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a modern story in high spirits about the end of time
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DUTCH DOOMSDAY

CONTENTS

After an important preface, we have the following chapters:

CHAPTER 1: In which we make acquaintance with a pretty Catholic girl, her parents and her confessor. The chapter informs us about the games she played with one Jonas. And how she encouraged a certain Frank to hit out freely.

CHAPTER 2: In which we follow an imam from Morocco to Amsterdam. He is dominating the women of his own community, but having a lot of troubles with both an Amsterdam schoolmistress and a quicktempered Irish sailor.

CHAPTER 3: In which we see Jonas advancing to the top of the entertainment industry, and descending into the strange world of limbo and purgatory. And how he is trying to get even with his competitors on the track of love.

CHAPTER 4: In which we feel quite safe and peaceful when we see some people ripening in their own way. But yet we feel burdened with doubt and inner conflict when we see some other people staying confused and spiteful.
CHAPTER 5: In which our Frank is furious with the imam, and not without reason. He is disgusted with Jonas, and justly so. And he is shedding tears because of Eileen, but unjustly and unnoticed and in vain.
CHAPTER 6: In which diverse signs are indicating the approach of a dramatic last act. The monastories have to close the doors because of the sudden run of freshmen. And there is a great meeting on the Dam in Amsterdam.

PREFACE

Some time ago, four excited tramps stepped up to the Amsterdam police, to give notice of a remarkable fact: in the small hours of the night, they found four corpses near the New Church on the Dam. They were harmless drunkards and knew very well that the police had a lot of work to do. But they didn’t realize that the constables preferred to do their work with precision. So they thought fit to drag the dead bodies to the police office. One of the four bodies was already decaying, but the other three were rather beautiful: especially the corpse of the woman, who was still young. She was radiating a supernatural shine and had a wonderful sweet smile on the face.

Although most newspapers did report the incident, it is quite possible that it escaped the notice of many people. Other sensational news items were very much in the public eye too. Moreover, diverse local authorities instructed the newspapers to pay little attention to it, because the crowd shouldn’t  know all delicate particulars. Apparently, the tramps got not only a severe rebuke, but also a royal bit of hushmoney. They are now living like gods in France. However, this made us curious. We set up an accurate investigation, and want to give an orderly and reliable report of the events that caused the fatalities.

We must conclude that these happenings would have caused a worldwide revolution if God wouldn’t have interfered. It was the coup of the secret fellows of Saint Michel. The president of the United States awaited the outcome with clammy hands. The pope in Rome spent those days praying and with a burning head. Mankind was standing at the edge of the abyss, in almost disastrous ignorance. Every initiate saw many signs of a near Apocalypse. As is wellknown, the infallible tradition of Christianity learns that Jesus Christ will return in glory at the end of times, to judge of the quick and the dead.

The illustrations below are very similar to the real protagonists of this history. By the way, you may by mere chance also view them as the four sides of my own personality, or perhaps as the four sides of any man.

(Eileen, Frank, Jonas, Ibrahim:)
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CHAPTER 1  

Pater Jacobsen sat up. He was ready to teach the catechism to his dear faithful. The father had big horn-rimmed spectacles on, which had the same brown colour as his monk’s habit and sandals. His tonsure was clearly visible at the back of the brown hair. Now you could hear a pin drop. He took the blue tridentine catechism book and pushed off: 

“Dear friends, don’t allow anybody to deceive you. Man doesn’t spring from the apes. Some six thousand years ago, God created heaven and earth. After the deluge, there were only four men on the earth: Noah and his three sons, Shem, Ham and Japheth. The Semites spring from Shem, the negroes from Ham, the Indo-Europeans from Japheth. It isn’t clear from whom the Chinese spring, they are probably a mixed offspring. The multicultural society is a big danger for Catholic faith. Allegedly, we should go to the other peoples for information. Of course we can learn something from them, dear faithful. But the Light itself came to us two thousand years ago, in Bethlehem. ‘In Principio erat Verbum - In the beginning was the Word.’ That is Christ. He came into his own creation, but his children didn’t recognize Him. We have to be true to the faith that has been handed down to us. The bishops have to defend this faith against impurities; that is their main task. ‘Tradidi quod et accepi’, said Saint Paul: ‘I handed down just what I received myself’. Of course, normal Catholic prudence demands that we be somewhat reserved when we are preaching. But we can’t bargain away the old Catholic heritage. So we shouldn’t  give in too much to the Anglicans and the other Protestants. O, I see you keep pouring coffee. Did you come for the coffee or for the catechism? The Anglicans say they’re successors of the apostles too, but that’s not true. The consecration of Anglican bishops in the times of Henry the Eight and Eduard the Sixth wasn’t valid. They didn’t say the right words. It was rubbish then, just as it is now. Of course, there are many excellent people among the Protestants. There are even many excellent people among the Islamites. They keep the fast better than we do. But yet, Islam is a pestiferous religion. Allah is not our God. Allah calls for revenge: ‘An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth’. Jesus, however, asks for true love of neighbour. That’s quite different. Any questions?”

As there were no questions, father Jacobsen rang a little table bell. The lecture was over. Eileen had been listening with open mouth. She never heard so clear an explanation. But she understood, although she was still young, that things weren’t so simple as the father represented them.

“Now there is opportunity for confession”, said father Jacobsen.

Eileen knelt down in the waiting row next the confessional box. She diligently investigated her conscience and checked the whole list of examples of sins in her prayer booklet. Trembling aal over, she entered the confessional box.

“Venerable father, give me your blessing. My last confession was one month ago.”

“In nomine Patris et Filii et Spiritus Sancti, amen.” Eileen saw the father blessed her from his seat behind the bars  in the twilight of the confessional box. 

“What wrongs did you do, my daughter?”

“I deceived my mother.”

“What did you make her believe, my child?”

“That I was going to uncle Jan and aunt Jet in Amsterdam. I did go to Amsterdam, but I live there together with a sailor.”

A bumping noise sounded from the other side of the bars. Apparently, father Jacobsen had dropped his prayer book.

“That is not good. Do you still live there?”

“Yes, but I have informed my mother now.”

“This must change. Do you solemnly promise that? You can’t live together with some sailor without  a wedding.”

Eileen nodded cosent. Her confessor went on:

“Let us talk this afternoon after the procession, in the parlour. I’ll give you the absolution right now. For penance, pray the litany of the holy virgin Mary and the chaplet. Ego te absolvo …”, and Eileen saw again the blessing hand of her friend, the confessor.

She stepped out of the confessional box in high spirits, went back to her seat in the church, prayed the penance in a modest mood, and sped outside into the sunlight ...

