terrific. More unconcerned, more free. Better at talking. More sure of
himself. We have developed a good bond together. Anita took him to see
Dr.Visser some weeks ago, because of the problem with his speech. He
didn’t think it was something to be very concerned about and he advised us
not to take him to all these kinds of experts so quickly. Pieter is still very
young. In the future we might go and see a doctor at Dykzigt. But Pieter is
developing so well lately, that we won’t think of going any more. I have
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never seen Pieter laughing and so relaxed, as I have lately.
Before, I thought Pieter’s biggest problem was his uncertainty, born out of a
feeling of insecurity. Maybe it was like that, but now it’s all over. The only
problem he still has to deal with (for probably his whole life), is his impetuosity, his rashness, his intemperance and his inability to control himself. You
could write a book about all that.
Marlou: no problem. She knows her own mind, a little rock, an angel. Anita:
pregnant, she says. Two days late. She thinks her eyes look softer. I haven’t
taken a good look yet.
Anita always falls straight away. We are one of the most fertile couples on
earth. If we want a child (with God’s help) then it will come.
I could write a book about her and myself too. But I won’t do that. Reality
is better. And I don’t have time to do so anyway.
I will limit myself by saying that it’s all fantastic! Really better than it was before. We know each other and maybe this is even more important, we know
ourselves a little bit better now. That prevents a lot of misplaced remarks.
Yesterday evening we visited the Gallery Bint. Theo Halewyn’s wife, Hanneke, finished working there. I don’t know why. They won’t have much
time. Theo is an architect and a member of the Province Parliament. They
gave a party. I didn’t join the party as a guest, but as a pianist. I played with
Arie van’t Hoff, tenorsax; Andre Drop, trumpet; Nico Lagerwei, bas and
Cees de Visser, drums. An excellent quintet. I was really able to give myself
to it and I played till I had blisters on my hand. For ten years I hadn’t played
live music. I practised only a few times with Hidde Westra and Duuk de
Leeuw, but it didn’t last. We played from eight-thirty in the evening until
two-thirty in the morning! You feel quite immortal when playing solo on the
piano for so long.
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June 4th or 5th.
At half-past eleven the date on my watch starts to change so I can’t exactly
see what date it is. It’s the beginning of June for sure, 1976. Friday.
A demolition-week! Anita has gone to bed. All week long she has been in
bed by half-past nine. I went at one o’clock. We haven’t spoken. This rotten
school of hers. Always trouble. Alice’s lousy behaviour. I haven’t been out
this whole week. Normally I am not at home for two, three or even four
evenings. But it hasn’t changed a thing. It has been the worst week this year.
Even the music on the radio is terrible. You might ask yourself whether everyone is schizophrenic. It’s like living in two completely different worlds.
Today I told Aart Hoekert, estate agent, to lower the price of our house. After three months it still hasn’t been sold. We have already signed a contract
of sale for our new house in Prinsenbeek.
If things keep going this way, we’ll be in trouble soon.
I will have another beer. At the office there wasn’t anything special, just
some minor things.
It’s almost Pentecost. We didn’t feel like making any plans. The weather is
getting a little better again.

June 13th or 14th or both
‘Feel like making love’. That’s a song by Bobby James, I recorded today. A
whiny proceeding piece of music for fender piano and strings. But still it’s a
fine piece.
I listened to previous recordings I made a year ago. Dreadful. A out-of-tune
piano. Played badly and uninspired. I will erase it at once.
The bad week lies far behind us now. An excellent week followed. Sometimes you must just have to go through bad times to get on.
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I have started to drink buttermilk. I learned something again. About eight
years ago I stopped smoking cigarettes, when I discovered I had become
addicted. I smoke a pipe now, but I am less addicted than before.
I am aware of the fact that alcohol and sex can also become addictions. To
know, is a good start. Therefore I haven’t touched a drop of liquor for several days.
Good intentions. If I only remember the word ‘addiction’ in this matter.
Doing this would be a good start.
Ugh, how disgusting this buttermilk is!

June 28th-29th.
On April 27th., Anita came home from the hospital. Exactly two months
later on June 27th. she had to be taken back again. That was yesterday evening. This morning she had a new operation on her abdomen. Probably because of the appendix-operation, she developed an ‘ileus’, a blockage in the
intestine which led to a perforation. Before that she had four terrible nights
and three terrible days. Vomiting all day long, until it was all green with gall
and later, it even turned black.
There she lies again, this poor darling, with a new big scar in her abdomen.
She’s in the recovery room now, as they officialy call it. Two tubes into her
nose to keep her stomach empty and to give her oxygen. In her right wrist
she has a drip. Her left arm is connected to an instrument that measures her
blood pressure. Her abdomen is packed in a big tight sheet. Further, she’s
laying almost naked under another sheet. She’s terribly thirsty but isn’t allowed to drink, only allowed to moisten her lips. It’s tremendously hot. This
whole year is hot, there has been a heat-wave lately with temperatures over
38 Celcius.
This world, our world seems to be unreal. For over three months now, our
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house has been filled with people saying they want to buy our house, but no
one has bought it yet.
Last Sunday I had a car accident. It was all my fault. I’ve become the reciever in the bankruptcy of a building-company with assets of 1 million
guilders, and a liability of 1,2 million and with 40 employees. In a month we
shall be moving. What is more important, Anita is expecting a baby. Where
is all this leading?
It seems we shifted into a higher gear. There is so much to worry about.
There are so many things you’re emotionally involved in.
This illness seems to make one despondent. Anita is laying there all by herself.
Men have to go through the most terrible moments in life alone. Being
born, dying and having a serious operation. As a husband you can and may
only stick your nose in the door. What help are you if you aren’t able to do
anything? You immediately ask yourself whether you have given enough in
the past.
A little butterfly just came in through the open garden doors.
A little white butterfly that settled down on this paper and flew away again.
What do you make of that?
At every important moment in Life you draw up a balance. So often the
balance gives a negative result, or simply not. What a shortcoming! Maybe
the devil ought to catch you more often. If I judge myself, there’s not much
left of me. It’s a wonder so many things turn out so well.
On reading these notes, I see I come out poorly. I question myself why I’m
succeeding in my lawyer’s practice and why I have such a good income. My
capacities as a lover, husband, educator and father are less successful, or
should I judge them with some clemency?
Anita paid me a compliment concerning my qualities of fatherhood, espe25

cially during those last four days she was in bed. She told me she had misjudged me in the past.
All was alright with the children indeed, even though I had to lecture Pieter
several times and even Marlou. I never get antagonised.
Many things I have to correct aren’t too bad. But you just have to say something about it because they aren’t right.
I discovered with some perplexity that Pieter put a cardboard-box on the
window-sill and filled it up with water. It makes you laugh till you try to take
the box carefully away. The box tears and the water streams all over the
floor and out of the window.
I do want to make it clear and to state that Pieter is no different than any
other (naughty) boy of his age. We have the sweetest children of the world,
to speak in their language.
I just listened to Richard Harris ‘How to handle a woman’, a song from the musical ‘Camelot’. A very romantic song that really moves me, like so many
other things do lately.
A song with a special meaning for this time. I should really make a lot more
of my woman. She’s a brave little woman. I hope it doesn’t sound patronising. If only she would have complained more these last days, then she would
have been taken to hospital much sooner. She must have been feeling so
awful.
My little naked darling, with a newly-shaved belly. All this suffering all on her
own. If only she knew that I’m thinking of her and praying for her.

July 6th.
Many tears I haven’t cried yet. Anita is worse. She has an abcess in her abdomen. Today I talked to the surgeon. He told me he hadn’t put a drain in
the wound before, because the abdominal-cavity wasn’t infected. Anita’s
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perforation was a fresh one. When he opened her abdomen today, he said,
he had found it stinking and putrid. When I asked him why he didn’t put a
drain in after the operation, he answered he was not likely to take any suggestions from an outsider! I pretended not to notice this friendly-spoken
comment. He didn’t explain any further. I have cooled off now.
An hour ago I went to bed, but Pieter who lies beside me woke me. It’s a
quarter to two now.
At six o’clock this evening I visited Anita, her sister Marion went along. I
was really shocked to see her bad condition. She was like that this morning
when I visited her at a quarter to eleven. At eleven o’clock I went to see
doctor Hamer and heard this story.
This evening it seemed to me that Anita was in a bad state. At a quarter past
seven I called Hamer again, but he told me there was nothing to worry
about.
Her abdomen was swollen like she was 9 months pregnant. She was at rest,
as if she had already entered into eternal rest. This morning she said it might
be better not to sell our house but to cancel the house in Prinsenbeek. It
would surely be best in the circumstances.
Last Sunday I went to a church meeting for Anita. I wanted to ask the pastor to say a prayer, at her request, but although I was on time, the service
had already started. I attended the service for half an hour because I rather
liked it. I will go there again before long.
Since eleven o’clock this morning I have hardly been able to handle my
emotions. Tonight I had a good conversation with my father-in-law. In spite
my mother-in-law’s nervousness, I have a good relationship with both of
my parents-in-law and Marion. Just now in this misery, I comfort myself
with the words of Dad Buurman. This man, who will be 70 very soon, went
through so much before, and even in this matter concerning his own daugh27

ter, he can deal with it up to a level - better than I can, I guess.
It is past two o’clock. I will have another beer. I don’t care about it. I won’t
get drunk.
Anita is extremely brave. Today she was prepared to fight, although she had
not had the courage before. She was more at rest and it seemed she had
given in to this new illness completely.
I prayed for her this evening like I did before.
Anita didn’t look as bad today. Her face wasn’t so sunken as it was last week,
but I think I only imagined this. Her face and all her body is swollen by the
fluid. Her upper legs are tremendously swollen.
Tonight I called doctor Hamer who told me not to worry, but I do anyway.
One of these days I’ll cancel our house. What should I put down in the contract of sale? Should I sign under dissolving conditions in case Anita isn’t out
of hospital by the date of exchanging contracts?
As I came out of the hospital with Marion, we squeezed each other’s hands
out of fear. Anita’s hands were colourless. Marion said it didn’t mean anything. I fear for the worse. We comforted each other and promised to keep
this from her parents.
I can’t sleep now.
Anita’s death hasn’t come this close before. She told me it was better not to
sell the house if she died. I didn’t go in to it.
I am so frightened. Marion, who is a nurse, was frightened as well.
I prayed tonight. You can make any promise in circumstances like these.
Still, I promised to be more religious. I will definitely join Anita in going to
the Pentecostal church services, if she gets better. I see something good in
them.
I think I wrote this down without any sentimentality. It’s good this way.
How will my darling get along? This afternoon I took a peep at her round
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the corner. She was sleeping; nose-tube, two plaits, sitting straight up in the
pillows. When I recall that picture I can hardly keep my tears back. She really
gets to my heart. I will surely adore her for the rest of my life!

July 6th-7th.
Today we considered sending Anita to the Dykzigt Hospital in Rotterdam.
In fact we had already taken that decision and informed Dykzigt. But Dr.
Hamer was against it all, so it was cancelled. He thought it wasn’t necessary.
We have given him our complete trust.
As a result of our Dykzigt idea, Marion and I had a long talk with doctor
Hamer and that encouraged us a little. He’d rather not operate again, but he
hopes and expects that the mess in her abdomen will come out on its own
through the operation-wound or through the rectum.
There had been indications in the direction he told us. The swelling in the
belly was a little less, I thought. Some intestinal-slime came out and her
stomach looked less swollen. On the other hand she had terrible stomachaches, gripes. Hamer told us that her life was not in danger at this moment.
We put our faith in God and in Hamer, surgeon next to God. Is this man
religious and would he pray to God to guide his hands and to help him
make the right diagnosis and plans?
Today I’ve been desperate several times. After the conversation with Hamer
this evening, I felt more at ease. We handed it over to the expert and to the
Creator.
I have an enormously guilty conscience. I should have loved Anita much
more. I should have practised my belief in God much better. This last point
is really true. As far as our belief is concerned, Anita and I were in two
minds. Today I bought her the song book of Johannes de Heer. I intend to
look through this book and to play it on the piano. It means a lot to her and
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I also think there are beautiful songs in it. Could I have loved Anita more? I
already loved her so much.
One of her qualities that is really showing now, is her great mental strength.
She can be easily hurt and pessimistic, but when it matters she has more
mental strength than I do, I believe.
Today I saw tears for the first time. She’s extremely brave.
We should have prayed more together. In the past we have done it occasionally, but for me it was always with the utmost difficulty.
There she lies with those idiotic plaits, fighting against death. Somehow I’ve
always found her extremely vulnerable. She will never be pregnant again, I
swear. If she gets better we’ll look after our health more, jogging, walking,
sports and cycling.
We have known each other for twelve years now. That’s a long time, but it
isn’t enough. I can’t say goodbye to her yet. No other woman can ever take
her place. I honestly believe I shall never marry again.
God, do you really want us on our knees? Maybe that’s the meaning of all of
this. From now on we will, I shall really be different. Closer to You. How
wonderful to be able to write a prayer down. That’s so much more concrete.
When I just pray, I am often so chaotic. Now I can read the things I prayed
for afterwards. ‘Abide with me Lord’, is one of the most beautiful songs I’ve
learned since I knew Anita. Do it, God. I am always a bit ashamed of my
own religious life. I won’t be so much in the future. It’s quite simple to
promise a lot of things when you are desperate. I realize that very well and I
have already taken it into account.
What an incision she has in her stomach! It is at least 20 cm. long. I saw it
this evening. This is not important, however. If only she could get out of
this whole situation, all healthy again. We still have a whole life ahead of us.
God give her strength to go through all this! Please let her illness lead to
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something good. Lighten her suffering. Let her return to her family in good
health. She means so much to her children, her family, me and our friends. I
don’t know your plans, God, but as an outsider, I say she must recover.
She’s too precious and hasn’t realised her full potential yet for you to take
her away out of this life.
If I draw up the balance - and I am a rather critical person - then I couldn’t
have a better wife than she is to me. Our children, especially Pieter, would
miss her terribly. Especially Pieter needs her so much. He’s asking for so
much love, that only Anita can give it to him. Amen.

July 7th.
I will calmly try to write some more now. Maybe this is a way to put away
my thoughts. This morning was full of hope. I took a shower and went to
my office where I worked hard. When I visited her at half past ten, it was
evident that a lot of fluid had came out of the wound. It started spontaneously during the night and this morning Dr. Hamer made a little opening in
the wound and drained out a few bowls of fluid and pus. The pressure in
her stomach was decreased and yesterday’s temperature of 38,5 or even
higher, had dropped under 37, 36,7 or something like that. Anita’s legs
seemed to be less swollen than before. She looked better and was mentally
very alert.
However, it seemed tonight that her intestines were still not working. No
flatulence, no bowel-movement, not even any slime although enemas were
administered. Doctor Hamer came to see her and said he would consider
doing something in the morning. That could only mean a new operation.
I really feel like cancelling the house in Prinsenbeek. I think I will only manage to do it by mutual consent. Even if Anita recovers, it will take her many
months to regain her
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strength. Here I live close by to her. If she doesn’t make it, I’d rather stay
here, than go away to live in that huge house in Prinsenbeek with two children. I have had palpitations all evening. We are all trying to control ourselves. Now I am emptying a bottle of white wine. Maybe I will get some
sleep then. It’s percentage of alcohol is only 8,5 to 10. I have hardly eaten
anything for days now. I don’t indulge too freely in alcohol, but I do live by
it. All the Buurman family that are here, are using sleeping-tablets. I won’t
start on that. I fear that Anita won’t leave the hospital alive.
Just at this moment I have the strength to face this. Yesterday I already
stated I had given up on her. How will life be without her? Marlou asked me
emphatically not to go away as well. I tried to set her at ease. Anyway, I will
never leave the children for sure.
This evening Anita told me not to proceed with selling the house if she
did’nt make it. She asked me clearly to have it inserted in the contract of
sale. How on earth is it possible for her to look at it so realistically? I had already talked to Aart Hoekstra; he’s the estate agent. This afternoon I called
him and told him I didn’t want to add a condition like this in the salecontract. Because it’s a joint home, Anita has to sign the contract as well,
and seeing such a condition included could have a bad influence upon her
getting better. But she came up with the idea. I won’t include it, but I arranged with Aart Hoekstra that this special condition would be affirmed
with the buyer separately. Even that doesn’t seem necessary to me. I spoke
to the buyer yesterday and explained it all to him. He agreed immediately.
It’s almost eleven o’clock by now. I feel more at rest than I have been all
evening. Like some people become resigned to the fact that they’re dying,
I’ve already faced up with Anita’s death. Maybe she has too, even though
she doesn’t show it. But I know her and she has a clear perception of things,
and only she knows exactly how she feels. But she’s strong enough not to
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show her gloomy thoughts. Maybe I’m wrong. I don’t know whether she
still hopes.
Recently she told me that if she came to die, she didn’t want to be laid out
like Louise, in a coffin with a little window in it where you would be able to
see her face. I think that’s the way it’s done in Brabant. I still didn’t ask her
whether she wants to be buried or cremated. Just when I wanted to say
something about it with a little joke, a nurse came in.
I won’t indulge myself by asking how I will go on living without her. I don’t
feel I can. I won’t marry again; I have had a wife that was too good.
I can hardly make myself go to the hospital every day. Parking is always difficult. Then I have to walk in the blazing sun up to the hospital, passing
down the inner court, expecting there hasn’t been any change for the better.
If there’s a positive message like this morning, I could jump for joy. But after all it only seems a stay of execution.
Strange, maybe I will never have to fear Anita reading these notes. It might
be better anyway,that she didn’t read them before. Perhaps I will let Pieter
and Marlou read them sometime. But they will have to be older. Maybe then
they will see how much I loved their Mummy. I must stop. Talking about
this, now, anyway.
This winter we walked the Merwelands together. It had been snowing, the
air was grey. We were walking down a lonely road. A car came along with
three men in it. We had seen that car before and those men were busy doing
something - I didn’t know what. They got out of the car, stepped onto the
grass verge and into the bulrushes, apparently just looking around.
Then they passed us again and stopped at the right side of the road, where
we were just walking. The children ran ahead of us. I told them to come
back and we returned the same way we came, before we arrived at their car.
Anita understood why. The car turned again and passed slowly. Later on I
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saw the car parked elsewhere; it had a Belgian number-plate and I saw the
three men walking through the rushes with fishing-rods. The fishing season
won’t be starting for a long time.
At the moment I first saw that car, I felt a surge of adrenalin. I sensed these
men had set their minds to do something wrong. I knew that a threatening
force was coming from these men, without knowing why. I was actually
afraid for Anita, who looked so glorious that day in the snowy landscape.
She felt my fear as well. It was a near thing. These men had something evil
in mind.
In the same way, I feel it’s finished with Anita. I don’t know how she feels
about that at this moment. In an earlier phase she told me she wouldn’t get
over this at all, and certainly not if she had to be operated on again. She
seems mentally stronger now, than she was before. Maybe it’s because she
has less pain or because the tension has decreased. But I am afraid she
thinks the same way I do.
One thing I really want to avoid at all costs, is being sentimental. I mustn’t
think about how to make it with two children, without her.
Tomorrow I will call the owner of the house in Prinsenbeek to ask him to
delay the sale. I will wait until after visiting hours at half past ten, because I
will have the latest information by then. If the situation hasn’t changed, I
will do it.
If it’s necessary, Pieter will have to continue going to the Muring-School and
change to De Griffioen in Prinsenbeek during the new school year.

July 8th.
I have indeed delayed exchanging contracts on ‘De Molenberg’ until October 1st. I have extended the final date of exchanging contracts on our present house till October 15th. It takes the pressure off. I’m really not in the
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mood to arrange the removal.
Because of Anita’s condition today, I’m more at ease and I feel a little hope
again. After an enema this morning she had a small bowel movement.
However, the small intestine is still blocked. That’s something to worry
about. Tomorrow Dr. Hamer will decide to operate or not. If it remains
blocked, then there’s no other solution. Anita said: If it has to be done, why
not right away?
She has grown in physical and mental strength. Considering that, she was
optimistic during the whole period of fourteen days as this illness progressed. She had almost no temperature. Her high pulse-rate has decreased.
She’s more active than she has been before. There is only a technical problem with the small-intestine.
As I spoke to Hamer this evening, he told me he assumed that the stitches
in her intestine had been infected and therefore blocked it’s flow. This
would mean a new operation! And that would be such a shame, because
Anita’s condition would regress and new complications could be expected.
Last night I just couldn’t close my eyes. All night long I’ve been shaking with
nerves. At 3 o’clock I got out of bed and I read a little in the Psalms and in
the Epistles of Paul. After that I hardly slept.
I didn’t I would go to the office this morning, but I did anyway. Luckily.
Working takes your mind off things, and I got some things done. After visiting-hours at half past ten, I was more at ease, and even more this afternoon
at 1 p.m., when I heard about Anita’s bowels working. Suddenly I felt like lying down in the sun. I relaxed and even ate something. I’m able to control
things a bit more. But I won’t jump for joy yet, because it all still looks very
serious.
This evening, while having my parents and parents-in-law at home, my
friends Hansje and Frans paid me a visit. They didn’t know about our situa35

tion, and Hansje got tears in her eyes when I told them the whole story.
Everyone is so sympathetic. The things I have already got used to, Anita lying on her back all day long, her nose-tubes, the drip, still make a deep impression on others. We aren’t there yet.
Maybe Anita will have to read this one day. When she has recovered completely, she should not miss this. Why not? What’s in it that is’nt real?
Please let her recover, Lord. Don’t turn your back on us. We’ve learned so
much through all this. Fellowship, praying, loving each other and loving you.

July 9th.
In a strange way, I am at peace. During the day I took three nobrium tablets. But that was long ago. It’s eleven o’clock now.
This afternoon Anita was operated on again. The operation took longer, I
think, from about a quarter to five until a quarter to six. This evening I visited her for a very short period in the recovery-room. She could only whisper a little. She wanted to drink and sit up straight, which of course wasn’t
allowed. She was in great pain. Her forehead was hot, her hand cold. I was
only allowed to be with her for a few moments. It was no use staying much
longer anyway. She has had the same operation she had before. It was the
beginning of peritonitis, Dr. Hamer told Ton (Anita’s brother who’s a family doctor), on the phone. Soon after the operation, Dr. Hamer phoned me
as well. He told me the second operation took much more out of her. Apart
from that he didn’t have anything special to tell me. If I understand correctly, he left the wound a little bit open, to draw off the fluid.
This morning at eight o’clock - no it was half past eight - I phoned the hospital to ask how she was doing. Anita hadn’t slept too well. At that moment
I already knew they would have to operate again. Before visiting hours at
half past ten, they gave her an enema. However there wasn’t any proper
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bowel-movement, only a little slime. I stayed until Dr. Hamer came. He palpated her stomach and said he had to operate again, so they gave her a couple of injections. After that they gave us a moment’s rest. I stayed with her
for a long time. We listened to a record with religious songs and I tried to
sing along. At first Anita was depressed and she had a fit of crying. Later on
she became stronger, but at one point I couldn’t control myself anymore
and I burst into tears. We embraced each other and in fact, she was the one
that comforted me. I wanted to pray with her, but I couldn’t get a single
word out. She began to speak. She controls herself better than I can. Only
later I took some nobrium. Anita is terrific! Apart from a weak moment,
she’s maybe the strongest person of all of us.
This afternoon at 4 o’clock I went to see her again. She had just had an injection and was unconscious. Every now and then she woke up and realized
I was with her. I stayed until she was taken to the operating-theatre. I helped
the medic to put on her surgical gown. At that time they had already started
giving her a blood-transfusion of 500cc., instead of the usual drip. It was a
good thing we had embraced each other. Even in these circumstances,
however strange it may seem, you really want physical contact. We caressed
each other. Because of my crying, she seemed to gain more mental strength.
I am mixing things up. This all happened this morning, about twelve
o’clock. I’m rambling a bit in my story.
I released it all. To God, to Dr. Hamer. Whatever happens, I will never turn
my back on God. I will raise the children in a Christian way. Up to now I
haven’t really succeeded in doing it. They’re still so young. I hope God will
give me the strength to go on.
I will withdraw from social life and give myself to my profession and to the
children. I have a good income and can pay a housekeeper. I will try to be a
father and a mother at the same time.
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I do not despair. I only ask myself if Anita’s intestine will start working after
this operation. I don’t think she can take much more. There musn’t be another operation. Now it’s kill or cure.
Every night I’m down on my knees praying for salvation. Even during the
daytime I pray, but gradually I can’t find any more words to say. That’s the
reason I’d rather write down my prayers like I have been doing recently. I
think I did the same thing when I first met Anita. David also wrote down
his prayers.
Dear Lord in Heaven. We come to you, to thank you for all you’ve done for
us.
(That’s the way Anita prays.)
You control Life and Death. Even now. Dear Lord, Anita wants to live for
me, for the children, for her parents and for all those who are close to her.
She even told me today.
She’s too young to take her away from this life. Especially Pieter needs her
so much. He’s the most important one. What will become of Pieter without
a mother like Anita? Marlou is not so easily upset, but she will miss her
mother too.
Today I had a good talk with Anita. I told her that in the past, we’ve lived
too superficially. Maybe this is a lesson for us; we ought to be for you, or
against you. Maybe we haven’t been for You quite so much. Especially I am
guilty of that. I hold myself back so much from you. It’s so hard for me to
give myself. I am too rational to give myself over to you. I know that faced
with Death, it’s so much easier to overcome my reserves. Well, you have got
me on my knees. But you know me and you know I am loyal. I will never
forget this. If it’s your intention to make me more mellow, I can only say:
God you succeeded. From the depths I call upon you my God, please hear
me. Let Anita live.
38

July 10-11th.
This tale of misery hasn’t ended yet. There isn’t much to tell about Anita’s
condition today. She was quite clear-headed, not so down, only very tired
and sleepy. She now has a drain in the wound, with a clear yellow substance
coming out. She has more pain now than after her first operation, but they
have given her something for it. She had some cramps in her rectum. She
seemed a bit thinner to me, especially her neck. I didn’t stay long this evening, only for twenty minutes, because she wanted to get some sleep. The
whole afternoon she slept quite a lot.
I can’t asses her medical condition very well, but to me it seems they have
done all that’s necessary. Because of the drain, the fluid in the abdomen
should be kept to a minimum, so there will be less chance of infection in the
abdomen. Her stomach is continually being cleared by the drain through her
nose. She has had several enemas these last days, therefore the lower part of
her intestine should be scrupulously clean. And because of the constant
penicillin-injections, the infection in the intestine, the peritoneum and the
operation-wound, will be kept under control. The infusion, that this morning was filled with special vitamins and this afternoon with the usual liquid,
has to keep her body strong. What could possibly go wrong now?
This evening we talked with Joep van Buren, my brother-in-law, who has
graduated as a doctor in the meantime. I thought he minimized this whole
case. He thought there had been a few errors of judgement. By the family
doctor, who hadn’t sent her to hospital sooner. By the surgeon, who looked
at it all as a routine matter.
I think Joep looked at it too clinically. Maybe he’s right and this is in fact a
routine case in which a few errors of judgement were made, which caused
some complications that can be overcome.
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I feel numb. But who’s interested how I feel? Maybe I am too selfimportant in these notes. I can only say this; on the one side I really feel pity
for Anita’s condition, because I think her suffering, her pain, her thirst and
her fear are so horrible for her. On the other hand, you must consider the
fact that besides Anita, it is all a big blow for me. Anita is my partner for life,
my better half.
The children haven’t much idea that we are in such a serious situation. If
everything goes wrong they will bear the brunt of suffering over many years.
Anita’s parents support each other, but there’s no comparison.
I am really trying to say that Anita is most important to me.
Twelve years ago we gradually started building a future together and now
everything is so unsettled. I also shouldn’t forget how hard it would strike
Marion. This sisterly love is also new to me. That’s a thing I learned through
all this as well.
I live in hope again. Please, let everything turn out well Lord, and we will
thank you on our knees together. Anita said that if she should recover again,
she wanted to have a service of thanksgiving with all the family, in the Evangelical Church, the so-called Pentecostal church.
I fully agree.

July 11-12th.
At this hour I never know exactly what day it is. I can see by the date I
wrote down yesterday. Today Anita had the worst day of her life. If she has
ever been close to death, this was it. She has grown really thin, her cheekbones protrude and her neck has fallen in badly. She was extremely tired,
exhausted and it was with great difficulty that we were able to communicate.
This evening she had a blood-transfusion again.
After visiting-hours this evening, I really reached breakingpoint. I hid myself
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away for a little while. I really hope tonight that that phonecall we’re all so
afraid of, stays away. Every time the phone rings, I am a bit scared. This
morning my father-in-law and I attended a service with Pieter Lugtigheid, a
friend of the Round Table Service Club, who’s a pastor. I asked him to pray
for Anita during the service. He did. It really did me some good. My
mother-in-law and Marion went to a service from the Pentecostal church,
they also took Marlou with them. Maybe that made some difference, and
there they prayed for Anita as well.
I feel I have gained mental strength. I think I took only one nobrium tablet
today, early this morning. I am not drugged. Maybe I will take a sleeping tablet later.
Until now I didn’t have much confidence. Confidence in the sense of whatever may happen, it’s good. Anita would not have any confidence at my
sickbed, either. Just like it does in me, her human nature would baulk at it.
But in the end she would draw strength from her faith. I am sure of that. It
already gives her so much strength now, although she was too weak to be
fully aware of it today.
Tonight I suggested to Dad and Mum Buurman that we pray together. We
knelt down, all three of us, and I prayed. God has brought me down on my
knees even further. Rightly so, it is time I started to witness to my faith. A
sense of embarrassment always stopped me from doing so. Embarrassment
that I undoubtedly will have to overcome many more times.
I would like to say this to those who are familiar with this problem: Put your
faith in God and you can do it. I know it’s easy for me to say at the moment; earlier this evening I really had a hard time and I know it will happen
again.
I value Anita’s chances of recovery at 30%. I don’t know what I based this
percentage on. It doesn’t refer to anything.
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Tonight I prayed with my parents-in-law for Anita’s recovery. I also said
that whatever happens, it’s good. I put it all in God’s hand. He has a purpose in whatever happens. Like I said a long time ago, he must have had a
purpose for my existence, which doesn’t mean that I’m anyone special. I,
myself am not important. But the fact that he has put me on this earth has a
special meaning. Maybe he wanted me to witness for him, about him.
It’s now just midnight. July 12th, 1976. What will this new day bring us?
If Anita recovers, I will let her read all of this. We will start a new life together. I had to look Death in the eyes to begin to understand the meaning
of Life.

July xth.
The next day. Despair this morning. Anita gave up. She wanted to die. She
had pain everywhere. Her feet are so swollen these last days, you can hardly
see her ankles. Urinating is difficult. She needed a catheter at first, now it’s a
little better but it’s still difficult. She has cramps in her rectum. She has pain
in her side. Well, I could go on like this.
Two positive points. Hamer listened to her stomach and the sound he heard
pointed to a little peristaltic activity in her intestine.
After having ‘chimney treatment’, she passed some wind. This evening she
was more resigned, but totally exhausted. She didn’t want any prayer, no
music, no long visit. What point is our visit anyway? We can only sit there
beside her holding her hand, that’s all.
I must be careful not to idolise my fear and sorrow. Except for the odd ups
and downs, I am quite at peace.
Anita isn’t going to die. Let me write this down clearly. She will recover
slowly. If I’m not mistaken, the house was sold today. The children will go
back to school in Dordrecht for a short time. I have a home-help for most
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of the week.
If Anita is regains her health we’ll go on a trip. A few days ago, just before
the last operation, she told me she wanted to go to Rhodes with me. In September or October we will move quietly to Prinsenbeek. Then we will start a
whole new life. Not hurried. Close to nature, near the woods.
A small change for the better and all will be perfect.
My mother is a sober-thinking woman. She phoned this morning. In her
straight-forward manner she told me a few interesting things. You can read
the Psalms and talk each other into depression, but that doesn’t do you any
good. You have to be careful not to turn it all into a vale of tears. Devotion
is good, but you shouldn’t make it into the last judgement. She didn’t exactly
say that, but that’s what she meant.
I will stop now. One more little step forward, and all will function well again.
But at the other hand: one little complication and all is lost. No use any
more thinking.

July 15th.
It’s evening again. The children are asleep. There’s no one in the house.
Six days ago Anita had her second operation. Everything isn’t functioning
properly yet. It makes me want to jump up and down. Yesterday evening I
was really mad and threw things.
Tomorrow Hamer has to make his final judgement: either let things take
their course, or operate again. That’s what I think.
This morning it all seemed to be a little better. Anita slept well, she had no
fever and no pain. This evening however, she had terrible cramps and felt
burning hot.
For days there has been a poisonous smell in her room, coming from the
pus in her wound. I don’t care if the entire hospital smells it; as long as she
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gets better. She hardly moves, and talks softly.
What else should I write? What more could I pray for? There’s a feeling of
total weariness.
Even though she despairs every now and then, Anita’s faith is steadfast. Today I read her some Psalms. As far as prayer is concerned, I can only repeat
the same things.
I have to write down something encouraging. Those cramps: a good sign. It
means there’s activity in the stomach. Abusing God is also having a relationship with Him. The pain means the intestines want to function. She has
more pain now than she had after the first operation, so she’s doing better
now. The pus is really flowing away now. The high temperature has gone.
Her feet are less swollen. So it will all be alright now!
Indeed!
I wish I could be a bit harder. Then I wouldn’t mind taking the heavy task
upon me of raising two children without Anita. To have to take decisions all
by myself.
When you’re alone you can easily go off course, you could easily get into extremes. When there are two people, it’s easier to find the right balance.

What can you do alone? Imagine finding it in your heart to place the children in care somewhere else. I have some savings. Go abroad? Stay with
someone else? Go into a monastery for a while? Or into a mental institution.
I am so down again. What self-pity I fall into. The children and I, we miss
each other. Especially Marlou, who is the youngest, you notice this. She
keeps asking me not to leave either. When I only leave for a minute she
wants to know where I am. Pieter is asking for more attention as well. He’s
noisier than before. Because of my work and the visiting hours I have little
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time to be with them. Henceforth I will devote myself more to the children,
even if my work should suffer.
This week I had help for two and a half days from a social worker. Tomorrow she won’t be coming because of a swollen foot. There you are again.
What a lot of complaints. I will manage. Anita is much worse. She’s really ill.
She’s becoming so skinny. But she’s alive.