There, people were busy with the preparations for the procession: they had to lay flower paths, on which only the priest was allowed to walk with in his hands the holy Host, and they had to construct rest altars along the public highway. Sister Johanna instructed the little girls clothed in white, who were to strew flowers. Brother Arthur taught the little altar boys how to manage  the  burning censers. The cows in the meadow were waving their tails in the rhytm of the thurifers. Gentlemen in black suits conversed with ladies who were wearing posh little bonnets. The brass band practised combined singing: Lauda, Jerusalem, Dominum. Lauda, Jerusalem, Deum. Hosanna! Hosanna! Hosanna in excelsis! 
“Let’s talk now”, said father Jacobsen to Eileen. “The procession will not depart within an hour.”

They went into the parish house together. The father invited Eileen to sit down. He himself lit a pipe and sat down opposite her.

“Begin with the beginning”, he said. “You are the daughter of Therese Fraser?”

“I am”, said Eileen. “You also know my father, John Fraser?”

“I do”, said the father. “He has a shop for pet needs, hasn’t he?”

“He has.”

“Then you got the raven black hairs of your mother and the blue eyes of your father.”

“Yes.”

Father Jacobsen leant backwards, and plunged in deep thought. Apparently, he had forgotten Eileen. 

“In my childhood, farm life in Limburg was just like before the war: ploughing with horses, sowing by hand , resting with stories around the fireplace in winter, harvest and feasts in the sun of summer. In May, the kids would gather cornflowers to put them next the statue of virgin Mary. When the church bells sounded at twelve o’clock for the Angelus, everybody knelt down to pray. In every living room stood a statue of the Sacred Heart, in the middle of the room.”

“I remember that statue … “, said Eileen. “It stood in our garage behind the grass  mowing machine.”

The father looked up at her, wrinkling his eyebrows, and then he said:

“Whenever the pastor suddenly rang the door bell, and entered, everybody rose from his seat.”

“Yes, I have experienced such a visit. My father offered him a cigar, and the pastor made the sign of the cross on my forehead.”

“Did this pastor bless the shop of your father?”

“He did. And, of course, my father gave liberally to all parish collections. This was good for his eternal salvation as well as for his temporary needs.”

“Go on …”

“When I was ten years old, my family moved to a country house with a lovely garden. I used to pick field flowers there and watch the industrious labour of the bees. My mother would tell about her own patron saint, Saint Therese of Lisieux, who grew up in similar circumstances. She told how grateful this holy little Therese was for the good gifts of God. That she made small sacrifices every day, and decided to become a nun at the immature age of sixteen. Then I wished to be a nun too. I loved to attend the confirmation classes. ‘Je veux passer mon ciel à faire du bien sur la terre’, said Therese – ‘I wish to spend my time in heaven on doing good on earth’. Yes, if  people would hear about the good Shepherd, He would suavely attract them and bring them into heaven. My young heart was craving for the love of God. I already wanted to talk about it with her father.”

Father Jacobsen nodded to encourage her. For sure, this girl grew up in an old-fashioned Catholic enclave. He blew the smoke from his pipe  into the air, so as to make little circles like haloes. Eileen boldly continued: 

“Before long, it was a white Christmas. My mother had made a nice Christmas stable with rock paper, straw, a wooden manger, and a jumble of little statues: Jesus rather large; next him Joseph and Mary, who were about as large as their child; the donkey and the ox somewhat smaller; the shepherds and kings with their animals very small at a distance. During the solemn Mass at midnight, a soprano sang the Gloria. However, in that same night our neighbour woman gave birth to a little baby whom they called Noelle. So I saw a wonderful little baby child at Christmas day, and now I thought I liked better to become a mother than a nun.”

Pater Jacobsen nodded mildly. Being a mother was a beautiful vocation, too.

“These neighbours happened to be Protestants. My mother said in a compassionate tone that the child would be baptized, but probably not go to heaven. For it would have to do without all other Sacraments, among which holy Mass. But my father laughed over this. He said God would surely save Protestant children, because they had to sit still all Sunday. In fact, in things religious, the relation between both parents was not very good.  Can I refer to them as John and Therese?”

Father Jacobsen wrinkled his eyebrows. But after a bit of thinking, he consented. He never could suppress these modernistic frivolities, could he? Meanwhile, Eileen plainly continued her pig-headed story:

“Therese did love the typical-Catholic jovial nature of her John, but she also thought he had inherited too much from the typical-American range of materialistic ideas. This was inevitable, for it were Protestants who founded America. They thought the more God blessed a man with earthly prosperity, the more Christian he was. And John mocked too much at Catholic pomp and circumstance. He forgot that real Catholics love poverty: see for example the humble followers of Saint Francis. But we shouldn’t skimp worship. I was often surprised to see that the usual harmony in the family could suddenly disappear when my father and mother began arguing. For instance, my father would say that Catholics have a special saint for every trifle, but no direct contact with Our Lord. Then my mother would answer that Jesus didn’t use a telephone, but He came onto earth to call up a long series of contact persons. Fortunately, they both had a typical-Catholic ability to see the relativity of things. At the end of the quarrel, they usually promised each other to confess as soon as possible. They both thought they weren’t patient enough with the other.”

Father Jacobsen nodded he understood. Eileen continued: 

“I chose the young chaplain as my confessor, not the old parish priest. This chaplain was a meagre fellow with a little beard. He was almoner with the scouts, and joined in many street football matches. He had a fine tenor voice, as clear as a bell. When I and the other girl scouts were camping, he played the guitar and sang beautiful Flemish songs: ‘The enemy once felled the cross in the field, our boys took their guns and swore never to yield’. Next day, the chaplain came to school again to take confirmation classes. The children asked for an explanation of this song by the campfire. He said the song was about the peasants’ war. It was before Napoleon.”

“Right”, said father Jacobsen with much delight. He thought it was his time to narrate. 

“In sinful France, people had been revolting against the king. Okay, they were hungry, but now they were running on quite a bit. They beheaded many nobles. Revolutionary armies came to Flanders. There were so many French revolutionaries that we couldn’t stop them. Liberty, equality, fraternity. They erected a tree of  liberty in every village. They began to worship the ‘Goddess of reason’ instead of Christ.” 

When he said ‘Goddess of reason’, the clergyman pulled an ironical face. Eileen diligently laughed along with her mentor.

“All priests had to take an oath of  hatred. That was unchristian already. But they had to hate the king! If they didn’t, the soldiers arrested them and sent them to a camp in a tropical country. The bloody French called up many farmer’s sons for military service in the revolutionary armies, but most of them hid in the forest. At night they would come together in farmer’s barns, where holy Mass was secretly said. Before long, they took the guns of their fathers. After an early success, the revolutionary armies defeated them. ‘No youth bent his head, the bullet to fly. They died kissing Jesus whose kingdom was nigh.’ Later on, Napoleon and the pope agreed on a concordat. Catholic worship was again allowed everywhere. Our boys, the ‘brigands’, didn’t make their sacrifices in vain.”