July 17th.
A short note.
Pieter went to Bathmen with Anneke and Henk, friends of ours, to spend a
week’s holiday on their little farm. Marlou is with me. Yesterday I took the
children from one place to another, It’s good that Pieter has some rest this
week, with his friend Jasper. Next Saturday I will pick him up.
Hamer didn’t have to make his final decision. I had a talk with him yesterday. He told us Nature lent a hand. There’s a fistula in Anita’s abdomen; that
means an opening in her intestine by the adhesion, which created a natural
outlet for the wound. Through this outlet, gasses and other substances can
find their way out.
If the normal outlet starts working again, this fistula will close automatically,
that’s what is to be expected. Hamer said you could see this as the beginning
of a healing process. When I heard this yesterday, I could have jumped for
joy.
Yesterday evening however, Anita had a high temperature and terrible
cramps. This morning it was all better again. No fever, she had had a good
night and almost no pain. This evening it was really bad again. A temperature of at least 39C., a lot of pain. It was possible to have some contact, but
conversation was impossible. All this suffering that she has to go through.
Yesterday morning, after an awful night, she said that Christ had been with
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her during the whole night. It had really strengthened her.
Because of her unusually good condition this morning, I became a bit less
worried. This evening however, it hurt me to be with her and to leave her.
I had a lot to do today. Get up. Breakfast with the children. Pack Pieters
suitcase. Bring the children to Annemarie Zuil.
Rush to the hospital. Get Pieter’s stuff at Jado Groothuis. Pick up Pieter
from Annemarie and get him to Anneke van Wel. Back to Annemarie, because you just have to talk a little and have some coffee. Back home again.
Clean the room. Get the dustbin, collect all the rubbish from the living
room and the sandpit. Broken toys. Clean the shed, sort it out, throw away
the rubbish. In the meantime, my sister Tineke and Leen came along. She
did the dishes. I took a shower, that really was needed, I got dressed and ate
at Annemarie’s. Then quickly back to the hospital. Sitting beside Anita’s bed
for one and a half hours, with almost no talking. I read a few Psalms. Then I
went back to Annemarie. I had coffee, talked a little and went back home
again. Undressed Marlou, brushed her teeth, put her into bed, saying
prayers. Then I sat down to relax on the couch and looked at ‘Mutiny on
the Bounty’ for the hundredth time, this time it was synchronized in German. A few telephone calls with Anneke, Dad Buurman and my mother.
I hope Anita is alright. I have thought of ringing the head nurse to ask how
she’s doing. But I’d rather not. What can she tell me?
‘Mutiny on the Bounty’ gave me something else to think about. I saw Richard Harris, my favourite actor again - this time he played Mills - whom I remember from This Sporting Life and from the musical ‘Camelot’ where he
played King Arthur. In ‘Mutiny on the Bounty’ you see Fletcher Christian,
played by Marlon Brando, dying of the burns he got on the Isle of Pitcairn
while trying to save a sextant from the burning Bounty. His beloved Tahitian embraces him after he has died. Of course you put yourself in that posi46

tion at once. Sentiment, you could say. Anita’s possible death hasn’t been far
away and it still isn’t. She’s still seriously ill. It’s easy to forget it for a moment
if it gets a little better (or less worse) than it has been before. Before I forget,
I have to mention all those people who are really doing their best for me.
Leo and Jado took care of Pieter and Marlou for several days by going to
the swimming-pool and ‘The Efteling’, a small kind of Disneyland. Anneke
van Wel took the children to the Zoo, and she took Pieter to the Cineac
cinema in Rotterdam. Now she’s having Pieter for a week in Bathmen. Yesterday morning the children stayed with Ans Kroesen and yesterday afternoon at Annemarie’s. This morning they went to Annemarie again and afterwards I brought Pieter to Anneke. Marlou stayed and we ate there together. Luckily, we have a lot of friends and relatives who really are a help in
these circumstances. If Anita gets well again, we will organize something for
all of them.

July 19-20th.
In a week’s time I’ll be 33 years old. I want to forget about that. Things still
aren’t going well. Anita is in great pain. Terrible stomach-cramps. I stayed by
her bed for over four hours, two in the morning and two this evening.
This morning Pieter Lugtigheid came to visit Anita. We had a good conversation, all three of us.
God has included this kind of calamity in Creation. You could call it cruelty.
You could say he hadn’t meant it this way. He meant it differently but the
first men caused this vale of tears. They had free will and there was a possibility they would turn their back on God. My starting point is the perhaps
symbolic thruth of the Creation story. I am to believe that calamities like
these can never be staved off. Every human-being is an infirm, mortal creature; the world is in an extremely unstable situation.
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The only thing that counts is that we try to mentally get out of these material problems, to dissociate ourselves from them, to stand above it all. God
won’t put Dick and Tom in a crisis on purpose to put them to the test. Because Creation has become flawed, everyone is confronted with difficulties
at one time or another, for sure. Sooner or later, we all come to a point
where we must make a decision for God. In one way we are all guinea-pigs.
Anita, her parents, me and even our children.
However, many questions remain unanswered. Pieter Lugtigheid told us,
very honestly, that he could not give many answers. Where it concerns us,
it’s perhaps right we have to face this test. How does God judge people who
aren’t prepared for it, or are just unable to do it. Children who die, or people
who are mentally retarded.
When you think it over properly, you could say this theory is not sound. Still
I believe in it. I just have to. What else can I do? Life has no meaning otherwise. What’s the good of all the suffering?
Why does the cosmos exist? Our four-dimensional system still contains
many defects. The whole thing is pointless if it ends just like that. Boom! A
toy of God? No, there has to be more.
This is what we said in our conversation this morning.
These are my own thoughts.
Anita said: God has a meaning for my suffering. She said it with emotion. I
look at it more rationally. And I try to find the connection between both
approaches. There is one. That’s what I told Pieter as well. God doesn’t
manipulate the circumstances, he didn’t make Anita ill to use her as a guineapig. However this suffering is caused by the flaws in Creation; that’s why this
could be happening. Anita feels chosen because of all this. One could, indeed, explain it that way. As a result of all this one starts thinking. It gives
Life depth. Pieter said that perhaps you aren’t chosen, you are called. That
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word is less presumptious. This disaster has been brought upon us and now
it’s up to us to gain by it. Anita will surely do that, and so will I. In so far as
we might see ourselves as chosen, even though it has taken us by surprise.
We could have been dead by now, or this trial could have passed us, and we
would have undoubtedly stayed more shallow than we are now.
I have always presumed that God had something special in mind for me. I
am just me, I exist, I can only feel who and what I am. I have Anita to reflect that feeling. She probably feels it the same way. Isn’t that great?
Please God, let her live for a long time beside me. Something special should
grow out of that.

July 25th.
How much more patience must we have? It has been four weeks since
Anita was admitted to hospital. There isn’t much change. She’s doing better,
Hamer says, but slowly.
This suffering must be terrible. The physical suffering she has been able to
cope with, until now. I mean she doesn’t lose consciousness or her mind, although every now and then she doesn’t feel like any conversation at all during visiting hours, because of the pain.
Of course she’s suffering emotionally as well. This week I once found her in
tears, she with her skinny, even wrinkly little head on the pillow, crying because she hadn’t seen her children for such a long time. Since her illness
started I never had so much compassion for her as I had at that moment.
Yesterday I went to get Pieter from Bathmen where he had enjoyed a great
week. This morning I took both children to the hospital. Anita cried again
when she saw them. For the first time in weeks the four of us were together
again.
But the tears I saw the day before I won’t forget for the rest of my life. That
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emaciated body under the sheet. A nose-tube that irritates, throat, oesophagus and peritoneum hurting and making her feel so sick that she has to
vomit, in spite of the nose-tube. The permanent drip that causes a swollen
wrist or another part of the arm, especially when they stick the needle next
to the vein. Anita’s veins are bad and difficult to find. Her drip-arm is
splinted otherwise the needle comes out. She can’t use that arm and it hurts
all over. If after a few days the pain gets too bad, then the drip will be
moved into the other arm, which still hasn’t healed from the previous drip.
Her bottom really hurts from lying on her back for so long; she can seldom
lie on her side. I often massage her tail-bone, but now the skin has broken
open, anyway. Eight times a day she is knocked about as they have to clean
her, because the intestinal contents, thin and yellow, flow out from a fistula
through the wound in her stomach. That wound is just under her navel, a
split held open for 3 or 4 cm by two stitches, and through which you can
see her pink insides. Under the split, the yellow substance flows out between
her legs and sideways. Her inflamed groins have been powdered and they
put patches between them. The rest of her stomach is also getting inflamed;
round the operation-wound they have smeared aluminium ointment for
protection.
Her heels are bandaged to stop the skin breaking open. Her sticky hair is
bound together with elastic in two little tails on the side, or in one tail at the
back. Sometimes I brush it. I clean her nails and cut them.
She hasn’t got calves or thighs anymore. Her arms are so skinny, Marlou
said lately. Her neck is skinny, her neck muscles are just threads; you can see
the artery beating.
And then those tears, oh my darling!

July 26th.
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Today was my birthday. It still is. I celebrate alone, at least now I celebrate
alone, since my parents and my parents-in-law and Marion have just left. I
smoke my new pipe, I drink a glass of white wine, the wine we once bought
in Luxembourg.
This morning she forgot all about my birthday. When her parents came to
the sickbed with flowers for her and me, she remembered. Then I got my
present after all. She blamed herself she forgot my birthday, although she
had thought about it a few days before. She just mixed up the date.
It’s strange that you need to be in the valley of the shadow of death, to be
aware of some kinds of things. To be aware of each other, your family, your
profession and aware of God.
Lately I saw a movie about prostitution, where during a funeral, Psalm 23
was read. I read that same Psalm to Anita that week. Only then I did I realize that this was the most mighty Psalm that exists. I’ll write it down here, in
long hand:

The LORD is my Shepherd; I shall not want.
He maketh me to lie down in green pastures;
He leadeth me beside the still waters.
He restoreth my soul.
He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness
for his name’s sake.
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of Death,
I will fear no evil;
for yhou art with me;
Thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.
Thou preparest a table before me
in the presence of mine enemies;
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Thou anointest my head with oil,
my cup runneth over.
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me,
all the days of my life;
and I will dwell in the house of the LORD
for ever.

That a stupid television-film had to make me see this! I read that Psalm several times.
At Anita’s request I bought a songbook of Johannes de Heer. In it I found
three songs based on this Psalm. There are even more. I’m not the only one
who’s excited about this Psalm.
It’s strange that I needed to be pushed to appreciate the Psalms. There are a
lot of beautiful ones. I never saw it before. I have gained something again.
What a lot I have missed!
Still, I am a weak soul. I am just as Peter used to be, those first three years. I
am a believer, but I keep it secret.
I’m also a bit like Thomas, he believed but still he said: I want to see it with
my own eyes.
Maybe I am also like Paul, who excelled in exaggeration. First he was totally
against the new doctrine and he fought against it zealously, and afterwards
there wasn’t a more loyal fighter than he, to the point of absurdity.

July 28th.
There has been a step forward again. The stomach-tube has been removed.
That annoying plastic tube sticking out of her nose has gone. It looks a big
improvement. After four and a half weeks, it is of course a big thing. However, the main problem hasn’t yet been solved. But a thing like this has a
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positive influence on morale. And the physical progress can’t be denied.

August 3th.
Another step forward. The drip came out and they didn’t need to put it in
again. I can’t say if it will stay that way. Anita is as thin as a rake. A nurse
asked what that strange looking bump next to her elbow was. Anita showed
her the other elbow, where exactly the same bump appeared: her bones. I
think her weight is about 40 kg. Six times a day she has to drink Vivonex, astronaut food. I question myself if it’s assimilated at all, because it flows
through the stomach wound and the fistula, soon after drinking it. She also
drinks broth, tea and water.
Today she had some biscuits, yoghurt and porridge for the first time. But
the normal digestive procedure still hasn’t been reinstated, and that’s what
it’s all about.
I just saw on T.V. the reconstruction of a plane-highjacking, which happened in 1974. That kind of fear and misery is comparable to what has happened to us lately. Of course I haven’t faced Death myself. It wasn’t my
own life that was involved. I think that makes a difference, probably a lot.
The things we went through and still are, could be compared to the crisis in
the thirties, the last World War or a similiar disaster. We’ve got our own Sahel or our own Vietnam; Anita has the most obvious part to play in it.
I asked myself for a long time whether praying is of any use. I had doubts
about asking God to do this or that. In spite of my doubts I managed to do
it, in difficult cicumstances. When I had a difficult case for example.
Now I really believe it makes sense. God is to be entreated, he’s to be challenged. You can read it in the Old Testament that he can be influenced by
what people do. In Genesis you can see the human traits God has. He created us in his own likeness and image, which means that we look a little like
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God but also that God has certain qualities that we have. That’s why God
was able to be human and Christ was typically human, even having weak
moments. Christ could be angry, desperate, scared, soft or hard. God can be
like that too, I think.
That’s why I pray to God.

August 6th.
A step backwards. After the drip was taken out, Anita was allowed to eat
some more normal things in small amounts, apart from the Vivonex. Her
intestines couldn’t take it at all. Wednesday afternoon and all day Thursday,
she has had the most terrible cramps. Tonight it stopped.
They hastily changed her whole treatment again. Hamer himself was frightened. Marion called him two days before and asked him about the physical
condition of Anita, she seemed to be underfed, and shouldn’t the drip be
put in again, she asked him. Hamer disagreed. But yesterday evening Hamer
paid her a late visit and decided to give her a drip again for four hours a day.
It looks as if they just try things.
I think she nearly developed a new perforation in her intestines. Yesterday
Anita’s temperature which stayed down for 8 days, went up again to 39C.
Today it dropped again.
There had been two fistulas in the operation-wound. The upper one, just
under the navel was almost closed, and the defication came almost totally
out of the lower opening. Now the upper one is leaking again. It must be a
result of the latest cramps, or of the wrong nutrition.
Merwede hospital must be ten years behind the times. Moreover, the structure is self-governing to the extreme. Hamer decides the whole case by himself. He has no surgical colleagues he can talk it over with. He doesn’t accept
outside advice in this case, as it showed after Marion asked him about it.
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Hamer asked Anita if she had vomited. So he has been afraid of a new
blockage in her intestine as well. Here one can’t keep saying it’s just bad luck;
there are errors being made here, someone is bungling here. If a new blockage had developed again, another operation would have been necessary and
Anita wouldn’t have survived. Her nourishment has been totally wrong.
Today the cramps were completely gone. So that proves a lot.
To give such a patient mashed potatoes, cauliflower and hamburger doesn’t
seem so good to me. This food has to be digested between the stomach and
fistula. Pieces of egg and carrots come out indigested. There only has to be a
little congestion in order to cause a stoppage, which could be fatal in her
situation.
There aren’t enough nursing-staff. I asked the head-nurse for more help, but
she answered she wouldn’t know where to get it from. Her staff are poorly
trained, not well-instructed and not sufficiently concerned with this serious
case, probably because they don’t realize Anita’s life is hanging by a single
thread.
Nobody has been able to tell me why Hamer didn’t put a drain in after the
first operation but closed the wound completely.
His assistant doesn’t say a word.
Bouke Hazenberg, our friend who is an internal medicine specialist, was
really astonished when I phoned him tonight.
Hamer failed. The hospital did too. The family-doctor as well. This is a catalogue of failure by people and the organization. And above all, a lack of interest.
Maybe we should move Anita to the Saint Laurens hospital in Breda, where
Marion works as a head-nurse. There they have the latest nursingequipment. Anyway, the nursing staff is sufficient.
The medical staff of Saint Laurens, after being informed by Marion, don’t
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understand what they’re trying to do in the Merwede hospital.
I will keep my medical-notes well from now on. If Anita dies, Hamer and
the whole hospital will pay for it.
We can trust only in God, to pull her through this crisis.
She’s a skeleton. How on earth is it possible that she’s still alive? Anita was
shocked to see herself in a mirror lately. I’m a Death’s-head, she said. When
she was in such pain these last days, she said they only needed to put a few
planks around her, she could be buried there and then. Louise did it better
she said. She had chosen the easy way.
If she kept fighting, she said, she did it all for me and the children, not for
herself. Luckily, her language was better today.
This weekend Bouke will visit Anita and take a look at her. I asked him to
look at the day-report and the operation-report secretly (they hang on the
bedend), and to make a judgement about her medical, technical and nursing
treatment. Maybe we can make a decision on the basis of that judgement,
wether to move Anita to another hospital.
If she has to go to Breda, then I will move straight away.

August 7th.
I asked myself, why am I making these notes? Such a description of daily life
isn’t interesting for anyone.
The truth however, seems to be more exciting than the most exciting book
(suddenly all the letters are dancing, because I forgot to fasten this paper in
the typewriter). But that’s only relevant to the people who are involved.
Bouke did as I asked him, but he didn’t know what to make of it. The papers on the end of her bed didn’t give much information. Only some useless
remarks by the anaesthetist. Bouke says we shouldn’t take any steps for the
moment. He will try to assess the expertise of the Saint Laurens hospital in
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Breda. Dykzigt in Rotterdam isn’t to be recommended for nursing, he says,
although medically and technically it’s very good.
We might think about taking her there for observation, and after that, bring
her to the Saint Laurens. Meanwhile, Bouke will try to get some more information about the second operation, information I couldn’t give him.
I don’t think I ever knew exactly what Hamer did that second time. If I remember well, he told me he did the first operation again.
Anita had to vomit tonight. That’s serious, but it could be that she drank her
broth too quickly. She recovered soon and didn’t feel sick anymore. I really
hope we don’t have to step backwards again, to the nose-tube.
We listened to a record together, we sung and prayed. In a moment like
that, our faith really gives us strength. I left her in quite a good condition.