Eileen smiled, and said:

“I grew up without difficulties and became a teenager. One rainy Sunday, I went with my father to a football match. John was a stopper in the team of veterans of Standaard Football Club. I saw my father post himself before the goal of the adversary when his team got a corner. He scored with a stonehard header. I began cheering, like everybody did. Suddenly I felt a hand upon my trousers. It was this Arthur, the Protestant neighbour boy. Ever since, it struck me that some men kept looking at me. The Protestant neighbour boys did, but also some Catholic men, like the milkman. It was so clashing with all I learned at home and at school that it was in fact undiscussable. Whenever I began talking about ‘this Arthur of the neighbours’, mother quickly began to talk about something else. And father began reciting a humoristic poem, about marriage or something. It ended with ‘Now I lose my bearings, please girl stop whining. You want him? - Yeah, father! - Then start again shining.’ However, this made mum grumble..”

“Coffee?”, asked father Jacobsen. In fact, he, too, thought it was a difficult subject. He poured coffe into two cups, and Eileen went on: 

“In those years, my mother became ever more dissatisfied with the course of things in the Catholic Church. It was too hip for her. The chaplain would straight away descend from the pulpit to preach the sermon standing between the people in the pews.  ‘Dear people, what do we know about heaven? We can only hope and trust that creation will become new. Completion is already being brought about. The paleontologist Teilhard de Chardin knows how to say this … ” And then this soft youth choir began singing a negro spiritual All my trials, Lord, soon be over.”

Father Jacobsen grinned. In that little village where Eileen grew up, the clock was running some twenty years backwards. 

“Had these youngsters long hair?”, he asked.

“Some of them had”, said Eileen. “Anyway. Ever since, we used to go to this your chapel, devoted to Saint Theresia of Lisieux. Because you, the Capuchin friars of the ‘fraternité de Saint Michel’, read Mass the traditional way. John didn’t think it was necessary we went to you, but Therese had persuaded him. In fact, my father could get along quite well with the fathers of the fraternity. They were friendly, and didn’t talk too much rubbish.”

Father Jacobsen suppressed a forthcoming inclination to talk, and he silently nodded consent instead. 

“John and Therese had to take their vow in the third order of Saint Francis on a Pentecost Sunday. They wore posh summer clothes. It was the first time I went along with them to the chapel. The early car ride through the landscape, full of meadows, was unforgettable. The sun was rising at the purple horizont … So it turned out to be this sober little chapel, with this little belfry in the ridge. There was enameled stain, and a statue of virgin Mary in the meadow behind the little church. I entered, and I first saw a little girl in white, waiting before the confessional box. Through the open door, I saw the father and the altar boys silently dressing for Mass. The sexton, clad in a narrow black suit, lit the candles on the altar. He also lit the little candles before the statue of Saint Joseph. I knelt down in a pew, took my church booklet, and prayed my morning prayer …”

“Okay”, said father Jacobsen. “Ever since, I knew you. But how the hell did you ever land in Amsterdam?”

“That was because of a skinny nomadic doggy that came strolling along near our house. It was a little badger dog. I called it Pips. My parents wished to take that doggy to a home for lost dogs. But I knew this pet home was too full, so these little beast were made to die. I thought that uncle John and aunt Jet, who were living in far away Amsterdam, might perhaps be willing to adopt little Pips. I had saved a bit of pocket money, and didn’t hesitate to take the train for Amsterdam. I had left a little letter for my parents, in which I informed them about my trip and my intentions. But they didn’t read this letter until half a day later on, and then I already had disappeared  in Amsterdam, without a trace.” 

“Disappeared?”, asked the father. 

“Yes, I was kidnapped. When I had just arrived in the capital, two friendly young men came approaching me. They had a bald head, and wore an orange tunic. They asked whether I was alone. Did I want a cup of tea? They took Pips and me to a house along a canal. There were some more of these slow odd fellows in that house. They must have put some drug in my tea, because I lost my conscience. One moment, I found myself sitting in a garden with ponds and lilies. Pips was there too, lying at my feet. A pale sun was shining. Then I heard a buzzer, and suddenly I saw a couple of big bloodhounds who began to bark furiously. I also saw I was alone for a moment. I quickly took Pips in my arms, and jumped through a hole in the hedge onto the street. I quickly sped away. At the corner of the street, I bumped into this sailor. He was running away from the police.”

“And his name was … ?”, asked father Jacobsen.

“Frank”, said Eileen. 

At that moment, somebody shouted through a megaphone that the procession was about to  begin. 

We have to credit the fraternité de Saint Michel with an independent position, as against the common parishes that were more often than not being dominated by respectable shopkeepers. The most important characteristic of their very respectability was their dislike to unrespectable people: the tramps who were gathering before the doors of their shops, were unrespectable; the doledrawers who used to let their dogs out at high noon, were unrespectable; the lame and the blind who couldn’t move through the shops without the help of shop assistants, were very unrespectable, except in the shops where aids for the lame and the blind were for sale. These shopkeepers were oversensitive to trends, so they chose the trend of lukewarmness in liturgy: for example, at carnival Sunday, the carnival princes could distribute Holy Communion during mass; but the faithful should henceforward receive Communion in their hands instead of on the tongue.

 In those years, there was a respectable little boy living in Ireland. His name was Frank MacMillan, and he was to become Eileen’s lover and to tell her his life story in detail. However, in those days he was still blissfully ignorant of it, and he spent his days romping in the hills south of Dublin. His father was a military by profession, an airforce lieutenant and pilot. Daddy sent Frank to the school of the friars since the boy was seven years old, if only until noon. Frank’s  seven sisters were not allowed to go to school. They had to apply themselves to the household, to become good mothers and wives. “These others are only girls, Frank, but you, being a boy, should know better”. 

The names of the seven sisters were, in order of descending age: Mary, Ellen, Maureen, Ruth, Sarah, Karen and Daisy. They all were merry, pretty and sweet. Maureen was the most beautiful. She was redhaired and freckled. Her green-blue eyes inspired a local singer to write a song that became wellknown in Ireland: ‘I once met a maiden, Maureen green ey’O’. This singer asked Frank’s father if he was allowed to marry Maureen. But he went off to Scotland immediately after, for a meeting with other bards, and he never came back. Ever since, Frank’s father considered him a wally: ‘A man should keep his word’. 

The games Frank played with his comrades, weren’t for girls. They formed a club, ‘the five merry men’, who would steal money from the rich to give it to the poor. Once they robbed the local grocer, a very respectable man, who was strolling through the wood. They suddenly turned up on his path, with red handkerchiefs before their mouths. Two of them took him by the arms from behind, two lifted his legs from the ground, and Frank took off the trousers from the good fellow. He found in the trousers a purse containing seven pounds. They ran off with the money, and gave it to a poor little woman who was living all alone and forlorn at the edge of the wood. The boys were caught one by one, and had to sit in jail for a few days. They got only water and bread. But they didn’t mind. Later on, they applied themselves to ‘Irish football’.

Frank’s father laughed heartily over the silly incident with the grocer, but he wasn’t as mild when Frank committed another breach. The publican gave Frank and his friends a large glass of whiskey. He bet with them for twelve pounds they couldn’t empty the glass at one draught. They might have died. Frank lay on bed for twenty-four hours, and after that he got a sound drubbing with the stick from his father. The publican had to surrender his licence. 

Frank’s mother was a beautiful, quiet woman. She always was busy with caring for her children, smiling and silent, and rejected the men who kept stalking her too much and too long. People heard  her beautiful voice only during prayer or on the occasion of a feast, when she would often sing. When the villagers were dancing on the village square of a summer evening, she would sometimes lustily sing Irish ballads or play the harp. Then the children were listening with open mouths, because they didn’t know this side of their mother. Frank’s father always carried the photographs of his daughters with him, and showed them to the fathers of the boys he considered worthy to be his sons-in-law. These were mostly sportsmanlike young fellows. He would say to these fathers he had seven maidens left. But he loved them all. Soon a lot of young men turned up, so he began to be critical. Whenever there came an idler, he sent him away. His daughters made use of this to get rid of troublesome lovers. 

One spooky day, there suddenly changed quite a lot in the life of the MacMillans. It had been raining all morning. When the sun returned, a beautiful rainbow appeared above the green hills. Frank was practising with his comrades for a spelling test in the old Irish language. ‘Dia duit ar maidin – God give you a good morning.’ Far away, a large flock of black and white sheep was descending from the hill. Suddenly, Sarah came running down from behind the flock.

“An accident! An accident! It is father!”, she shouted, gasping for breath.

“What’s up with dad?”, Frank asked, trembling with fright.

“He lost his footing and fell into the ravine!”

The women came running along from all sides. One of them took Sarah by the arm:

“Bring us there.”

And they went, in procession: five mothers and twelve children. Two little dogs followed, wagging their tails as if it were fun. An old man came panting after them, gesturing they should wait for him. When they arrived at the scene of the accident, they saw Frank’s father far below. He didn’t move. After a bit of deliberation, they decided to go and ask for help. They silently walked back to the village. The dogs didn’t wag their tails any more. 

Strong men went up to the place of the accident, with a horse and hoisting apparatus on a wagon. He was dead. They placed him on a bier in his own house. The women turned the peintures to the wall and closed the shutters. An undertaker’s man went about to invite the people for the burial, three days later. 

On the sad day of the funeral, the sun came peeping through the dark clouds every now and then. Hundreds of people followed the coach with black horses who brought the dead man to his last resting-place. The parish priest spoke at the churchyard about a big loss for the community and about the soldier who passed away from the ‘Church militant’ to a better land, the land of the ‘Church triumphant’. They sang the De Profundis next the grave. All this made a deep impression on Frank. For the first time in his life, he saw his mother weeping.

During the first three weeks after this sad happening, Frank’s mother turned from a beautiful, strong woman into a bent old crone. Her hair became grey, and she gradually lost her interest in all things that were going on around her. She only was sitting in a chair, murmuring, looking askance to the sky, as if she were talking with her deceased husband in heaven. Whenever somebody said something to her, she looked at the speaker as though she didn’t understand him. Her company had to feed her with a spoon, or else she wouldn’t eat anything at all. Once she impatiently shouted the name of the dead spouse, while looking at her son Frank. Apparently, she mistook him for his father. Finally, a resolute aunt entered the house. She said to each child where it was to grow up henceforward. She brought most of the girls to family, some of them to good friends. But Frank was to board with the friars of Saint Patrick. These friars happened to be allies of the fraternité de Saint Michel. Perhaps, this very fact made Eileen bump into Frank later on, or didn’t it?

The ‘five merry men’ met for the last time. It was on their open place in the wood, near the large erratic boulder. Frank was standing on top of the stone; his comrades gathered around it. Each one took a foot or hand of Frank in his own hands. Frank sprinkled them with holy water that he had taken from the holy water fonts in the church. They solemnly promised to meet again. ‘Slán agus beannacht! – Goodbye!’

Frank went to a wagoner who had to bring little stools to the friars of Saint Patrick. The wagoner was putting a donkey to the carriage. He looked at the passenger out of the corner of his eye, took his cigarette from his mouth, and murmured a welcome. Frank jumped upon the carriage, and gee-ho, they went away. It was a long ride through the hills. In the beginning, some children accompanied the carriage; but as the sun climbed higher in the sky, there was ever more silence around them. They quietly stepped along on the path between the flowers and the bees. After a few hours, an old stone tower loomed up, which was very long and perfectly round. The donkey suddenly stood still 

“Do you know the story about lady Marlene?”, asked the wagoner.

“No”, said the boy. 

The wagoner took out a pipe and tobacco, and began filling the pipe at his leisure. 

“Once upon a time, there was an old king right here. He had a beautiful daughter, who was called lady Marlene. She fell in love with a simple shepherd’s boy, but her father chose an ugly prince as her future spouse. However, she refused to marry the prince. That’s why the king had this long tower built for her. He locked her in it together with a maidservant, and with food for seven years.”

“How rude!”, said Frank in dismay.

“The king didn’t mean any harm”, answered the wagoner, after a bit of thinking. “Anyway, during those seven years, the Danes arrived. They stole everything they could find, and burnt the king’s palace. But for some reason they left the tower alone. Maybe they had no time to break it open.”

“Was that so difficult?”

“Well, you can see the walls are very thick. Three bricks wide! Anyhow, lady Marlene didn’t sit still, either. She and her maidservant soon began to open the tower from inside. They used bone combs for it, which they sharpened with a knife.”

“Had they enough combs?”

“Yes, the maidservant had smuggled them into the tower at the very last moment, in a box of salted herrings. The seven years were almost over, when they pushed away the last brick, and fresh air began flowing into the tower.”

“What a relief!”

“It was indeed. They couldn’t stand the smell of herrings any more. They lustily sang a song or two. But as soon as they saw that everything around had been destroyed, they weren’t so glad any longer. However, now it didn’t last long before they could get out of the tower. For the shepherd’s boy appeared as well, and helped to free them. He had been persisting in having a look at the tower every day until the arrival of the Danes. Then he had hidden himself in a cave. But once a month he returned to the tower and shouted the name of lady Marlene.”

“And then they were married?”

“There was no priest. They set out to find one. The shepherd’s boy brought them to the cave, which had a passage into the ‘other world’. They apparently found a priest there, who led the wedding ceremony. People say he was a druid, but a baptized one.”