August 8th.
It’s becoming absolutely obvious that Anita has to leave that place. She first
has to go to Dykzigt or the Academic Hospital in Leiden and after that she
might have to go to Saint Laurens to recover completely. A recovery isn’t
impossible the way it is now, but it will take months and it could even get
worse, should new complications arise. A little stoppage, or the flu could be
fatal.
Anita is getting a litre of fluid, by drip, daily. Next to that she gets enough
food to keep her alive and not so much that her intestines and stomach
would protest. Like people say: Too much to die, too little to live. This
could go on for months before she gains even a little strength.
The fistula will probably have to be closed surgically. It’s an operation comparable with the two former operations, only she would have to be in a better condition. Her stomach would have to be rested without any infection,
without any residues in the abdominal cavity; anyway, her abdomen
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wouldn’t have to be opened again, because a part is still open. It means she
has to be brought in an optimum condition as soon as possible. There’s a
chance the fistula will close by itself, although it’s not likely with a fistula of
the small intestine, that’s what the assistant told me this afternoon. The fistula should be closed soon and this would start the healing-process. There’s
only one way to make Anita stronger again: by giving her a drip by way of a
catheter in the carotid-artery, through which she will get all the necessary
substances she needs, much sooner.
Marion asked Dr. Hamer to do so, but he refused. It’s a secret, but this man,
who has only two more years to go before his pension, just doesn’t know
how to do it. He has never done it before. That’s a good reason for taking
her away from the Merwede hospital. I am not willing to let her illness continue for weeks or even months, and to put Anita’s life in danger again by
the chance of new complications. I will wait a few more days, but if her recovery doesn’t start to show, I will move her. Of course, after some consideration.
I never wrote down what happened on those first days she became ill.
Wednesday, June 23rd, we ate at Aunt Toos Scheepbouwer. Anita had had
some stomach-trouble before. That evening she started to vomit. The next
day she didn’t have any trouble at all. In the night of Thursday 24th. and
Friday 25th. she started vomiting again, and there was no end to it. About
two o’clock, I called Dr. Hans van de Berg out of bed, and he came straight
away. He stayed at her bed while I went to the chemist’s to get some buscopan. The following days the vomiting became less frequent but Anita stayed
seriously ill.
Saturday morning at 10 o’clock, the weekend service started. I called Hans
van de Berg about that time, but he didn’t take a grave view of her illness.
He thought she had bad gastritis. Anita kept vomiting every now and then
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and I called the doctor in charge, Fer Anders. He thought it was rather serious and perhaps she would have to be admitted to the hospital. He wanted
to wait until the next morning, if we agreed. Anita’s brother Anton, heard
about it that evening by the phone. I told him Anita kept vomiting and it
even looked black. He came at once, called Fer Anders, and in consultation
with him it was decided to take her to hospital. She was quickly taken by an
ambulance, Marion and I accompanied her. After her admission I was really
relieved.
At home the situation became almost unbearable. The next day about
eleven o’clock, she was operated on.
It’s curious that the doctor in charge that weekend, Fer Anders, tried to kill
himself a few days later. However it had nothing to do with this matter. His
wife Clare had just left him. We knew them both, because we once had dinner with them at our friends. Fer Anders, who’s Boy Edgars cousin, is Armenian in origin. Somebody told me Armenians try to kill their wife first in
a case like this, and if they don’t succeed, whatever the reason might be, they
try to kill themselves. Fer took 10 tablets of Vesperax, 8 could have been fatal.
We live in a completely insane world. I didn’t tell any of this to Anita. Fer
seems to have recovered already.
But I ask myself again: where does this all lead to?

August 10th.
This afternoon we took Anita to Dykzigt in Rotterdam. She’s under the care
of Professor Muller and his assistants.
This has been a right decision. She is lying next to an old lady who’s dying,
which of course isn’t so nice.
It’s quite a coincidence that the head of the ward is Dr. Otto Feenstra. We
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knew him from Leiden. He paid a lot of attention to Anita when I first
came to know her. We do live in a small world!
I took the decision, when I heard Marion saying that the surgeon and the internal medicine specialist at the Laurens hospital didn’t feel capable of treating this case any further.
Yesterday evening during visiting hours, Hamer came by. I took the bull by
the horns, took him apart and told him what I had decided. He reacted
grudgingly, just like he did the first time. That’s a pity, but neither Anita nor
I were impressed by it; however, we had an unpleasant conversation and it
really was a difficult thing to do.
He said goodbye to Anita and shook hands with me. Maybe I will write him
a letter some day. Maybe I will start right away.

August 12th.
I did write that letter. Maybe that will sweeten the pill a little bit.
Anita is worse again. Since yesterday evening only gas comes out of the fistula, and her stomach has started to swell again.
A new operation is planned for Wednesday, August 18th. Muller said to her:
You won’t mess up the schedule, will you?
Today Anita and I had a conversation with Professor Droogendyk, a gynaecologist.
The operation planned for next Wednesday will be a mixed operation. Muller will operate on the intestine. Not only has the fistula grown so big it has
to be closed, but he also expects more adhesians. That expectation already
appears to be right. At the same time Droogendyk will examine the baby.
The uterus is tilted. Now there are two possibilities, to which we had to give
our permission,
1) If there’s no need to remove the baby, they will only put the uterus back
60

in it’s proper place. However, this possibility isn’t likely to happen. Because
the foetus will need more space as it grows, it will press against the intestines, which can lead to new complications. Therefore they will probably
remove the foetus by a so called ‘sectio parva’.
2) If it’s necessary, they will also remove the uterus. But only if it doesn’t aggravate the operation, and this can or will have a positive result. Anita
doesn’t want any more children after she’s 35. Further pregnancies would be
too dangerous anyway.
The script is quite clear. Only the date is still uncertain. Maybe it will have to
take place soon, because of the complications. I hope not. Her condition
isn’t that good yet.
She weighed herself yesterday; she’s only 43 kilos. This afternoon they put a
catheter into her vein which leads directly to the heart, and through which,
three kinds of drips are brought in. To operate now would be too soon.
According to Feenstra, her weight won’t be increased by these drips, but her
condition would be improved by the albumen and so on.
Anita is really at the end of her tether now. I called her three times this evening and I had to break off each time. It was no use.
I am seriously preparing myself for the possibility of living without a wife.

Just before Anita left the Merwede hospital, we talked to Van Harte, an assistant of Dr. Hamer. He told us he had read about Anita’s situation, an intestinal blockage, a perforated bowel, and that there was a 60 to 70% chance
of dying from it. Bouke denied it, he said that chance was 15%.
Knowing Anita’s condition, her pregnancy and the fact that she’s had two
operations, makes me believe that her chances of dying are above this 60 or
70%. At first I also thought her chance of recovering were about 30%. But
it’s not right what I write down here. Droogendyk says this is a medium se61

rious operation. It means there’s a good chance of survival. And we do have
faith, by which God can be entreated.
We will do so. God will do a miracle as he surely has done with Anita already.

August 13th.
I am such a naive person! Anita discovered my notes by accident two years
ago, and read them periodically. She has watched me secretly. It is as if she
was looking over my shoulder while I was typing. And I was afraid of hearing her footsteps! I’ve been so stupid. She has never asked me what I had
been doing so late every evening. I should have known! I dared to write everything down only because no one would have known about it without my
permission.
Women are so cunning! This way, she was able to look inside me for years.
When we had a fight, she was able to know how I dealt with it. She has
never told me before. She’s right saying a woman is more sneaky than a
man.
But I forgave her. Yesterday she was really very bad and this morning there
wasn’t much change.
At visiting-hours she seemed a little better. We talked about death and I told
her that she shouldn’t concern herself about the children and me, if she
didn’t recover. I told her we would manage.
Of course she has to believe she’s going to make it. This morning Muller
said she had a good chance, whatever that means.
I think it’s a good thing to speak about this frankly with Anita. I think it will
give her peace of mind when I am trying to be down-to-earth. I am quite
sensitive, but self-pity and sentimentality I try to avoid.
This morning she told me she had a confession to make to me. I had to
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guess what it was about. I asked her if she had been unfaithful. I was so
afraid at that moment. What else can a woman have to confess to her husband?
When she told me it wasn’t that, I was relieved because I knew she hadn’t
done anything bad to me. I really had no idea at all.
Then she told me she had discovered my notebook two years ago, and she
read it secretly, and tears of pleasure came into my eyes. Of course she was
to read them some day, but many years later. She told me she thought it was
good and seemed to be so honest, but she assumed I didn’t open up myself
completely in my notes.
She was right about that. The things I write are honest, but you can’t write
down everything. Every human being has vague thoughts and ideas that flit by
and you sort them out. They’re not all worthy of writing down. And besides
that, there are things you’re ashamed of or which are unpleasant, and you’d
rather push them away. In a conversation you might be able to mention
your weakness, but to write it down....
So we both had a secret. I had these hidden notes. Anita’s secret was that
she knew about them. Now we don’t have any secrets from each other
anymore. But I don’t have any intention of letting her read them any further.
In Prinsenbeek I will have my own study and I will keep them in the drawer
of my writing desk and lock it. I just have to, if I want to write down things
of importance.
Tonight I called Herman Brouwers. I just felt like doing so. Maybe I wanted
to identify myself with him. Maybe I was just curious about the way he pulls
himself through situations, and curious about facts that never seemed clear
to me. I think these facts caused Anita’s and my present situation.
It didn’t become clear to me after all, because Herman didn’t know himself
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exactly. At first he thought Louise did it on purpose. Now he doesn’t believe that anymore. He thinks it was recklessness, like I assumed it was. In a
bad mood she might have said ‘I don’t care anymore’, and took some pills
out of anger, because she couldn’t sleep. Herman said he was sorry she
didn’t leave a note. I believe that theory.
Louise was rather a non-conformist and her behaviour was somewhat over
the top, like at Ad Vaessens party. The ‘fall of the House Brouwers’ didn’t
directly have anything to do with it, Herman thought. Louise didn’t care
about money. Although she had been shocked by Herman’s breakdown just
before.
Herman said she sometimes had these times of being very down, while she
kept rationalising things by saying she was so lucky having a beautiful house,
lovely children, a caring husband with interest in his work, while it still
wasn’t perfect.
I think my theory about Louise was right, about being periodically contaminated by the virus of the inexplicable dissatisfaction that comes over
women, like over Anita. Herman didn’t exclude that either.
With Louise it might also have been the fact that she didn’t have a job and
that she was quite cut off in the non-residental district where she lived, although Herman would probably deny that and say that she had plenty of
contact. People in the same circumstances she was in; no job, with children,
a moderate marriage, quite a good income, no obvious hobbies, no involvement with problems other than their own.
To me, that is really a situation devoid of any prospects for a woman these
days. Some women begin to grumble about their marriage, maybe out of a
sense of weariness. They take their feelings of unsatisfaction out on their
husband or take a lover who is no different than their own husband, but it
breaks the routine with a splash of excitement.
64

Do you remember: Routine is at our door, my dear, we can’t escape...
Maybe it’s enough to create marriage-problems because that brings some
variation. An individual, like Louise, gets angry, recalcitrant, reckless. There’ll
be some people who act as prostitutes, some who secretly drink too much
sherry and become alcoholic, and certain people will take pills on days when
it all goes wrong. At that time you don’t think of leaving a note. You just
give a sign or a gesture and you only think ‘Now they will notice how I feel
and do something about it’.
There has been a terrible misunderstanding. (Louise took far too many pills.)
As Herman leaves for his work, she’s still asleep. Maybe she also drinks too
much. Herman gets annoyed, but he thinks, ‘I won’t wake her, she just
shouldn’t be this stupid’. He tells the housekeeper to do something if she
isn’t awake by 10 o’clock.
At 10 o’clock Louise already appears to have died, or was in such a serious
condition, that she doesn’t make it while being moved to Dykzigt hospital.
What a tragedy! That’s the way it went.
I remember in my student days, coming from a party with Anita, where she
had drunk too much. I put her to bed that time. I think she got really sick.
Although I had been drinking as well, I sat for a long time by her bed, fearing for her life. I checked her heart beat several times. After a few hours I
went silently to my own room round the corner, just after I had set her
alarm. She could have died that night. Then I would surely have had the
same feeling Herman has now. But the next day she woke up as usual and
went to work. This was 10, 11 years ago.
The last twelve and a half years have been filled with Anita. They were the
most important years of our lives until now, both to me and to her. The
happiest years, in which I was most aware. The years we got the most affirmation from each other, from our work and from our children.
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August 16th.
Anita’s temperature remains high. Today it’s even over 40C.! The drip in
the artery to the heart has been replaced by a drip in her pulse. She gets antibiotics. Anita told me they had discovered an infection in her urine, which
could cause the high temperature. It was strange that today she had some
flatulence and a small bowel-movement. Of course, it is unimaginable that
things would start to go properly at last. Imagine, a new operation wouldn‘t
have to be necessary.
I talked to Professor Drogendyk again (written with only one ‘o’.) I emphasized not to remove the uterus if there was no clear indication to do so.
Rika Bots, a young woman from the Pentecostal church, came to see Anita
and told her that she kept thinking of Anita day and night. She had started
fasting and only ate a piece of bread every now and then.
That really did something to me and I decided not to take any more alcoholic drinks. I didn’t eat much as it was.
I also bought 60 Mogadon pills on prescription, because I sleep very badly
each night. I will try it all out.

August 18th-19th.
The operation took place at 8 o’clock this morning. A 5 cm. piece of the
small-intestine has been removed, the fistula has been closed, some adhesions in the intestines have been loosened, the uterus has been put in the
right position (it had been tilted just as it had been after the two previous
pregnancies and hadn’t regained the right position), and the ovaries have
been shut off or tied up. It seems a long list, but the operation was less severe than they had thought it would be. They didn’t have to remove the foetus, because it had enough space to develop well and, as I mentioned, the
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uterus is still in it’s place.
Anita is still in intensive-care. As I visited her there this morning, it really
shocked me. I hadn’t spoken to a doctor at that point and she said, ‘I am
really at my worst’. She looked so pale and felt really cold. She was in great
pain. She preferred to die. She said:’I am going through the valley of
Death!’(Psalm 23). She was still under the influence of the anaesthetic. Referring to the notes, the doctor on the ward told me a little later what had
been done and afterwards Professor Drogendyk told me the rest. There had
been hardly any invasion of the abdomen. The abdomen was fully closed
again.
Tonight I sat by her bed for an hour. She was a little better, but still very
apathetic. Every now and then we spoke a word, and then she would doze
off again. She has a drip in each arm. Two tubes in her nose, a gastric-tube
and an oxygen-tube. Two electrodes from her breast to the heart monitor.
A urine-catheter and a tube in her rectum. That’s what my darling is like at
this moment. The suffering she has to go through now, is enough for a
whole lifetime.
I really hope it will all come to an end soon, at least the worst part. I hope
the intestines start working again. What a joy that would be. And if a healthy
child will be born later on, all will be even better than it has ever been before.
I continue to lead an ascetic life, meaning I eat little, I drink little, no alcohol,
and I’m going to bed early; that’s the best way to get through all this and
maybe it’s strange, but I have a feeling that it is contributing to her recovery.

August 20th.
It’s still a time of fasting for me. The only way to keep one’s feet. Sobriety
and vigilance. I only smoke my pipe a lot.
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Anita was moved this afternoon from intensive-care to her own room again.
Her condition isn’t unsatisfactory, as they say. She’s in pain, but it’s clear
where that comes from. The pain matches her condition. It is too early to
fear that something might be wrong. Now we’ll go through the usual suspense, does it work or not? Is it God’s purpose for this suffering to continue any longer?
This is complementary to Christ’s suffering, my father-in-law says. That
seemed true to me. Maybe she suffers because of all the faults of people surrounding her and maybe most of all because of mine.
Before the operation we had a good conversation. We balanced our relationship-accounts. It might have been a goodbye, we thought. We came to
the conclusion that Life had been good for us, very good. We both have
made some mistakes, I more than she. Her faults were, she says, being less
honest than I, and that she can’t control herself. Mine are worse: being materialistic, selfish, and my lack of will-power. Eating, drinking, possessions,
those are the things that used to absorb me. Because of that you lose control. To relax is o.k., but in moderation. I have always taken things in excess.
Pieter is just like that. In this respect, we are alike.
The children are doing fine. For the first time in 5 days, I didn’t run to the
hospital after dinner. They’re usually put to bed by someone else. After dinner we sang some songs, accompanied by the guitar. I had bought some icecream for them. How they depend on one, those sweethearts.
As I think about it, I don’t remember hearing Pieter stammer at all, these
last few days. That’s strange, the normal things aren’t noticed. If someone
grows a moustache you see it at once, but when he shaves it off, after a
while you forget he ever had one.
Last Monday, August 16th., the exchange of the contracts on the Molenberg took place. Of course, there was no pleasure about it. First I had to go
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to Rotterdam to the hospital, then back to Prinsenbeek to look at the house,
then to Breda for the exchanging of the contracts, and back to Rotterdam
again in the evening. Now we are the owners of a hill, with a house on it.
We won’t be living there for the present. I wouldn’t be able to move anyway, because no furniture-van could get near the house. The road has been
torn up. The sewers are to be put in and the Groenstreet is to be rebuilded.
The house is empty and bare. It’s hard to imagine that we’ll be living there,
all four, or maybe five of us.

August 23th.
It all started on Saturday. Wind and defication. It didn’t mean much to
Anita, because she is constantly in great pain. She wasn’t able to sleep and
was in a totally exhausted condition. This morning I was called by Dykzigt
and told that the foetus was aborting. When I arrived at the hospital it had
already aborted. A spontaneous abortion had taken place. Anita was back
from O.R., where they had removed the remains of the pregnancy under
slight anaesthesia. She didn’t feel like speaking this morning, but after she
had slept the whole afternoon, I found her in a better state this evening. She
smiled for the first time for days. She even made a little joke. I mentioned
that everything in this hospital was so sterile; gloves, straws, bandages. She
said, ‘Even me, I’m sterile too’, and laughed. The defication keeps going and
it seems that the functions of the intestines have been reinstated. Even the
drip was taken out this evening. It seems we are on the right road. Praise
God. The nose-tube had been taken out earlier. She only has the urinecatheter. If only she wouldn’t get new complications.
She had some trouble with this natural end to her pregnancy. She had convinced herself that they would be able to save the foetus. But I think this all
has more advantages than disadvantages. Professor Drogendyk said this
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would affect the healing-process in a positive way. The fear of having a disabled child has gone. Because of Anita’s condition, carrying on this pregnancy would have been difficult. And the birth and care of the baby would
have been hard for her. Indeed it could have been a disabled child. Her
body wanted this, it’s surely all for the best. I am really curious to know
whether definitive healing will start now.

September 1st.
I am so angry. Maybe not so much now, but I sure was. You take care, you
lead a sober life, you work hard and where does it all lead to? It looks as
though everything is going well, but it still isn’t what it should be. Anita’s intestines are working, but there’s an abcess in her stomach that won’t go
away. The results are heavy pains in her stomach and a continual slight fever.
Antibiotics don’t help, so she isn’t getting them. We’ll just have to wait and
see. Not many cheering moments. Since the last operation I’ve been optimistic, but this night it was all too much for me.
I just can’t find any more words of comfort and I don’t feel like doing so.
Strangely enough, Anita is the one that encourages me right now. Sometimes I go to Dykzigt twice a day, sometimes only in the morning and I will
call in the evening, like this evening. Fortunately she cheered up this evening.
I drank some insipid orange juice. Disgusting! I’ll have a bath, wash my hair.
Maybe I’ll have one drink, take a sleeping-tablet and go to bed.