“And the maidservant?”

“She kept serving them seven more years. Then she married a dwarf.”

After these words, the donkey decided to walk again, and pulled the carriage unto the monastery of the friars of Saint Patrick. 

Frank had a very regular life with the friars. He grew ever taller and bigger, and became an exceptionally strong fellow. 

The usual daily timetable was as follows: Exactly at half past six, the buzzer sounded in the large dormitory, as a sign for the boys to rise. Frank was then already some five minutes awake, and lay dozing in his chambrette. When he heard the buzzer, he jumped out of his bed, and washed himself with cold water from one of the taps in the long passage, together with the other boys. Fresh as a daisy, he went to the large reading room, where they were supposed to prepare for the lessons of the new day.  But Frank sometimes spent that study hour for other things, like a list of Irish terms of abuse.

After Holy Mass, there was breakfast in the refectory. The boys were at table in groups of ten. Each group had a fellow from the highest form (the ‘rhetorica’) as president (‘censor’), and comprised further a subcensor and eight smaller boys. The smallest boys were at the end of the table. The pupils were not allowed to talk, and there was only one kind of spread. If that was brawn, Frank had two troubles: first, he didn’t like it, and second, the others pushed their own brawn onto his plate, or, even worse, into his tea. 

The morning lessons were from a quarter past nine until twelve o’clock, the afternoon lessons from a quarter past two until four o’clock.  All together, this was a bit long. Ars longa, vita brevis – The art lasts long, but life is short. 

On Mondays, there was always a large pile of delicious pancakes with treacle, but on other days they would have lukewarm potatoes or sticky maccaroni. Hunger is the best sauce. In the late afternoon, they all got a slice of ryebread with milk. Of course, they had to eat their evening bread in silence. Whoever was quick enough could butter some spread on the second slice of bread (jam or peanut butter or whatever happened to be the spread of the day), and eat five or six slices with Blue Band margarine and a ‘dry slice for being content’. After the meal, the boys quietly went to the door of the refectory, and raced from there to the toilets. O tempora, o mores – Every epoch carries its own habits!

Both before and after the meal, there was time for home work again. Whoever was ready, began reading mythological stories in an exciting book called ‘About gods and heroes’. From eight to nine there was recreation: playing at cards or draughts or billiards. Finally, at nine o’clock, they had the evening prayer, and the boys went to bed.

This dull life came to a sudden end. Four boys were caught at ‘special friendships’, and the school was closed. Frank got a room in Dublin, and was to take his state exam one year later on. They assigned a private tutor to him, but this man was soft. Frank attended the ‘beat mass’ every day, and sang the usual songs in the youth choir. Michael row the boat ashore. So, apparently, this neighbourhood where Frank lived was also some twenty years backward. The choirmaster informed him he should take the olden truths of Catholic faith with a pinch of salt. This information didn’t appeal to him at all. However, he had other things in his longhaired head: he was in love with the girl from the baker’s shop. But he approached her in a rather clumsy way, and she let him know she was busy. Consequently, Frank was at a loose end for years. Nobody knows the trouble I’ve seen. Nobody knows but Jesus. Finally he recovered. He decided to become a sailor.

“God’s breath passed through my soul”, said the prophet in the dark of the night, on the ship on which Frank had signed. He was a bald little fellow with a grey beard. He was in complete harmony with the old sailing boat with auxiliary motor, which had to bring a load of parcels to the European continent for a dealer in garden gnomes. After a sinful life, he had suddenly met Jesus in a little harbour on an island in the Dutch Shallows. Jesus threw his sins before his feet and He tenderly touched his chin. Ever since he was born again, and he grew his beard. Now he asked Frank whether he already managed to fall on his knees before his Saviour. Then the darkness would give way to the light. 

Immediately after the prophet had said this, the first red rays of the rising sun came above the sea waters at the horizon. The very first task Frank had got to fulfil on this ramshackle old seatub, was the long night watch. Frank was glad that the darkness made room for the sun of itself, because he was too tired to raise objections against the prophetic announcements. The first thing he needed now was a few hours of sleep. Fortunately, the captain just came on the upper deck. It stroke Frank that the captain had a longer and fuller beard than the prophet. Frank murmured something like ‘sleeping’ and wanted to go off. But the captain called him back. 

“Anything special, last night?”, he asked. 

“The wind turned, and now we are sailing before the wind. I turned the motor off.”

“Does God’s breath help us?”, the captain asked laughing, and he tapped on the shoulder of the prophet.

The prophet shook his head, and went off to the hold for breakfast, while Frank stayed a few more minutes to chat with the captain. When Frank was about to go off to perch, a lot of noise was sounding from the ship’s cabin. 

“Get to hell, out of here, you breath prophet!”, somebody shouted.

“You are like an intermittent light!”, was the answer.

Frank and the captain heard a loud blow, and then a deep sigh. They went down to see what was going on. In the cabin they saw the ship’s carpenter, bending over the body of the prophet. The carpenter stank of whiskey, and there was panic in his eyes. 

“I didn’t mean this”, he said.

“Could you make room for me?”, asked Frank, who wished to see in which condition the prophet was. 

“Should I make room for a greenhorn?”, shouted the drunkard.

The captain entered. He saw how the big fist of the wild carpenter nearly missed the head of MacMillan. Frank, in turn, knocked with his mighty right hand on the chin of the other. The carpenter groaned and fell down like dead. An unshaved sailor entered the cabin. Together with the captain, he overmastered Frank, who didn’t offer any resistance. 

The captain called all hands on deck. The sun was still low in the sky, and coloured the water at the horizon red. They held a sort of court-martial. The captain communicated: first, there was on board no room for missionaries; second, freckled boys shouldn’t frisk for free; third, no more whiskey early in the morning. He fixed the punishments at once: the ship’s carpenter should have no strong drinks for three days, mister MacMillan should be keelhauled to the instruction and amusement of the crew, and the prophet should have to shut up for three days. One of the sailors informed Frank that his punishment wasn’t particularly severe: it was tradition that newcomers were keelhauled on the very first occasion. 

With fright in his heart, but outwardly calm, Frank observed the preparations for the keelhauling. The sailors fixed a tackle at the mast, and laid a strong rope over it. Two of them threw one end of the rope into the water and clutched the other end. The carpenter undressed and jumped into the sea. He swam with the rope underneath the boat, and emerged with it at the other side. Subsequently, one sailor bound Frank to the rope with a belt. They solemnly sang the Soldier’s song, and the captain gave a sign with his hand. Two mates threw Frank into the salt sea, and drew him underneath the boat. The men watched him emerging at the other side, in silence. He had a few grazes … that was all. After another sign from the captain, they brought Frank to his sleeping rug. It was time for rest. 

Only then, the helmsman came to say the prophet had died ...

What now? The captain called all hands on deck again. He woke Frank from his first sleep, so Frank felt like slogging at the face of the captain. However, his mother once teached him to count till ten in so tense a situation. Then he was already listening to the words of the captain. 

“Comrades, we are together to pay a last tribute of respect to our beloved mate whom we used to call ‘the prophet’. Although he kept boring us with his spiritual experiences, he was a good boy. Our carpenter beat him to death by accident. I’m sure he didn’t mean it. We shall commit the dear dead to the waves, and that damned whiskey too. Bring to me the dead man and the whiskey.” 

A couple of sailors brought the deceased prophet onto deck on a stretcher. They fastened ballast to the corpse: heavy leaden balls. They also lugged the cask, which was still half full of whiskey, from the hold upward. The Soldier’s song sounded again: this time in the full daylight under the blue sky, where the sun had climbed above the horizon. After the captain had given a simple sign with the right hand, they threw the corpse and the cask overboard. The ship’s carpenter saw both disappear into the water together, so it was impossible to ascertain whether he mourned most for the prophet or for the loss of the whiskey. And Frank stumbled downstairs again, and slept till far after noon. 

At the moment he woke up, a stern policeman was standing next his sleeping rug. He presented himself as a sea constable of the Dutch police. He had a little notebook in one hand and a ballpoint in the other, and began to ask many questions. Name? MacMillan. Dwelling place? Dublin. Destination? Unknown. Frank had never asked at which oversea harbour they would first touch. Function? Sailor’s apprentice. This was his very first voyage. How many heads were there on this ship? The captain, the helmsman, the carpenter, four ordinary sailors,  he himself. That was eight men altogether. Frank said nothing about the former existence of the  deceased prophet, who had signed on the boat as a quartermaster. Neither did the other members of the crew. Nevertheless, the sea police escorted the ship to Rotterdam harbour. For it had no papers, and couldn’t mention trustworthy connections, not even in Ireland. The Dutch thought they could be a bunch of pirates just as well. They decided to investigate the stone garden gnomes in a Rotterdam laboratory. 

As soon as they had arrived in Rotterdam harbour, they were carried off as prisoners to the superintendent of police. He informed them that a cask, half full of whiskey, had been found floating in the neighbourhood of the spot at sea where the police had arrested them. They thought this suspicious. They also had fished up a little handkerchief, and a little red bible. Frank was already asking himself whether he’d better inform the police about the the decease of the prophet and the manslaughter by the carpenter. But his ship’s mates looked so threatening at him that he decided to keep these thoughts secret. For the time being, they were now taken into custody and locked up in an asylum in Zaandam. 

A few days later on, two coppers brought Frank alone before the severe superintendent. This man told that a team of divers had fished up the corpse of the unlucky prophet, and some of the crew members accused him, Frank, of the evil manslaughter. Frank now delivered a complete deposition. However, the prophet had written Frank’s name with ornamental letters in the little red bible that had been found at sea. Now the police were supposing there could have been  some conflict between the prophet and Frank. What was Frank’s  explanation about this? 

Frank couldn’t explain anything at all. He was so inexperienced he thought he’d best venture an attempt at escape. When the police brought him under custody back to the asylum by train, and the train stopped at Amsterdam Central Station, he suddenly jumped out of the carriage, which was still riding, and disappeared in no time in the crowd of travellers.

He ran out of Damrak street into a side alley. There he bumped into Eileen.

“Sorry”, he said. “Who are you?”

“I’m Eileen. And this is Pips.”

“I’m Frank. Where are you going?”

“I don’t know. I don’t remember.” 

“Then we’ll go together.”

 They continued walking hand in hand through Amsterdam all day. They evaded the police. Every here and there, they found something to eat or drink on a deserted pavement, where a customer had left behind half of his meal. They also hurried away from people who observed them with too much attention. Frank told her about his adventures, and, by and by, Eileen began  remembering  the reason why she herself had come to the city of Amsterdam. 

The evening sun above the roofs had already disappeared, and the canal water was reflecting the houses in the twilight. Eileen’s head was clear again. She informed Frank she had to go to her uncle and aunt in the city district of Watergraafsmeer, to give Pips a home and her parents a telephone call. But they suddenly ran across the ship’s carpenter of Frank’s captured boat. He had some money in his purse, and knew a place for Frank to sleep. As a matter of fact, Frank was willing to take care of Pips himself, so Eileen could leave her uncle John and her aunt Jet in peace. Why shouldn’t Eileen and Pips stay with Frank for one night? The carpenter could call Eileen’s parents to set them at ease. 

They did accordingly. They went to a little house in a back alley. There they could live for the present, as long as the owner was in Germany. They prepared a bed for Eileen and Pips on an old sofa. Eileen felt free as never before … Frank gave her a timid night kiss. Then Eileen decided to stay there with Frank and Pips for some time to come. She whispered the good news to the little bitch. Pips turned on her back, and lay twisting with the paws behind her ears. Then she turned on  her belly again, and began watching her dear mistress Eileen, attently and full of anticipation. 

Next day, Eileen wrote a long, reassuring letter to her parents. She was so wise, however, as not to mention where she was staying, because, if she did, her freedom would soon be over. Together with Frank she made plans for the future. First she would work as a waitress, and do some correspondence courses: Spanish and maths. They liked the city, and wished to stay there for a couple of years. But how should Frank plan his future? 

While they were thinking about this, the carpenter came round. He asked Frank to go along with him to the wellknown sports school of Henk Bak. They went there that same night. Frank entered a smoky cantine, where all kinds of rough types were sipping apple juice: negroes with golden chains, Irish curlyheads with hairy breasts, bald Germans with tattoos. The school had no licence to serve strong drinks. The carpenter presented Frank to a trainer, a sturdy fellow with hornrimmed spectacles and a blonde forelock. This man immediately began to train Frank: he had to lift heavy weights, beat a rubber boxing ball, and do a lot of belly muscle exercises. The trainer explained to Frank the game rules of pugilistics, and the tactical and technical tricks. He could act as a sparring partner for the club champion: type Cassius Clay, but with ear rings. Before Frank knew what was going on, he lay on the ground, gasping for breath.

“Why should you continue boxing?”, asked Eileen in the next morning. 

“What else can I do to earn a living?”, answered Frank, while looking at his bruises in the mirror. “We need much money to get on in Amsterdam. I can’t just do some shopping and let Pips out, can I?”

Pips heard her name. She went to Frank, wagging her tail with joy. “Sorry, Pips”, said Frank. The doggy lay down.