September 12th.
I don’t feel like writing any further about her condition. She’s doing quite
well. It has even been mentioned that she would be able to leave the hospital within a short time. She’s been without a high temperature for a while
now, although it went slightly to 37,7C. this evening. She isn’t gaining any
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weight, she’s still losing a bit. And she’s still in pain. If I put it all together, it
doesn’t look good yet. But the doctors weren’t unsatisfied the last few days.
Well, I am. Every evening something unusual comes over me. Then I am a
bit unstable. I don’t drink; until now I’ve succeeded pretty well in my ascetic
lifestyle. So that can’t be the reason. I lose courage and maybe I let my feelings go too easily. My way of living is rotten of course. I have to do it all on
my own. Until now, all went well. But it’s becoming harder each day. I have
to think about the moving of the furniture, helpers in Prinsenbeek, the rebuilding there, the painting work, the cleaning, the furnishing. I have to buy
a new car. I have to keep up my work one way or another. Every day I have
to go to the hospital. In the evening I partly prepare dinner, I clean up, I
wash the dishes, take care of the children and put them to bed, and after all
that I will call Anita in Dykzigt. Can you imagine a more wearisome existence? Mentally I am gradually breaking down. So I’ll have a beer. Maybe that
will make me feel a little better. I think I’ll work a little later on, that’s best.
I especially hope for Anita that things will change for the better now. She
couldn’t bear any new complications anymore.

September 13th.
Everything is looking better now. Anita won’t have to stay in hospital much
longer.
Yesterday I was really scared again for a while. You stop believing that it will
all turn out right in the end, by this time. The Thomas inside me says ‘I want
to see it first’.

September 14th.
I’ve been playing a long number of George Shearing’s for over an hour by
now, a number I’ve recorded this evening. It’s a version of the Beatles song
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‘Here, there and everywhere’. Just great! I just had to write this down.

September 15th.
For the fourteenthousandth time I’m playing ‘Here, there and everywhere’
by George Shearing. I’m a person who could become completely wild about
it. That blind white George Shearing made a master piece out of that song.
Gazing with unseeing, staring eyes, yesterday evening on television; incredible that a thing like this is played by this man. It has quite an effect on my
life. I’m lucky that I’m haunted by it all day long since it’s due to the fact that
Anita is feeling a bit better.
Yesterday I recognized signs of her recovery and mine: that I can be so excited about such things. If my happiness just needs a piece of good music,
then fortune has indeed returned to my life.
I haven’t been quite so tired lately, as I am this evening.
Still, I washed the dirty dishes and did some work. Now I’m enjoying my
drink and listening to my music. Such a piece of music becomes part of you
when you listen to it so often, it becomes perverse, a tiny little bit. It really
gets to you, becomes almost part of you. That’s a feeling I had with Bobby
James some time ago. You get addicted to it. I am more addicted to music
than to anything in my whole life. You can compare it to a serious loveaffair. You can’t get it out of your thoughts anymore. While you try to solve
the most complicated problems, your brain repeats, whistles and whines that
theme-music again and again. I will sleep with it the whole night. That isn’t
so good of course, you sleep quite restlessly.
How important such a piece of music is. Swinging piano, nice heavy bass,
that’s all there is to it. It gives me a sense of satisfaction. It’s good that things
like this still exist alongside all the misery men have to face.
I typed this lot at high speed. There aren’t that many mistakes in it after all.
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September 21st-22nd.
Anita will leave the hospital September 23rd. It’s almost unthinkable. When
she was admitted at Dykzigt, she was 43 kilos. Because of the drip she
gained weight to 46,9 kilos. She lost weight again and was 44,1 or 44,2 kilo.
That was her weight a few days ago. Still she is allowed to leave. You could
ask yourself whether that’s wise. It will be, I have confidence in Dykzigt.
Surgically there isn’t anything more to be done. Only the specialist for internal medicine is still doing a few tests.
Anita says a miracle has happened. I agree with her. It’s really incredible she
has pulled through. She has risen from the realm of Death. It has been very
close. We have many reasons to be grateful.
It’s a strange sensation knowing that, after almost three months, she will be
leaving the hospital. Everything has suddenly changed. Tomorrow I’ll get a
new car. October 15th. we’ll be moving. We’ll be in a completely different
area and in totally different living conditions. For the moment it seems to
me that this will be the last essential change in our life. After all this, we’ll
become more stable again. We’ll start in a new balance. In a new religious
life as well. That’s what we hope.
God be praised. This means two things. First you have to believe in him,
only then can you be thankful. We did both, at least these last months, and
we’ll continue doing so.

October 7th.
Anita came out of the hospital some time ago. She came home for a day
and has gone to stay with her parents in Goes ever since. She’s still very
weak. But she’s putting on weight again, although she isn’t more than 46,5
kilos.
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In the meantime I have taken some days off and I’ve been working at our
house in Prinsenbeek for over 5 days now. I’m doing almost everything by
myself, but last Saturday I had help from 5 friends in the Round Table Club.
I hired a painter who helped me for a day and a half. I am a carpenter, a
painter, a plasterer, a tile-setter, a cleaner and whatever is needed. That’s the
reward for the years I followed a ‘do-it-yourself’ course.
Imagine we’ll be living there! What a wonderful, fantastic house. It’s difficult
to believe that such a unpretentious engineer lived in it before. Will I be like
that, because of that house? You would rather believe the opposite. 1976
will surely be the most moving year of our life. Anita twice in hospital. I
bought a new car. I bought a new house. There have been years during our
marriage that I have spent less than 1/10 of the amount I spent this year. It
was a staggering year, and it isn’t over yet.
How will things go in this new house? At this moment there isn’t anything
else I’m thinking about. I am busy in it 24 hours a day to order to get everything done in time. Until now I haven’t organized it all that badly.
It will be just the right place for Anita to recover, I think.

October 31st (almost November 1st).
Here I am. In my new study. In this fantastic house. It’s half-painted. Not
finished yet. But it surely is a house that makes all other houses superfluous.
What a time we have had behind us! After the valley of the shadow of death,
there is now The Molenberg. A suitable reward for our struggle.
Just like the house that isn’t finished yet, Anita isn’t her normal self yet. She
hasn’t put on weight since she left the hospital. She often has pain, especially
if she doesn’t take enough rest. But this place is beneficial to her recovery.
At the old Weedeweg it would have been more difficult.
I just read my earlier notes. That feeling of mischief I had when Anita was in
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such bad shape, I compared with the threat I felt that winter’s day when we
walked the snowy Merwelanden. The threat of Anita’s death has been just as
real. Her chances were no higher than 30%. Recently we had to go to
Dykzigt for a check-up by Professor Muller. Anita told him about a few
symptoms she was concerned about. Muller told her explicitly to stop doing
that. She should be glad to be alive. Everybody agrees about that. Death
passed her by a hair’s breadth.
I am beginning to recover, too. Slowly I’m beginning to come out of the
situation of stress. And gradually the chaos in our house is becoming less.
There’s light almost everywhere. The heating works, and we have hot water.
We’ll be happy here. Everything is under one roof again. I started working
more or less regularly again. We still have a large amount in the bank. Half of
it is for taxes and the other half is for all the bills I will get, but it’s there
now.
We are living more closely to God and that will continue. We’ve just been to
the One Way Day, a celebration meeting in Utrecht. We pray even more together, with more inspiration. Let’s wait and see.

November 10th.
We’re starting to settle down after all, although it seems that the fatigue of
those last four months is coming over us now, or at least over me.
I just removed the two photos I stuck on the portable radio that Anita had
next to her bed in hospital. Photos of the children. A slight sadness comes
over me again. It will take a long time for this traumatic event not to play us
up anymore. Anita has gained weight. With her clothes on she’s almost 50
kilos now. So without her clothes she’ll be about 48 kilos.
It’s going well. Eventually it’s all going as we planned.
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November 27th.
It’s November 27th. now. I’ll take half an hour. No more. A pipe and a glass
of wine. So lovely and quiet. The balance of Life is back. You know what I
mean.
It’s almost 6th. December, St Nicholas Day. Marlou is uptight. Pieter is also
excited. How touching it is to see children so looking forward to something
like St Nicholas Day.
Pieter doesn’t believe in St. Nicholas anymore, we told him years ago that
this man lived long ago but died, and that he is just somebody dressed up.
So now Pieter truly believes in this dressed-up man, and there is no difference in believing in the ‘real’ St. Nicholas. What a poor things these children
are. What little can they do. What a fuss they make of small things. It seems
St. Nicholas affects them more than Anita’s sickness did. I know it really
isn’t like that; superficially they are more involved with St. Nicholas, but
deep inside they know so much more about the misery that we’ve been going through.
Children are helpless, they just don’t know how to deal with things, with
their reactions. They are clumsy, they know little and can hardly think for
themselves. What an awful life children have. They want all kinds of things
that just aren’t allowed. Personally I’ve got the things I always wanted, just
now, after 33 years, and before that, it’s all been by fits and starts. Of course,
there has been a great deal of luck, but there was always a material problem.
I’m extremely tired. My half hour is almost up. I’ve been dreaming a little,
listening to the radio. I’ll sit down a little longer. Just knowing Anita will get
better again; she’s quite healthy already. She’s now 49,5 kilos; sometimes a
little less. We really have a lot to be grateful for. I won’t go over it all again. I
believe the happiest moments in life are the moments when you are dream76

ing while still wide-awake, knowing that everything is all right, that there’s
nothing you need to do. Doing something can give you an enormous kick.
If you start to achieve something, you’ll get a certain satisfaction. But real
happiness must be something else. These are dynamic forms of happiness.
In the hereafter there must be a static form of happiness. There won’t be a
kind of race anymore. Nothing has to be done. Not even at this particular
moment, besides which I’m trying to make it into some kind of achievement once again. This pipe really tastes perfect, and so does the wine. I
don’t have to do anything. I could go to sleep in a moment. Tomorrow it’s
Saturday and some pleasant occupations are waiting for me. Everything is
possible. I could buy a boat or a grand piano. A record or a shirt. I won’t do
it, but I could. I am somebody, but I don’t care.
Beside my family, I don’t need anybody. I don’t have to prove myself to
anyone. Isn’t this what we’re all trying to do? Is this too little to pride oneself on? People are always so busy changing the world. The real motive is in
fact to be busy with something. A person who isn’t busy, is nothing. We are
just like ants. Real happiness can only be achieved by being busy.
There are three possibilities. Firstly, to be completely preoccupied with the
essentials in life. Or, to be occupied by television and radio, politics and so
on. The third possibility is to do nothing but just meditate. That’s best of all.
Not to be very busy and not to let anyone make you too busy.
Meditation and contemplation is creative. The only thing that’s necessary is
consciousness, the senses, or just name it whatever you like. Another possibility is to be totally nothing, to live without notion, without consciousness. I
don’t consider that possibility because it’s no use to anybody.
It’s a quarter to one right now. Three quarters of an hour is long enough.

January 25th.(just)
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Catchwords.
Working hard, even the weekends.
Anita’s health: ailing, but not bad.
Children: O.K.
Molenberg: further organized.
Happiness: high.
Faith: reflection, meditation.
Anita’s weight: 51 or 52 kilos; figure: O.K.
Winter holidays: planned.
Pipe: tasty.
Brandy: good
Sleep: yes (sleeping-ill)
Time: 00.30 a.m.
This evening I read the Revelation of St.John. Generally incomprehensible,
but mighty interesting. Who’s the dragon, who’s the beast, who’s the false
prophet? The dragon is Satan. The beast some new Hitler, the false prophet
a future pope?
I’m on a high from the sleeping-pill. Or sleepy. Look, I can still type without
making mistakes. I’m slow. I want to sleep well. Many nights have been a
muledele, muddle I wanted to type, but it didn’t quite come out. It’s funny
to be on a high and to be aware of it. To be high, makes you let youself go.
That’s the rational person in me speaking.
I dream a lot. Strange dreams. Anita tries to explain them. Sometimes it
seems to be right, sometimes it just doesn’t make sense. I won’t correct the
mistakes I type anymore. That’s interesting my mind says. Tomorrow I’ll see
what I wrote down here. Tomorrow it’ll be Tuesday. The whole day long.
January 25th. 1977 already. I still have to get used to this new year. I will
shorten wor-ds like a computer. The newspapers are full of the most strange
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abbreviations.
Drug s, liquor, sleeping-pills, pipe, they are a substitute for ths lack of spontoantity on spontaneity that every human-being feels after functioning a
long time. We don’t live anymore, we don’t exist, we can no longer be human. In this capitalistic society, we can only do one thing: function. If you
don’t function, you’re worthless. I function quite well. Rusults. Self-respect
because of hard work. What willyou be doing tomorrow? Functioning. The
wholeday long. I looked through the Horse Laws recently. And through the
Horse By Laws. Really weird in fact. If I see it clearly - and of course I don’t
- homosexuality by horses is forbidden. A pair of horses paired. You aren’t
allowed to leave stallions with stallions in one field. Only if they are both
stud-book horses, I believe. Soon we’ll get the Peoples’Laws. Why isn’t
there a verb called ‘people’?. I people, or have peopled. No, I will people.
Tomorrow I will people.
There’s Anita. She has to go to the bathroom. I don’t. Imust get some sleep.

February 1st.(almost)
I would like to go to bed for twelve hours. Maybe I will. In fact, it is very
unlikely.
You should give credits for happiness. Between 0 and 10. I think you should
make a distinction between short and long term happiness. Long term happiness could be the average of some short term happiness moments. During
the day there are many ups and downs. When I have to get up in the morning, I’m inclined to give my happiness a 2 or a 3. As soon as I’m up it already rises to 5. When I have a cup of tea it maybe rises to 6 or even 7.
7 is high; you should not overestimate your happiness. Because what mark
could you give when you feel like jumping for joy every now and then?
When Anita came out of hospital, when you have a lot of fun with the chil79

dren, when you have just bought a new car (no, not more than a 7), when
you have written a good song, when you win a lawsuit, when you hear a nice
piece of music.
My happiness is greater when I feel contented, like I do now. It’s midnight
and I play truant. Not for long. I fitted a new doorbell; you couldn’t hear the
old one anymore, so we often didn’t answer the door although we were at
home. I thought about it carefully and I just figured out how to fit that bell.
I couldn’t even use the instructions on the packing because of the existing
installation. That’s really satisfying. A 7 and a half!
I’m expanding my thinking. I study a lot, several nights a week. I read. Belcampo’s book The big event. Fantastic literature. Even the Bible. Anita is only
reading religious writings. She stopped smoking and drinks very little. I myself feel that my life has changed since Anita’s illness, since our move and
since New Years’Eve. The first ten days of this new year I didn’t touch any
liquor. This year I will surely be more moderate, more active, more honest
and more religious then I have been before. May God help me.
It takes a lot out of me to write about this. One day, I’ll write stories like
Belcampo did. But not now.

April 7th. 01.00 hours.
I’m ill. I have bad ‘flu. This is already the fifth day. That gave me time to
analyse the whole situation in a good way. To a large extent, I did it without
realizing.
During the last years something has started to gnaw at me. There have always been fears and tensions, so it must be something more for it to get at
me this way.
I could handle tensions long term, although I must say there have been
peaks. I could be very frightened and concerned, but soon after it was all
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gone. I even boast of that sometimes. Of course the tensions have increased
because the responsibility has become greater. If I had been a total failure
when I was studying, well, I would have only brought ruin upon myself. So
that wouldn’t have been too serious, I hadn’t achieved anything at that time.
I didn’t have anything, so I couldn’t lose anything. After all, it had been an
advantage to come out of a non-academic family; I could always point to the
fact that it ran in the family: like father, like son.
After my studies, I had to do military service. Then I did have something to
lose. I was married, was about to become a father, and because of the fact
that I had completed my studies, I got a feeling of self-esteem. I just had to
get to be an officer, which cost me great deal.
About the third phase, the legal practice, I don’t have much to tell. Although I’m a good lawyer it is still an extremely wearisome profession that
claims you totally, body and soul. That goes for our own office as well,
where we do the best we can and good profits are made in the long run.
Then there’s Anita’s illness and the many changes after that. Taking care of
everything by myself. And I did it as perfectly and precisely as possible.
That took too much out of me, I think. I became quite nervous. Touchy.
Aggressive. I know what it is: losing your self control a little. It was a process that
began before Anita’s illness, but that has speeded it up. I sleep badly. I can
hardly concentrate. I’m restless.
I had hoped to have some decent rest on this hill after working. But work
still piles up and has increased so much that I have to work at home night
after night.
There’s one other important fact. Anita is really taken by the Full Gospel
Church. I can’t share that enthusiasm, although I sympathize with it. I really
made an effort and tried to be 100% behind it. I couldn’t.
Anita can’t talk about anything else than the Gospel and all that goes with it.
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That breaks up our family. Of course she wants to convert me. I have attended several services with her, in Dordrecht and in Breda. I spoke to
many people of that persuasion and exchanged views with them. I do want
to read a part of the Bible or go to church regularly. But when I come home
from work and hope to find some kind of oasis, I don’t feel like being met
with a choir singing religious songs on the radio, as if it were Sunday every
day.
I don’t want to spoil my ‘free weekend’at Whitsuntide in a tent somewhere
in Veluwe Park for a sort of revival meeting.
The fact that Pieter will be spending a week in an evangelical Summer camp,
is alright with me. But I don’t feel like spending 2 and a half hours in an old
meeting place in Dordrecht on Easter Sunday, howling a lot of religious
‘tear-jerkers’ for half the time.
Do you understand my aggression? Religion has a certain elegance about it
to me, or I would rather call it dignity. What happens there is beneath any
dignity. The Lord can’t like that, although it’s maybe meant for the best. In
all the activities I unfold in my life, there has been beauty to a certain extent.
If I should join these people, I would be a hypocrite. I could write for hours
about all the amazing theories that are told over there. I won’t do that. All
these facts taken together must be the cause of my restlessness. I get tired so
quickly. I don’t know where to start. And that’s the reason nothing gets resolved.
This analysis is clear. It’s absolutely right, according to me. There are some
other facts that also count, but they’re less important. Unless something
really changes, I will have a nervous breakdown very soon. Something that
could never happen to me, I always thought. But it’s clear: loose your self
control and you become overstressed. Maybe it’ll be a while before that
happens.
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June 12-13th.
Today Anita was baptized. I knew for a long time that it was going to happen one day. Two weeks ago I even dreamed about it. I really dreaded the
thought. I see it as some kind of betrayal. You were baptized as a child, and
have been a member of the church for years. You were married ecumenically, like we were. The children were baptized ecumenically. And now a rebaptism! I really felt sad about it. Even more I feared a humiliating spectacle.
An adult baptism by immersion isn’t becoming these days. I’ll be short
about the outward appearances. That turned out well. I was afraid about
people’s nosiness - their staring eyes, gaping at the new victims. I think it
wasn’t too bad after all. I honestly think that that has been one of my greatest objections: exhibitionism. I can’t stand the idea of my wife making an
exhibition of herself to the crowd.
When this day began I really thought it would be a dark day. And it sure was
when it started. Now I’ll stop talking about the outward things. It’s strange I
don’t care about my wife being naked at the sauna or at the beach, but in
this case I strongly object. That’s because of the unnatural aspect of it. (The
outward appearances again). The baptized people wear long white dresses
(the women do). Of course they show through when they get wet and they
cling to the body. It is an organized event, a cult and because of that it’s something premeditated. It’s no longer natural. That’s the basis of my aversion.
Of course properly speaking you have to judge it from a different point of
view. Baptism is an act of obedience, the adult baptism is. Jesus was baptized
by John, although it should have been the other way round, as John said
himself. Later, they changed it into a children’s baptism and immersion was
replaced by sprinkling. You could say something for and against it. A child
can’t choose for himself, an adult can. That’s why a child’s baptism is non83

sense, strictly speaking. But if you were baptized as a child, it’s strange to do
it again when you’re older. That has been my reasoning until now. Sprinkling instead of immersion isn’t really that strange. It’s not appropriate to be
pushed down under water in front of the whole congregation, these days. In
earlier days when people lived close by a river, washed their clothes and
themselves in it, it was something natural, but you can’t bring back those
days. That’s why I think that a baptism like this is outdated.
But if you see it as obedience to God, who cares in what way you’ll be baptized? It’s strange that the way it’s done really means a lot. I could even be
inclined to choose adult baptism for myself (how cautious I am!) if only I
didn’t have to be part of such a performance. This baptism took place in a
Baptist Church in Ablasserdam, organised by the Full Gospel Church in
Dordrecht. The church in Breda even has these baptism services in a
swimming-pool! That’s really humiliating.
Because I have all these considerations it proves that I’m not, as they call it,
a child of God yet. I haven’t given my heart to Jesus. I’m full of all kinds of
day to day cares. Good food, a good house, a beautiful car, being important
at work, doing nothing at all, holidays, making music and so on. Those are
the things I can’t give up easily. It’s really hard for me. But what will be the
consequence? I keep asking myself. People say that when you make a
choice, you won’t fall back quickly. Is it worth it? Can you still get high or
think big thoughts? Will you really be happy only by worshipping God many
hours a week, and by singing songs for him, mostly ‘tear-jerkers’? But maybe
you might also care a bit more about your fellow-man. I think I should be
that way, after all. It’ll be a long journey. I believe I can be creative, that I
can do twice as much as I do now, that I can make people happier, that I
shall be less frightened.
When will I reach that point where I’ll be able to say: I no longer care about
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the blandness of those songs? That I don’t mind that baptism is a spectacle?
Maybe I still have to think about it for a long time.
I’m always so afraid, so fundamentally afraid. Afraid to fail. Pieter is always
performing. Mostly he’s a clown, Andre van Duin. I’m just like him. I’m so
reserved. I can seldom be myself. I have yet to cover so many shortcomings.
Will I ever overcome it? Will I ever be set free of it? Am I myself now?
I can sit here and write about it, like I do now. I can even agree about it
now, but how will I feel about it tomorrow? Differently? If I don’t change
fundamentally, it won’t last. Then I will keep on muddling through. Then I
will continue to get annoyed about Anita’s devotion. I will have a life-long
struggle with my own animosity.
Maybe I need to be baptized with the Holy Spirit. One gets strength then
and is able to overcome everything. But if I don’t succeed? I would rather
wait a little longer until I really believe in it. Maybe it will come soon, that
belief. I do believe, I believe.
That’s good. Anyway, I’m deeply ashamed about my faith. So I don’t believe, I think. Do I or don’t I believe? I do believe, but the easy way. Maybe
I just want to have my cake and eat it. A believer does the same thing. He
has pleasure too.
I believe in God and in Jesus Christ and in the Holy Spirit. Honestly. Don’t
I believe then? I will give it some good thought. Maybe I need one more
box on the ear, like I had before. I just have to be pushed one way or another.
It’s terribly hot. I will undress and go to bed naked. That’s allowed. Hallelujah!

July 22nd.-23rd.
It’s hard to start again. I have no idea how long it has been since I last wrote
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something down, and even less idea what I have written. I think that a
thought is complete when you speak it out or, as in this case, it’s written
down. If you only have thoughts running in your mind, they aren’t real
thoughts yet. Maybe that’s the reason I think it is worth while to put something on paper every now and then.
I think I wrote down a lot of unpleasant thoughts about Anita’s devotion. It
was just, partly. She really crammed it into her, until she choked. I couldn’t
keep up with her anyway, and it gave me a sore head thinking about it. We
made a deal at the time; she would slow down and I would try to keep up
with her. We managed to do this quite well. We are moving together now,
more or less. Anita does have a start. She has been baptized in the Holy
Spirit and she was baptized by immersion. I’m inclined to choose the first
option, and then wait for the conviction that I should be rebaptized as well.
The Lord himself will let me know.
I don’t know if I’ll continue this story. I will listen to a fine piece of music
first and read a little.
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ANITA’S STORY

After laying on my bed for three days in some kind of dull resignation, not
able to move, there was suddenly great activity around me. My stomach had
been swollen for days and definitely not only because of my pregnancy. The
family-doctor thought it was bad gastritis, but in fact it seemed to be an ileus, a closing of the intestines. I had never heard of it before.
They got a bed ready for me at the hospital. An ambulance came round to
the house. I was fastened on a stretcher and carried down the steep stairs.
With a weak voice I asked them not to bump against anything. So I was
brought into the ambulance and was on my way to the same hospital where
I had been for my appendix-operation, a few months before.
Soon after, I was in an economy-class room. There was another bed, but I
was by myself. Was it the same room as before? It sure looked like it.
A nurse tried to find a vein in my arm for the drip. She missed, painfully,
several times. After that it was very difficult to get a nose tube down and to
fasten it on my nose with plaster. The first time they didn’t manage and I
almost choked in it. I thought: Everything is going wrong this time. I asked
myself how Ap and the children would manage. It was Sunday evening.
Would he remember to put the dustbin outside tonight? Funny, that I was
able to think about these kinds of things.
It was all a bit like having a baby. You always do everything together, but
when giving birth you must do by yourself. I was to be operated on the next
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morning. Going alone to the operating-room, having surgery alone. It will
be like that when you die as well, you have to do it on your own. There’ll be
people standing at your bedside, but it only concerns you.
I was ill, frightened and alone.

My eyes grew dim. I came round from the anaesthetic. I couldn’t feel worse.
The pain in the lower part was still the same or even worse now. I had pain
everywhere. I almost choked in the nose tube, I continually felt like pulling
that strange tube out because it constantly caused a feeling of nausea. The
wound in my stomach twitched, it was a kind of sharp feeling compared to
the dull pain inside. This terrible heat! I was perishing with thirst, that was
the worst thing of all. Drinking however, would be my death, I knew. That
once happened to my father’s aunt. She drank water after having a similar
operation, although it had been forbidden, and she died.

From my room I could see onto the balconies of the houses across the
street. Mothers busy with babies, and there were some babies in prams.
There were fathers coming home. That was the real world, but I was no
longer a party to it. Here normal life had ended, this was the silent world of
sickness and Death.
With my weak hand I took my small Bible, and tried to read a little. I didn’t
realize it, but I just couldn’t concentrate, it took too much effort.
I thought about a song we used to sing at home, on the organ: ‘Pass me not,
O gentle Saviour’. I sung it through completely and prayed: Please Lord,
don’t pass me by. Please make me well again. Bring me back to my family.
Will you let me live and will you take away the pain?

There were two fans placed beside my bed. My father took care of that.
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That way I got a little cooling. The thirst was really bad. It was just as is written in Psalm 137:6: ‘My tongue cleaved to the roof of my mouth’. Every
now and then I put an ice-cube in my mouth. It took a great deal of my selfcontrol, not to swallow it. These last few days Ap always brought an insulated can with ice-cubes from home.

One day the children paid me a short visit. They weren’t aware of the seriousness of the situation. They were and noisy. I could hardly stand it. I had
probably become much weaker, I almost couldn‘t bear anybody at my sickbed anymore.
My physical condition really got worse instead of better. My stomach was
still swollen, and days after the operation my intestines still didn’t function. I
asked myself how my baby was doing. We really longed for this third child.
Now I was worried about the pregnancy because of the anaesthetic, the operation and all those days without food and drink, only the drip. Maybe I
had to be operated on again.
I thought: I’d better stop worrying right now.

It was evening, everybody had gone, I was alone.
I must have been very, very ill. I could see it by people’s reactions. If the
cleaner came in to do the room, she dared not look in my direction. She
probably thought, she’s still so young.
The doctor had been angry. He examined me roughly and I had made no
headway. Even with Ap and my sister Marion, I noticed some real despondency, they clearly had the utmost difficulty with the situation.
Marion had written the text of a song on a piece of paper:

If only I would know,
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that my way right here,
is prepared by you, oh Lord.
And that this way,
how difficult it might be,
brings me closer to you, oh Lord.

We sang it together and I couldn’t control my tears.
I thought: Imagine if I will die tonight, imagine if I have to stand before
God who would ask me: What did you do with your life? I would stand
there empty-handed. I thought: Please, give me another chance, God. I
prayed: Please take these pains away from me.

One day, some people came to visit me, bringing flowers. People who didn’t
know or hardly knew me, the Van Zessen couple. I had seen the woman for
the first time in a meeting of the Full Gospel Church, in Dordrecht. Her
face really shone, she had something I didn’t have. I wanted to have it but it
was so far away from me. When I became ill, I asked for those people. And
here they were. They brought me new hope. I really wanted to live again. I
wanted another house, another life, I wanted to be a different person. I
knew that from now on, it would never be the same again. I was told that
people prayed for me day and night, in churches, monasteries and in the
Full Gospel Church. That gave me some feeling of safety. I was so weak
myself, I couldn’t even pray anymore. My father paid that church a visit, but
he came at a bad time; the hall was empty. In the midst of all the empty
chairs he knelt down on the wooden floor. He called to God and asked him
to heal me, he told me afterwards. It was my father who planted the early
seed of my faith. That memory never really left me. But I went my own way
since that time.
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Here I was again in intensive care. I came through from the second operation. I wasn’t able to think clearly anymore. I could just observe. I was tortured by pain and thirst. The thirst was the worst of all. It was night and
deadly silent. I saw a light in the side room. A paramedic came in.
I asked him, ‘How did it go?’ He came towards me, close to my bed. He
didn’t answer. I asked him, ‘Was it a small or a big operation?’ He said, ‘A
considerable operation, madam.’ He went away again. I heard him opening
the fridge. He poured out something for himself. I was consumed by thirst.
I thought: When can I return to my own room again?

For days I was between Heaven and earth. I lost all sense of reality. I had no
idea of time. Time didn’t count anymore. Days became nights and turned
into days again. Sometimes I didn’t sleep the whole night. Sometimes I
didn’t fall asleep before Ap came to visit me in the morning. When he was
there beside me, I fell asleep. Then I really felt safe and peaceful. There have
been nights I thought Jesus was in my room. He didn’t say a word, he just
stood there. But it encouraged me and eased my pain.

I was laying there with a hole in my stomach. There was a nasty smell in the
room. I really felt embarrassed for my visitors. What a humiliating situation.
I thought about what would happen if I died. I would rather be in a closed
coffin, not in one with a window in it that people can look through. I would
ask Ap to marry Marion. That would solve everything, for her, for him and
for the children.
I looked at my hands. I had taken off my rings, they kept falling off my fingers. My arms and legs were like sticks. I have always watched my weight,
now it went down all by itself.
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There was this continuous thirst. I was disgusted with the astronaut food.
My body-functions started to give up, one by one. Vital organs packed up.
My body started to swell. I started to get sore all over. Marion took a special
cushion along from the hospital she worked at. She put bandages round my
ankles.
My hair hadn’t been washed in weeks. She brushed it and made two pigtails
of it. She was so caring, that sweetheart. I asked myself what I looked like
now. I hadn’t looked at myself for weeks. The people around me all looked
so healthy and handsome. My husband Ap, my visitors, the nurses, Marion.
Only now it became obvious how much sisters can love each other. Marion
and I have been separated for years, when she worked at a clinic in Switzerland. And now she was with me all the time. She massaged my bottom to
prevent sores, using both ice-cubes and a warm hairdryer. She fastened
some kind of mobile above my bed, strings with packages attached to it. She
gave me a pair of scissors, and every morning I was allowed to cut through a
string and to open a present.

The devil has always hated me enormously. But I also know that God has
known me, loved me and led me, from the beginning. I must often think of
Psalm 139:15-16:

My substance was not hid from thee,
when I was made in secret,
and curiously wrought in the lowest parts of the earth.
Thine eyes did see my substance.

That I was even born was already a miracle, because the doctors had told
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my mother that after the birth of my brother, she shouldn’t count upon any
other childen. When I was born, in the middle of the war, eight years after
my brother was born, all the baby-things had been given away and a lot of
things had to be made. The confinement was really a difficult one, I almost
choked. I was born dead or nearly. This applies litterally to me:

And when I passed by thee, and saw thee polluted in thine own blood, I said unto thee
when thou wast in thy blood, Live. (Ezekiel 16:6)

As a little girl of three years old, I had serious meningitis, that was discovered far too late. My condition had been very precarious and it was a fight
between life and death.
And now this was the third time the enemy tried to make his coupe.
When I was twelve, I chose to live for Jesus, for the first time. It was in
Goes in a Youth for Christ tent meeting. When they invited people to come
to Jesus, I went to the front and I still remember the great joy that came
over me. It was then that Jesus came into my life.
But afterwards I went on and led my own life. I sometimes heard there was
more. My father once visited a Pentecostal meeting. He told me they spoke
in new tongues there. At my sickbed someone came who did that too. It
was a young, modern woman called Rika Bots. I really wondered how it was
possible. Wasn’t that something that happened before, 2000 years ago?
Next to my bed stood a record-player. I had a record with choir music,
which I played often.

Don’t go through this life alone,
that burden is too heavy for you.
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I loved hearing that song. I could stand that music.
There was also a song called: A firm fortress is our God. That droned too much
for me. When that song came, I always called the medic to stop the record
and to turn it over.

The first present I opened from my mobile contained a nice smelling piece
of soap. The following day, I opened my second present. A little mirror was
in it. I didn’t realize I hadn’t looked at myself for four weeks. Suddenly I saw
myself in the mirror. I got the fright of my life. My eyes looked cavernous,
my cheeks had fallen in. I thought: just a skull! Was I really this close to
death? I burst into heavy sobbing.

I was going to be moved to Dykzigt. There was no sign of any improvement here. They didn’t dare operate again. If things would keep going on
this way, they surely would find me dead in bed one morning. Everything
hurt. It took so much strength to be washed. Turning to one side, then to
the other side, was deadly tiring. I became weaker every day.
I saw tears just drop from Ap’s eyes during visiting hours. He didn’t say anything, it just happened. I also saw Marion in tears. Until now I had been able
to take strength from them.
Every day the surgeon came by my bed: Has it started yet? Have you been
to the toilet? I felt guilty when I had to disappoint him.
When Ap told him I was going to be be moved to Dykzigt, the surgeon
came to my bedside again. He told me he didn’t agree. Was he trying to persuade me? He jokingly asked: is our love-affair over? He worked on my feelings. That made it even worse. I thought then, it was the right thing to do.
Only, would I survive the journey? Again on a stretcher, into the ambulance,
the trip. I was afraid. If only I didn’t have to be by myself on that road.
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On the other hand, there was no further help to be expected in that hospital. By making that decision God could maybe do a miracle. I just wanted to
believe in a new life. In a different area, close to the woods, closer to nature.

Just before the journey, there was great consternation. My condition suddenly got worse. I had terrible pains. Would it be justifiable to go on with it?
Suddenly there was a woman at my sickbed, sent from Heaven it seemed.
She spoke firmly and prayed. I was encouraged again and able to cope better
with everything.

I was in the ambulance, a paramedic sat next to me. Ap and Marion drove
behind us in his car. At last I saw a part of the world again. The car stopped,
doors were opened.
I felt the wind through my hair. I was in the fresh air for a minute. I even
made a joke with the medic. At my request they made a tour round a tree,
with me on the stretcher. We laughed. Then I was admitted to that skyscraper called Dykzigt.
This time I wasn’t alone in my room. I was sad about that because before, I
had had things all to myself.
The first night was terrible. The woman next to me was dying. There was
continous, quiet activity around me, from her relatives. There was a priest or
a pastor. I just couldn’t stand it.
One night, when I was almost asleep, I saw an old hand coming from behind the curtains that separated us, trying to get something from a table. A
glass of water fell down, a lot of noise, jingling and splinters. You are fighting for your life and next to you a woman is being administered the last sacraments. If only I could have been alone!
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The professor came to visit me, Professor Muller, the surgeon, who was going to leave for the States in two weeks. He was objective, reassuring, confident. He inspired me with trust. I thought, there’s still hope. He explained I
had to gain strength for the operation. I would get natural albumine through
a heart-drip. He would work together with the gynaecologist, because of my
pregnancy.
I also heard Otto Feenstra worked here. He had become a surgeon. I
wished that I could have looked better. I was ashamed of the way I looked
now. I asked myself whether he would still remember me, after all these
years. I still saw him entering my room, ten, eleven years ago. I told him
about the relationship that had grown between Ap and me. Out of anger
and disappointment, he hit my radio so hard, that the glass broke. I had
never seen Otto again. I thought he must have been married, by now.
Indeed, Otto did visit me. I asked him if he still knew me. He said he did
remember, but I think he couldn’t recognize my skinny face. Diplomatically,
he didn’t say a word about it. I wasn’t the same old Anita to him anymore. I
asked him whether he was married and was happy. I forget the answer.
I was given a heart-catheter, felt the needle going in my neck artery, and after a few days I started to gain weight.
My hair was washed for the first time in six and a half weeks. I was pulled up
halfway in bed. It almost took all my
strength. I was at an end. But I felt happy. I had started to feel so dowdy
with that greasy hair of mine. I was slowly getting ready for the operation.