Thus, the first weeks passed by. Frank learned the Dutch language at a quick pace. They worked hard, but yet, they found time for long walks through the old Amsterdam city district called ‘de Jordaan’, with ‘all those little lights at night on the square’. They would drink a cup of coffee or a glass of beer on some pavement, staring into the water of a canal, or watching the gulls. One evening, Frank was a bit mysterious. He was even more a gentleman than usually. He took Eileen to dinner in a Chinese restaurant in the wellknown street ‘de Zeedijk’. After that, he brought her to the sports school of Henk Bak. She took a rather big fright: before the entrance there was a billboard with a poster stuck on it: ‘Boxing match, tonight at eight o’clock: Frank MacMillan against Billy Rosario’.

Eileen was sitting near the ring, keeping her fingers crossed. A sort of toastmaster presented   Frank and Billy to the spectators, who cheered loudly. He beat on a big gong, and the match had begun. Frank had learned boxing very well in the last few weeks. He let Billy come near him. He warded off all blows, and evaded his adversary by dancing backward or sideward every now and then. He was waiting for the right moment, which suddenly came. Billy just missed Frank’s head, and was a bit out of balance. With his mighty right hand, Frank knocked him down. The referee counted to ten: knock-out. Frank’s trainer jumped  into the ring to congratulate him, and to have a few photos made. This first victory yielded ten thousand guildens to Frank.

Frank and Eileen both sent a letter to the home front, in which they announced their fairly satisfactory conditions. They now also gave them their address. The ship’s carpenter told them the police had finished the case of the dead prophet, without a judgment. Now they ventured to register themselves as Amsterdam inhabitants. 

Eileens mother wrote back that Eileen should attend the May procession. Eileen did indeed, as we have seen. However, in spite of her solemn promise to father Jacobsen, she couldn’t break away from Frank MacMillan.

One winter day, Eileen went to a municipal office to have her passport renewed. She left Pips at home, although the doggy didn’t like to stay alone. It was snowing. She put on a thick winter coat, and over it a plastic capuchin. The wind blew the cold snowflakes into her face. The ducklings gathered around a hole in the frozen canal. She almost lost her footing, because it was icy indeed, but she managed to cling to a  lamppost. Hurrah, she could already see the office. She entered and shook the flakes off her coat. A friendly miss at the reception desk pointed out to her which lift she had to take. 

A sly little chap in a grey suit stepped into the lift in which Eileen was waiting for the door to close. He had smeared some greasy substance on his thick bald head. God knows why. The lift got stuck between two floors. The stranger pushed an alarm button, and the two of them were alone. They smiled at each other. Damned, Eileen thought, I hope this isn’t going to last long. The strange fellow took a pingpong ball out of his pocket, and clenched it between his forefinger and his middle finger. He tipped Eileen a wink, and, look … now he suddenly had four white pingpong balls between the fingers of his right hand. Eileen had to laugh over it. 

“I spy with my little eye”, the little chap seriously continued, after another couple of winks at Eileen, “something red!”

“My headshawl?”, asked Eileen. “No, I left it at home.”

The fellow now showed her eight red pingpong balls between his fingers. 

“My good old father taught me this”, he said. 

“Did he?”, said Eileen. “How is he doing?”

“Badly. He is a municipal functionary, but they’re getting rid of him.”

“Is there a reorganization?”

“Yes, there is. Imagine: he was leading a team of twelve colleagues. A very amiable person. He supervised his subordinates without letting them feel it. They loved him. But alas, he’s getting old and stiff. He’s a bit hard of hearing. And he’s repeating himself.”

“That happens quite often, when somebody is getting older.”

“ ‘Burgomaster’, he says to the burgomaster, ‘in my department there can only be one boss, and nowadays that’s mister Verbruggen. He is pretending to protect me against the youths, but that’s twaddle. By the way, that new ‘flexible’ staff management is rubbish as well. They only want to release personnel.’ ”

“I see. So, he’s no longer the boss.”

The lift began to move again. They both got out at the third floor. Eileen asked the queer companion for the way to the waiting hall for passports. What a coincidence, he had to be there too. They both pulled a number from the ticket roll. They might have to wait about an hour. 

“My name is Jonas”, said the chap, “Jonas van Santen”.

“Were you born in Amsterdam?”

“Yess, ssure!”, said Jonas with an affected Amsterdam accent. And he sang in long tones with much emotion, to the tune of the song of Johnny Jordaan: “I was in ‘de Jordaan’ a-born!”

Eileen smiled again. She thought he was a nice fellow, though a bit weird. He kept looking around every now and then, as if the walls had ears and were eavesdropping. And there was something cynical in the way he laughed. 

“And where do you come from, miss .. ?”, asked Jonas, taking out his watch. 

“Eileen Fraser. I come from the southern part of Limburg.”

“Well, I made acquaintance with Limburg people during a feast.” He switched over to the Limburg dialect without problems: “Laydies and gentlemayn, we have come together for the silver wedding of mister and mrs Partouns!”

“Which is your own occupation, mister van Santen?”, asked Eileen, smiling. Jonas produced a mysterious laugh.

“I am a self-made man”, he said. “I have intimate contacts with people of German origin. Circles around Prince Bernard. Footballers as well. Recently I’ve been conducting a footballer who moved from Austria to the Rotterdam football club Feyenoord. He was a grandnephew of the wellknown trainer Ernst Happel. He is also a look-alike of his famous great-uncle. In Rotterdam, he had to take a free kick, some thirty meters from the goal. There was a ‘wall’ of adversaries between him and the goal. The trainer said he’d better lay the ball more backward. ‘That’s lull talk’, he said, talking like his great-uncle. And he kicked the ball over the wall into the upper right corner of the goal.”

Eileen yawned. She shook her head to ask excuse.

“Sorry”, said Jonas van Santen. “I’m boring you with football. Most ladies hate it. But I see service is going quick at the moment. It may soon come to your turn.”

It came immediately. Eileen got her new passport. When she returned from the office desk, the chap had disappeared. She put her coat and her capuchin on, and went downstairs. The hall was wet with the snow conveyed by many shoes. She stepped outside carefully. There was snow everywhere, but the air was clear. She saw three little girls who were making a snowman, laughing with fun. Eileen walked to the tram stop, taking care to stay upright. There was the train already. The carriage was full of wet people, and smelled musty. When she came near home, at the stop next the Islamic butcher who sold ‘helal’ meat, she stepped out of the tram. In her own alley, Pips came to meet her. The dog wildly wagged her tail, and jumped against her legs. Frank came too. 

“Any news?”, he asked. 

“I  laughed!”, she answered, and she circumstantially told the whole story.

Frank pulled a doubtful face. “I know this man”, he said. “He often comes to sport with us at the club of Henk Bak. This man is one of the most infamous fellows of Amsterdam. He is the talk of the pub. I heard weird stories about him. He isn’t ‘kosher’, you’d better evade him.”