Two days before the operation. It was a remarkable evening. The Van Zessen couple came to visit me, radiant as always. ‘Anita,’ she said happily, ‘I’m
full of the Holy Spirit. The Lord has spoken to me, and told me he’s going
to heal you!’ She read a part of Job 33 to me.
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He is chastened also with pain upon his bed,
and the multitude of his bones with strong pain;
So that his life abhorreth bread,
and his soul dainty meat.
His flesh is consumed away, that it cannot be seen,
and his bones that were not seen stick out.
Yea, his soul draweth near unto the grave,
and his life to the destroyers.
If there be a messenger with him,
an interpreter, one among a thousand,
to shew unto man his uprightness;
Then he is gracious unto him, and saith:
Deliver him from going down to the pit,

I have found a ransom.
His flesh shall be fresher than a child’s,
he shall return to the days of his youth.
He shall pray unto God, and he will be favourable unto him,
and he shall see his face with joy,
for he will render unto man his righteousness.
He looked upon men and if any say, I have sinned, and perverted that which
was right, and it profited me not;
He will deliver his soul from going to the pit, and his life shall see the light.
Lo, all these things worketh God oftentimes with man,
to bring back his soul from the pit, to be enlightened with the light of the living.
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She read it to me and prayed afterwards. She said, ‘We’re going to believe
that God will heal you.’ And I did believe. I really believed I was going to
make it.
We also sung. It was louder than is permitted. A nurse came in and asked us
to have consideration for the other patients. I believed in a miracle, but I
was really seriously ill. My brother Ton just told my father that he should
consider the possibility of my dying.
I remember one of the nurses in that hospital. She had those beautiful almond-shaped eyes that shone. Ap once said something about those eyes.
She told us she was going to be married soon. You could tell it by her eyes.

The following day was wonderful again. In the afternoon, my father suddenly arrived. He came by train. He said God had spoken to him in the
train. God had told him, I would be better again. I laughed weakly and I
said, ‘I already know.’ And, indeed, I believed it. What support my parents
gave me. My mum was really so supportive as well. She had always been
very nervous and emotional. She didn’t have strong nerves.
My father said, ‘Child, you know the Lord is your Shepherd, you shall not
want, whatever happens.’

I retained that thought, also the next day when I was lying on the stretcher
that took me for the third time to the operating-room. Now it was sink or
swim.
Because of the heart-drip, I gained one and a half kilos.
I was unusually calm and relaxed. At the other side of the corridor, I saw a
stretcher. There was a patient lying with a blue cap on, like people have to
wear during the operation.
I even joked about it.
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I became conscious.
I was thirsty.
It was night. My memory only contained fragments. Phantoms, demons.
Was that hell? Had I been in the realm of Death? I opened my eyes. I had
never before had so much pain as I did then. I realized I had been operated
on. But I was at my end now. I screamed inwardly: When will it all stop? I
thought, I don’t belong here. People are mentally ill here. I had a sense of
total detachment. There were invisible powers involved.
On the wall in front of me I saw a big clock. Somewhere beneath, it must
have been a nurse. It was a quarter past twelve. The operation had started at
nine o’clock. Did it take that long? I called for help. The nurse came up to
me. A large face with glasses told me, ‘Be calm.’ I was shocked and I said
from the bottom of my heart, ‘Woman, you’re so ugly!’ I couldn’t help it, I
just couldn’t control myself.

I saw Ap coming beneath the big clock. He came towards me. He asked,
‘How are you doing?’ I told him emphatically, ‘I am going through the
shadow of Death!’
I felt like kicking. Why was all this happening to me? Even towards God I
was rebellious.
Ap said he had spoken to the doctors. He told me the operation was a succes. They closed the opening in my stomach. I was really glad. I had been
afraid I would have to live with a stoma. The baby was still there. The uterus
was still intact. A big medical team worked on me together. Ap said God
had blessed Professor Muller’s hands. All was going to be fine. I understood
what he told me, but I couldn’t quite take the victory yet.
A few days later, I was in my own room again. It was better there and more
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pleasant than in Intensive Care. Suddenly I felt the four month old foetus
loosen. I immediately pushed the button. What I felt between my legs, told
me I was loosing the baby. Again a short anaesthetic and that was all over as
well.
Suddenly my father was at my bed again. It was as though he had felt it. It
was so good to have him with me in these moments, I didn’t have to go
through them all by myself. I didn’t really feel grief because I had lost the
baby, but I did have a feeling of emptiness. I realized I was lucky to have
two other children. Slowly, I started to long for them.

Ap had to take care of the children all by himself during those days. He read
Pinocchio to them each day. They can still remember that, even now. He
really was great, how he managed everything, his job and his family. He was
so calm; he was able to really encourage me!
Days of tremendous stress. And at last, after eight weeks being in hospital,
things started inside of me, began to function again! Things started to flow
through again. I was so extremely happy, I didn’t notice I let it all run out. I
just couldn’t hold it and I didn’t care. The nurse with the almond-shaped
eyes looked angry at me, when she had to clean the whole bed. But it
worked! Thalassa! At last I did it! Even the nurse was astonished at this
miracle. She had really supported me and she rejoiced with us in this.

Now I had to start moving again. Taking a shower, washing myself. Walking
in the hallway. I had to start eating. Even that took a great deal of effort.

Next to me was this little country-woman from Wemeldinge. She was called
Jo Korstanje. When she woke up on the morning of her eightieth birthday,
she saw that during the night nurses had been decorating her bed with gar100

lands. She put on a small white cap which contained a roll of artifical hair.
So she waited for her visitors. But no-one came. There she was with her cap
and garlands. Later that day, she cried. No one cared about her.
Soon we had a good relationship with each other. My visitors came for her
as well. She encouraged me to eat more. I didn’t want to think of that now.
A quarter of an hour I kept looking at my sandwich with smoked beef in it.
How could I possibly eat that? ‘Come on,’ Aunt Jo said, ‘you have a husband and children.’
I was allowed to drink a cup of tea in the morning, it was delightful.

I walked small distances in the hallway. Every day they were increased.
Marion and Ap helped me with those first painful steps. After a few days I
reached the dayroom, at the end of the hallway, but I walked away from the
smoke of cigarettes. Although the distances I walked were longer now, I
kept losing weight. I was now 42 kilos. One day it seemed I had an infection
in the stomach somewhere. Did this mean new suffering? Luckily the infection cleared up all by itself. The Professor had gone off to the States where
he had to give some lectures. They told me it wouldn’t be long before I was
allowed to go home. I didn’t want to go home, I didn’t dare, I was still losing weight, I couldn’t possibly go home like this. I would rather wait until I
was strong enough. They told me, however, that I would recover much
more quickly being at home.
New clothes had to be bought. Nothing fitted me anymore. I really didn’t
feel ready to go home yet. From my window I could see people walk and
cycle. I wondered if I would ever do that again.

It is the day of my discharge. I’m at the window. From my high vantagepoint, I look over the buildings, bridges, cranes and trees of Rotterdam. Far
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beneath, the traffic is seething. You can hardly hear the noise here. I’m waiting.
Marion has bought me some clothes. A sweater with big black and white
stripes. It’s striped crosswise, so it makes me look a little fatter. A black skirt.
Those thick shoes with cork heels are really far too big for my spindly legs.
Ap will come and fetch me later on. He has bought a new car. Will it be too
tiring to ride in a car again? What will life be like in the future? One thing is
certain, it will never be the same as before. It won’t be superficial anymore. I
will search for God, like I’ve seen him in those people at my bed. I will
search for God, for I want to have what they have. And I will live with him
for the rest of my life. Psalm 23 has become my favourite Psalm. My Psalm
of encouragement. I will dwell in the house of the Lord for ever. All shall be
made new. We’ll be getting a new house, in a new city. We’ll be going in a
new car soon. But a new life is also starting, a life with God.
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CONCLUSION

July 1984
It really smells sweet here, on this French isle, where I am writing down
these last words. It smells like wild flowers and the resin of sea-pines. It
really feels good to breathe in the sun-warmed air.
Lizards dart away when you walk through the dry grass. Most of them are
brown, but every now and then you see a bigger one, which is green in colour. They call it the emerald lizard.
I remember seeing a Frenchman chop off the head of one of these animals,
because it was supposed to bring him luck. As if your luck should depend
on that!
I have just been over my diary notes. It struck me that I have written so
much, especially during that very period. All kinds of important and less important details. I had never been such a diary writer before. Apparently I
saw the importance of the events very clearly.
There were also some things I didn’t write down. There are different reasons for that. First of all, I was very busy during the day. My daily programme started very early and ended very late. When I took time after office-hours to write down some notes, I was limited by the lateness of the
hour. Secondly, there have been so many little incidents I didn’t mention
because I saw no reason why I should, they didn’t seem to be that important or I just didn’t feel they belonged in the story, in my story.
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Anita told me all about ‘angels’ round her bed, although they mostly had a
simple human shape. She mentioned the Van Zessen couple, we ‘accidently’
met just before Anita’s illness. I never exactly understood what Anita saw in
them. I accepted their presence because I saw that Anita gained strength
through seeing them. Under those conditions I would have accepted anybody’s presence.
Anita had obviously seen a glimpse of God in those people before. Although she almost couldn’t bear anybody at her bedside, she explicitly
wished them to come again.
When those two sweet people entered the sick room, I saw two of the most
simple people you can imagine. First of all a woman with her hair in a bun
and a Bible in her hand, who greeted Anita cheerfully with the words:
‘Praise the Lord, Sister Verwaijen!’ (the word Lord should be understood as
LORD).
Behind her, a gentle, mild man entered the room. They read as Anita has already recounted, a part of Job 33. It’s amazing how precisely the whole
situation is described there, just as it all happened.
Three times a human soul was brought back from the pit. If we had ‘received’ this promise earlier, all the suffering would have been easier to go
through. It was only much later that I discovered a word out of the Bible
can be applied so often to a specific situation.
These words were, for Anita, some kind of spiritual infusion. The people
who brought those words, were truly children of God. They came back several times to read and pray and every time they came, there was light in that
room, only I couldn’t bear that light too well, at that point.
They also prayed with others outside the hospital for Anita, and drenched
her in prayer. A prophecy for Anita was spoken in their midst. I don’t remember what I imagined by the word ‘prophecy’. Probably I just shrugged
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my shoulders and it all went over my head.
The prophecy was written down, and years after we found a torn scrap of
paper, with the words typed on it somewhere in our house. I will quote the
text here.

Prophecy, spoken on July 4th. 1976
‘Yes, the Lord says: See my child, you opened the door of your heart and I came in, but
you must know that I want to be seated on the throne of your heart.
Therefore, put away all that diverts you from me, says the Lord, I want to make you perfect. See, I shall take away the pains in your body and I will establish my glory in you.
Don’t be afraid, my child, but see I cleansed you and I shall proclaim my Name through
you.
I don’t want you to answer to what they’ve said to you, but I want you to leave it all up to
me, I shall fight for you. Yes, the Lord says, see I shall take away the pain in your heart,
and I shall heal you and I shall bring peace to your heart, and you shall no more be termed
‘forsaken’. I shall be with you and I shall grant you new life.
See, the Lord says, I shall comfort you and what has been taken away I shall restore, and
I shall return it to you and I shall turn your tears into joy.
Don’t be afraid my child, I shall make you a blessing and you shall bring healing to many
others, says Jesus.
Hallelujah.’

All that was said in this prophecy is slowly being fulfilled. First of all the
healing. Three metres of small intestine were been taken out of Anita. As a
result, her digestion was completely disordered. The prophecy not only said:
I shall restore what has been taken away, but also: I shall return it. Now, I
won’t suggest that three metres of intestines returned to Anita, but her re-
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covery is amazing and her healing-process continues.1) And in many other
ways, so much more was returned to Anita than had been taken away.
Promising and very real are the prophetic words: I shall proclaim my Name
through you, and I shall make you a blessing and you shall bring healing to
many others.
Anita’s testimony has been a blessing to many people already. It goes without saying, that we are expecting great things.

At this moment, nothing disturbs the silence but the murmur of the sea.
What could be more suitable for a review of your life, than being here in this
peace. I realise there has been a fundamental change in my thinking, these
last years. Even now I have to adjust my thoughts daily. Particularly at the
start, it took a lot to give up my old patterns of living and thinking. In earlier
years I sometimes thought about life and the vitally important questions.
From my notes of years ago, it is clear I had almost completely reasoned
away every religious dimension from my life. Beside the existence of God,
there was nothing left of my religious life. One of those notes said:

I am convinced that men’s origin has to be be found in a person that exists outside of the
human race. We could call that person, God. God started it all. That settles the matter for
now, as far as he is concerned. We people go on by ourselves. We are completely on our
own. We have a free will, which means we have to decide for ourselves what to do. We are
responsible and help from outside would be a contradiction.
The word ‘grace’is only fiction. And praying, as far as it means asking for help, is so useless. But if it means to submit to the Almighty, to see evil and to want good, it can be
meaningful. In that case, praying can lead us on the road to consciousness.
1)

When Anita had to have surgery at Dykzigt the surgeon told us that, to his astonishment, there had been twice as much intestines than had been written in the earlier medical
files. Anita could grow old with this, he said.
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We are totally responsible for ourselves. We have to give meaning to our life, ourselves. We
can’t shift the responsibility of the world onto a higher power. As far as our response to
these problems, our actions are concerned, we have to take the blame upon ourselves.

I still agree with that last paragraph. But about God’s position and the
meaning of praying, it’s amazing that nothing remained of my cold, rational
contemplations, when you really get to the end of Life. Then suddenly
there’s a God who not only looks on, but One who can intervene in this
life. You want to bow your knee to a God like this.
In my case, this didn’t mean I had a real relationship with God. But I started
to put my trust in him and to hand over things to him. I suddenly believed
he could do a miracle in our lives. At the same time, I was ashamed to realize how superficially I had lived all those years. I intended to start all over
again, and build up a genuine Christian life instead of my earlier pseudobeliefs.
An intention I had made in a period of deep darkness.
And then the light breaks through in our life again. The trauma has ended.
You get back to work again. Each day resumes its orderly pattern. Immediately you are back in your old way of living, a materialistic life, some philosophical thoughts, being a little religious and going to church every now
and then.
In fact, this is a denial. Human-beings are only capable of a little faith. I have
always considered myself a person of integrity, more or less, true to one
woman, loyal. I’ve always been very royalist. I’ve always thought no divorce
in my life. But you’re not the only one who has a hand in it. If I consider my
relationship with God, then I hadn’t really given him any loyalty in those
days.
I was brought up in a Catholic tradition. When I left home to study there
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wasn’t much left of my childhood beliefs. That, I thought, wasn’t so suprising because there wasn’t much left of my original form of faith. All the earlier dogmas had become points for discussion and all the outward rituals had
been radically changed or were abolished.
Because we don’t lose a certain part of our spiritual awareness, I have always
kept thinking about religious things, even though I lost any interest in
church.
After Anita and I met - she came from a Reformed Church - we decided to
join an ecumenical discussion group. There they spoke mostly about the developments in churches. We enjoyed the friendship in this group, but it
didn’t get us any further. The Gospel, a personal relationship with God, the
power of prayer, all that wasn’t on for discussion.
Although Anita and I sometimes went to church, my faith stayed, in fact,
dead. But a certain longing for more remained.
When we came from our student-society into the civilian life, we couldn’t
find a spiritual home anymore, although we visited several churches. The
student-fellowship maybe wasn’t ‘it’, but the other churches we grew totally
away from. Don’t get me wrong, I know that in some traditional churches
you find real ‘life‘, but the Holy Spirit doesn’t go through certain churchdoors.
Our careers and social lives exacted a heavy toll; we both had jobs, I as a
lawyer, Anita as a kindergarten-teacher, with all the necessary obligations,
memberships of clubs, associations, managements, going to receptions etc.
We had one child and soon we would have a second; there was no time or
energy left.
We had never been very powerful people. Is it a wonder this kind of life
went wrong? At the end of 1973, Anita had a miscarriage. That was a symptom. Where would we end? Our story of 1976 illustrates the point well.
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That, of course, is easily said after everything had happened, but after all, our
train was predestined to derail. Only in this difficult time in our lives did it
become clear that only One could answer all our questions.
But men forget easily when the suffering is over. Luckily the fire wasn’t extinguished in Anita after her illness. It blazed up quickly. I thought it would
be sufficient to pick up our old religious life, but Anita had seen a new horizon. She really wanted to lead a new life, to build up a relationship with the
God she had met.
When we found a group of Christians in Breda, who all had such a relationship, Anita couldn’t stay away from them. During the Sunday morning services she attended, I jogged sadly around in the forest. The distance between
us visibly grew.
So that we would not too far apart, I went to church now and then, sitting
next to her with a stern face. And this way I got some spiritual injections
that made me start thinking. There was a lot of noise and many things didn’t
mean anything to me, but the Word that was spoken there, seemed to be
the complete truth to me.
I heard our God was a good God. He isn’t responsible for all the evil in the
world, or someone who connives at that. He’s someone who wants to give
us his power to fight, and overcome God’s opponent. This victory he made
possible because his Son died for our iniquities in our place, on the cross.
Everyone who believes in him has eternal life, from that very moment. This
message had never been told to me this clearly before. A person has to be
born again to have eternal life in God, during this life. But that’s a decision
you have to take for yourself. That’s not something you get because your
parents believe, or because you’ve been baptized as a child. No, it’s taking a
well-considered step. Making a complete choice for God and Jesus Christ.
I had never thought about it that way. I had always thought belief comes all
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by itself.
Beside the Word I heard, there was something else that made me start
thinking. I saw the changes in Anita’s life. In the first place, she dared to oppose me. That was new to me.
It was some kind of independance I wasn’t aware of. This made her more
valuable to me in some way, and it gave me a strong feeling of jealousy. The
Gospel sets free, I noticed.
Another consequence was, that she was no longer unsatisfied about her life.
The agitation and the strain from before her illness had gone. She had become more patient and stable.
All of this could only be the result of her new spiritual way of living. The
Gospel really seemed to work in practice.
So, one day I sat down in the garden all by myself, as we returned from a
service, and I started to think it all over. You could call it a review of my life,
because the result of all my thinking was that I asked Anita, who in the
meantime walked miles ahead of me in a spiritual respect, to slow down so
we could both start again and go this way together. She eagerly agreed and
none of us has ever regretted our deal.
I definitively decided to give my life to Jesus. I still had a lot of questions, but
it was clear to me that they would only be answered after I had made that
choice. I’d always turned it the other way around. I thought that as soon as
all the questions were answered, I would make a decision. But the secret is
that God can only give you the answers, after you make a choice for him. A
person cannot fathom God’s secrets when he isn’t drenched in God’s Spirit.
After I decided to become a child of God, a new chapter in my life opened.
In fact, God gives you a whole new life. That’s no wonder, because the
choice you make brings about some kind of a regeneration. This means, according to the Bible, that we should walk in newness of life. Well, I’ve really
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experienced that. A new dimension just came into my life. As if you could
hear a mono-recording suddenly in stereo! You go about in a feeling of bliss,
as if you were seventeen. It doesn’t leave you because you have the permanent realization that there’s more between Heaven and earth than you ever
thought, much more than most people seem to know.
A relationship with the living God comes into existence. This great, almighty
God who created the earth and Heaven. It’s possible to communicate with
him.
Anita had discovered this earlier. It was so good that I could join her. To
both of us, it was a great experience to go through together. In the past we
had prayed a few times together, but it certainly wasn’t very often, and we
always did it with diffidence. Praying together, and to talk about the things
of the Kingdom of God was really an adventure. It brought a new brightness into our relationship. So it was no wonder that I was baptized a year after Anita.
We discovered that there was freedom with God. I had been afraid about all
the things we would have to leave behind for God. But God accepts you
just the way you are, even if you’re not so holy. I think He dislikes mere religiosity. You can do a lot more with God than you might think.
And those things that aren’t right in your life, didn’t you have a secret wish
to get rid of them for years? If only you could, if only you had the power to
do so. Well, God gives you this power. One day you break through certain
habits almost automatically. A process of cleansing and sanctification starts.
Slowly a person is polished until he becomes a precious stone. A person
who is going to be made in the image of Jesus Christ.
At first, I thought it just meant not to sin anymore. But that’s only half of
our assignment. The other half is: to love.
By living with Jesus Christ you become less hard, milder and more tolerant.
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Love endures all things. I have always been a rather individualistic and unapproachable person. But now there were people around me who noticed I
had changed, that I had become more human.
I asked myself later on, what kept me from making this choice before? I
think it was due to several facts. Especially my self-conceit, fear, unawareness and a certain kind of delusion. It was a battle to overcome those obstructions. It almost caused me a nervous-breakdown, as you can see by my
notes. I asked myself why I had become so restless. Invisible powers were
dealing with me. Now I often recognize the symptoms in other people.
A voice speaks to your heart. But it is as if the doorbell has broken and
you’d rather leave it that way. There’s someone at your door. You know it,
but you deny it. That makes you restless. You’d rather feel like not listening
to that other voice. And at the same time you delude yourself into believing
that there’s no voice at all. You keep this up for a long time. Some people
manage to keep it up for their whole lives. They play hide and seek. Just like
children, playing a game. But one day they will realise that they kept hiding
from the Truth. That this game is a matter of Life and Death. By then it’s
sometimes too late.
Self-conceit is something that particularly suits independant people, people
who do everything themselves. You could sometimes call it a form of pride.
People say it’s weak to give the responsibility of your life over into another’s
hand. But that’s not true. A person is responsible for what he does. He
keeps that responsibility even when he puts his life in God’s hands. He
keeps making decisions in his life, but he is guided by the Holy Spirit. Would
you call it weak when a child asks his father for advice when he has to make
an important decision in Life? At the moment, most people don’t do this,
but they also aren’t able to turn this world into a better one.
Fear, especially because of our unawareness, is the second fact that obstructs
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us. Fear of the consequences, fear of becoming a bigotted believer. I always
felt it was a pity when a singer or a poet became converted. Again someone
was lost to the world. The opposite of that is true. I have never met more
fascinating people than after I took my decision for God. A lot of interesting people seem to have done the same. That fear is even more foolish
when you become aware of the blessing God gives in life. There’s life and
abundance. God heals the body. He heals the soul and heals relationships
between people. He also blesses in natural ways. Not that there won’t be
any illnesses, problems or conflicts in your life anymore, but it’s written: ‘...
the Lord delivers him from out of them all’. God can influence circumstances by the power of our prayers. He can also give us strength to resist
circumstances.
By the choice that Anita and I made, our health has improved, our
achievements have increased, our marriage and family relationships have
deepened. There’s no person more grateful than I am about all this now. I
really don’t understand how people can make it, without God. People just
don’t know there’s so much more. Nobody told them, or it was told in a
wrong way.
And lastly there’s some dark impediment, a veil over peoples eyes. I speak
for myself. I have always searched for fundamental things in Life. I was
never satisfied with fake, plastic flowers, half-truths, bad music. So I’ve always been busy with the important questions of Life. But it’s strange that I
have always put up with the least, the mediocre or even the worst, as far as
my faith was concerned. What can be the cause of that?
Concerning the Gospel there are two possibilities: it’s true or it isn’t. If you
think it’s not true or can’t be true, well let’s not discuss it, let’s not talk about
it anymore. But if there’s a chance that it is the Truth, the message is so fundamental to our lives that it is essential to get to the bottom of it. And if it
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seems to be true indeed, it cannot be that no consequences arise for that
person. It wouldn’t be logical to leave the message just there. How can it be
that so many people aren’t really interested, just as I didn’t have any interest?
The answer is simple: the devil blinds people. I met some very clever people
to whom I explained the main points of God’s plan for this world several
times, and who still didn’t know what I was talking about. They seemed to
forget it over and over again, or just misunderstood the whole thing. People
often have a wrong image of the Kingdom of God. The real life with God
hasn’t much to do with the outward religious practises of people, that are
partly determinated by culture and partly by personal taste. Therefore, a limited concept of God is created by others, which can lead to prejudice in everything concerning God.
Life with God is not a series of ancient rituals. It’s a new way of conducting
our lives, literally walking with God. It’s a meaningfull, active and thrilling
life. With God you can experience all kinds of things. There can also be
problems, but you can deal with them and they will be solved.
I had to change my idea about Life after Death. I wrote in my diary that in
the hereafter there would be a static form of happiness. But now I think
that there’ll be a tremendous, sparkling life. It won’t be a sleepy little club.
Our God is a creating God. I don’t think that after Heaven and earth have
been recreated by him, he will sit down for a Sabbath.
I read lately that a sociologist did research into the conditions for happiness.
It was clear that happy people aren’t the type of people who just vegetate.
It’s said that happiness kills creativity. Art results from suffering. But this scientific research proves that happy people aren’t apathetic, on the contrary,
they are very active. Happiness activates. Happy people have a direction in
Life.
In the Book of Revelation, it’s written that they that are with him shall walk
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in the light of the glory of God. So they won’t just sit down in a chair. You
can read that in the God vicinity there’s a great deal of activity. I think that
there’s still a lot to create together with God. That thought makes our future
more attractive than the image of the everlasting ‘dolce far niente’.
I sometimes anxiously asked myself why God created so many people. A
few million people would have been enough. The answer is, that it proves
the overwhelming love of God. He wants to share His love with an infinite
number of friends. And that’s what we ought to do now and later on - make
friends to share our love with. So we have plenty of work to do.

It grows dusk now. The evening wind has driven away the heat of this day.
From afar the sounds of an accordeon come to me. The well-known runs
of the valse musette. Pleasant, uncomplicated music.
Life has become marvellously beautiful.
This evening I took the guitar, and the four of us sang several fine songs.
One becomes aware of the increasing freedom of our children. We saw that
freedom slowly came into our own lives. The freedom to praise God together, to thank him, to worship him, to commend him and to ask him in
our prayers.
I think about our life that has become so adventurous. Our children do have
strange parents. When I ask them about that, they say it isn’t that bad. They
had got used to so much already. That we’re on a platform regularly, Anita
to lead in worship and meetings, and I to accompany or to sing Gospels,
and to witness together of the mighty changes in our lives.
To evangelise in the open-air, to contribute at campaigns. Whereever the
Lord wants us to go, we’ll go. Our talent can be used and developed by him
for a new purpose. Anita’s teaching qualities and my musical experience
didn’t seem to be of any use, but see, they can be utilised more than ever be115

fore. All the good qualities of people can be used to their full advantage, in
the realization of Gods plan.
Where we’ll be in the course of time, led by the Holy Spirit, isn’t known yet.
We’re anxious to know. With God you can expect anything. Maybe there’ll
be new contacts, radical changes. It’s all o.k. to us.
We’ll just see what door God will open for us.
God Bless you.
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REVIEW

Ten years have passed. How have these past years been, since the first edition of this book came out?
As I write about it, I am aware of the fact that it revolves around Anita and
me again. It seems as if we find ourselves rather important. That has not
been the reason for this book, nor for this review. We only want to share
the things God has done in our lives.
We did, indeed, continue our life with the Lord. Or maybe I should say: He
continued with us.
In 1985, after we had been with a Christian church for some time, we felt
like we were being called to build something new. In August of that year, we
as a family started singing in our living-room, reading the Bible and praying.
Soon afterwards, several people came to see us and asked if they could join
us. In this way our group was growing. We studied the Bible and we were
having a good time together.
Once, as we prayed, Anita got the thought about a bunch of keys, while I
was thinking of the word ‘Jefta’. When we looked up the meaning of the
word ‘Jefta’, it meant some-thing like, ‘The Lord opens’. We understood
that God wanted to open new doors. Since then, we have called ourselves
Jefta Evangelic Fellowship.
At Christmas, when we were up to about 20 people, we decided to have a
meeting somewhere else. We rented a little hall at the Markendael Restaurant
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in Breda, which was being used by the local ice-skating club.
Behind the restaurant was a little lake, which was used as a skating-rink during the winter. We would be able to rent the hall if it didn’t freeze. So we
prayed, and it didn’t freeze.
We had a meeting. I welcomed the people, Anita was in charge of the worship and my father-in-law, who was 70 years old by then, preached. It really
felt good, God was with us. After the meeting we had a drink together. It
surely was a blessed Christmas.
The fellowship kept growing and we started having weekly services. We had
crusades and started to organize all that was necessary for a good Christian
church, like training, cell-groups and youth-activities. We studied a little
about how the first churches are described in the Book of Acts. We started
to baptize, and people were filled with the Holy Spirit.
Because we saw the importance of having an authority over us, we asked a
friend, Henk Rothuizen (who had been through this whole process of starting a new church some seven years before), to give us spiritual protection.
We had seen the danger of independent leadership. Fellowships that had
been set up only loosely connected with the Body of Christ, seemed apt to
be derailed and fall apart.
Our work has been blessed and fruitful. The Jefta church consists of about
250 people at present. This isn’t yet the harvest we desire to see, but these
people are, as we see it, the workers for the coming harvest. The Lord has
provided many loyal workers, without whom we could never have done this
work. We have planted two daughter churches.
After a few years Henk asked us to join with several other churches in Holland and start a national Church and to be part of an international denomination, called ‘Foursquare’, which is part of the Pentecostal movement. To
us, as a new church, it seemed a good thing to join a worldwide denomina118

tion dating from the beginning of this century, and in which we could embrace the older, but so living tradition.
We were allowed to create our own structure for our national church and
our local fellowships. Nowadays it’s a good cohesive entity. The name of
our national organisation is ‘Rafaël Nederland’ and we call our local fellowships ‘Rafaël Churches’. We started this organisation officially in 1989, and
today, in 2003, there are 40 churches. Most of them started after 1989. We
have a board of 5 people. Since 1997 I have the honour to be President.
Rafaël has a strong vision for church planting. There is a school for church
planters, which produces a group of candidate-pastors every year.
Until 1991, I was a lawyer during the daytime, and in the evenings and weekends I was a pastor and spiritual leader. It was a heavy task, especially when
both my office and the church started to grow. I was forced to make a decision, as I couldn’t give my best to two things at the same time.
In obedience to God, but with some sadness, I left my office in Dordrecht
after having been there for 21 years. The ‘Goodbye’ became very soulsearching, because we were parting unwillingly, although my partners respected my decision absolutely.
I opened a small office in Breda for the church, where I could also have a
small lawyer’s practice.
In the meantime, Anita had started a chapter of Women’s Aglow Fellowship
in Breda, of which she was President for 6 years. Due to the publication of
this book, she was also often asked to speak. Within Jefta she developed our
prayer counselling-service and ministry of healing.
We often worked together as a team, at healing-services, seminars and
speaking, mostly in The Netherlands. Nowadays in other countries as well.
My activities as a lawyer are restricted to advising Christians, or handling
cases with a specific Christian issue.
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For ten years I have been chairman of the Fellowship of Christian Lawyers,
who deal with the solution of conflict by means of mediation and arbitration. The members of the organisation are lawyers, judges and other jurists
who believe they are called as Christians to help people in conflict, by the
ministry of reconciliation.
Our two children are married and live on their own. Before leaving home,
they were baptized. As our influence has diminished, they now have the opportunity to examine everything for themselves, and they do. At some
point, they will have to make a choice to continue their life with God or
without him. We have every confidence in them for this. We are very
blessed with our children and our five grandchildren.
Since 2002 Anita and I have been appointed by Foursquare Missions International as Field Representatives for Europe and we travel in many European countries to preach and teach on conferences and in churches, and to
encourage and mentor pastors and leaders.
This was a global report of the facts.
It isn’t time yet to strike a balance. Not for a long time to come, I hope.
Anita and I would still like to work for at least another 15 years in this world,
even if it is only to win a few more people for Christ.
As I look back, it hasn’t always been so easy. I must add, this is the same for
many other people, Christians or not. There aren’t many people who live a
completely untroubled life. But I do think that if you don’t take any spiritual
responsibility for your life, it may be a little less turbulent.
There are more ups and downs. You are being tested, purified and there is
not much left of yourself. That is a good thing; it means God’s own character-traits are showing through in your life.
Dynamic, that’s what you could call the life of someone who has one or
more spiritual tasks. The valleys are often deeper but the blessings are corre120

spondingly richer.
Sometimes you think you know it all, and yet it turns out that you hardly
know anything. You think you are well experienced in a lot of things, and
suddenly something happens that really hits you.
What is the greatest struggle you face? It is, in fact, the battle that is going on
between your old self and God, like the battle of Jacob and God. The man
who seemed to confront himself over and over again. The man who wanted
to do everything by himself, till he couldn’t pass God by any longer. He
came out of the struggle as a purified man, and realized he couldn’t go on
living without God’s blessing.
All your qualities, your capabilities, don’t mean a thing in God’s Kingdom
until they are submitted to him. You are inclined to see all that you have
built as your own work. So the success and the failures are also yours. But
nothing is less true. In the end, it is all God’s work.
Building a church is one of the most difficult tasks, and at the same time one
of the greatest challenges. The feeding of sheep and lambs, the teaching of
people to be disciples of Jesus is our most important, but also our most difficult mission. To be completely obedient yourself, is a must, otherwise it
will lead to nothing.
It is important not only to build and to keep a church going, it is equally as
important to make people ready for the work of ministry, so they can go
into the world, to be of influence there and to make known the wisdom of
God.
At the same time, a church in which God’s love is active, is the best place to
be, to shelter, to share and to be encouraged.
In the worldwide fellowship of saints, which Jesus Christ is building, there is
an eternal place for us.
It is an art to work effectively, not to be distracted and yet still to be relaxed.
121

In working for the Lord, disappointments take turns with blessings. It is often sowing in tears but harvesting in joy. This is only possible by staying
close to God. To talk a lot with Him, to worship Him, and to intercede.
Sometimes Anita and I sit at the piano to sing for half an hour or so, well
known songs, but also new ‘spiritual’ songs. Then there is freedom, and
then He is there Himself.
As I said before, we have never been such strong people. All that we have
started, we started ‘in fear and trembling’, even though some people have a
different impression. But maybe because of our uncertainty, God’s power
became manifest in us. People often pray for strength, but someone said to
me recently, it would be better to ask for God’s strength to work through
us. If we want to become powerful ourselves, we won’t be able to do anything. It has been written: ‘Be strong in the Lord, and in the power of his
might’ (Eph. 6:10).
As I said before, it hasn’t been easy. I want to be honest about that. But Jesus never said it would be. So things aren’t so bad. And we aren’t the only
ones who have difficult times every now and then. There are times of real
struggle, but there are times of great victory as well.
God’s Spirit is moving everywhere, we hear about it from our friends in
England, Bulgaria, India and the USA. ‘The eyes of the Lord run to and fro
throughout the whole earth, to show himself strong on behalf of those
whose heart is perfect toward him’ ( 2 Chron.16:9).
We have come to know the Lord better and we love him more and more.
In everything, we have experienced his presence, time and again. He is faithful and endlessly loving!
In the previous chapter, I wrote I was curious about God’s plan for our
lives. Now I’m getting more curious about the way he will fulfil His plans for
the world.
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