“What’s up with him, then?”, Eileen asked, a bit frightened .

“I’ll tell you tonight. But let’s dine first, I’ve put everything on the table.”

There was a maccaroni dish on the table, with melted cheese over it. There was paprika as well, and tutti frutti. Next the plates and the tableware, there was for both messmates a glass of red wine. They ate in silence. Pips had a bone, which was a tough job for her. Now see that doggy lustily gnawing! Frank laid his hand on Eileen’s hand, and smiled at her. He never went further than this, because he didn’t want to force anything upon her. Indeed, their being together might then soon become impossible. 

After the washing up, Frank lit his pipe. Eileen sat down next him with some knitting work. Frank began his narration. 

“Jonas van Santen was born in Amsterdam before the war. His father was a lover of pigeons, with which he won prizes and earned a lot of money. ‘Any van Santen dove will fly back to its love’. Jonas’ mother came from Germany to Amsterdam. ‘Bei uns in Deutschland ist jetzt alles unheimisch’ – ‘With us in Germany, everything is dreary at the moment’. She was a nipper’s nurse, until she became mother: first she got Jonas, then another son and two daughters. In the lively city district ‘de Jordaan’, the children never felt dull. On the streets and in the houses they heard and saw and smelled everything that is in fact forbidden to them. Then the Germans came. During the war, the father, mother and children went underground, each in an other hiding place. They placed Jonas in the countryside in a convent of Ursulines. The nuns kept a severe eye on the boys under their care. In this way, he got in his early childhood a liberal Jewish upbringing, and later on a strict Catholic education. The sisters made him feel he’d better have himself baptized. This happened after a few weeks of catechism. However, he could only maintain himself in this Roman Catholic environment by adapting himself to it in an excessive degree. He was extremely pious, and he really meant it. He would sit on his bare knees in the pews, folding his hands before the mouth, fixing his eyes at the pyx. He would run after the nuns. ‘Sister, sister, I’ve earned a picture of Saint Joseph!’ In the contact with his Catholic comrades, he pretended  to know many secrets that were heavily pressing upon him. ‘In de Jordaan I saw and heard everything. I can’t tell about it, because it is strictly secret. I will reveal it in heaven.’ And when he would impersonate Mother Superior with her pursy mouth and lifted forefinger, everybody laughed. ‘My dear children, please love each other.’

After the war, the family wasn’t reunited. It seemed the parents were dead. The little brother stayed with his foster family. One little sister died of rapid consumption, another one was locked up in a house of correction. Jonas himself stayed with the nuns for a while, but in the long run they couldn’t stand him any more. I’ll tell you why. One day, in the refectory there turned up, during the noon meal, a pious monk who bore an uncomfortable resemblance to Jonas. The children nudged each other, pointing at the new monk, and exploded with laughter. It apparently was Jonas, who had put on monk’s clothes. It puzzled everybody where he got these clothes from. The nun who was in charge of the supervision that hour, was nowhere within eyeshot. Father Jonas kindly nodded at his fellow pupils, spread his hands, and spoke: ‘My children, I have a joyful surprise for you all. Today in the afternoon, the bishop will visit his dear nuns. Seven casks of holy water have already been carried into the convent, which the bishop is going to turn into real wine. So you can do as you please, this afternoon.’ A loud cheering rose. However, at that moment the sister supervisor came back into the refectory. Her face expressed annoyance; she clearly wished to know what all this noise was about. But the new father had beaten a hasty retreat. The other children didn’t see Jonas again ever after. Nobody knows exactly how this story continued. Of course, there are many rumours. Here are some legends that are being told in the sports school of Henk Bak: 

Did Jonas participate in the ‘Jordaan robbery’, in which the old miss Daniels was murdered? Because the boys who committed this abject crime were then still minors, the case has been treated behind closed doors. As a matter of fact, the judge placed Jonas in Veenhuizen under the  discipline of the military police. He had to carry out heavy forced labour during several months. At an unguarded moment, he escaped together with three comrades. They stole foodstuffs from a little local shop, and ensconced themselves on the green heath. A military team, assisted by shepherd’s dogs, tracked them down and brought them back. Has Jonas joined the Motorboys, afterwards? Did he race over the roads to new adventures on a Harley Davidson, with a real biker’s slut on the back seat? Was he involved in the liquidation of a certain Charley S.? Apparently, the Amsterdam chapter of the Motorboys was guilty of it. But was Jonas van Santen really involved? As an adult, Jonas seems to have become wiser. But he studied like a madman. He allegedly passed through both evening school and university in a couple of years. The lads with Henk Bak don’t agree as to the subject of his study. Some say he studied economy, others think it must have been psychology. However, Reynard is still Reynard though he put on a cowl. Persistent rumours have it that he passed some exams by offering bribes, other exams by threatening. Yet he must have learned something. For he succesfully led an advice office in the domain of marketing. In later years, he had also success in Amsterdam city politics, with the brownie party of Roel van Duijn. 

Whenever Jonas comes in the sports school of Henk Bak, it is the beginning of a new series of rumours. Because there is always something in the wind. For example, he arrives with a large cut in his leg, where somebody belaboured him with a knife. Or he is as stoned as a camel. Or there is suddenly a biker’s chick in miniskirt who desperately seeks him when he just left the school. But he pays his bills, and that’s in the end the most important thing with Henk Bak. He even flings his money about. With his ‘merry rounds all around’ and his many improvised impersonations of all kinds of celebrities, he often provides a sort of conviviality.”

A hell of a noise suddenly frightened Frank and Eileen and Pips. A squad of Motorboys on heavy motorbikes passed their window. They observed the thick bald spongers with horrible tattoos, passing by one by one. At a given moment they thought they saw Jonas. But it could have been someone else as well. Was Jonas so tall and so strong? In the city office, Eileen had only seen a friendly thin gnome.

CHAPTER 2 

After quite a few wild years, Frank wished to stop boxing. His face should remain sound. In the Amsterdam harbour he contracted for loading and unloading. It was much better than being unemployed. He had funny mates there. They once rubbed him with butter, because he had slipped codfish into the pockets of their overalls.

His boss was a tall fellow with a typical Dutch cheese head. This fellow contracted Frank, when Frank and Eileen had a look there. Once a month, Frank went to the office of the boss to fetch his wage packet. Usually he got a compliment for his team spirit. But Frank wasn’t keen on chatting there. For this Dutch cheese would often begin talking about Eileen, Frank’s ‘sweet chick’. He seemed to think she was Frank’s serf..

Whenever Eileen came home late in the evening from her work in the pub ‘the Blue Angel’, Frank brought her a cup of tea., although he had to go to the harbour early in the next morning. On Sundays, they would stay in bed for a while. They still didn’t sleep together. Pips would mostly lie in Eileen’s bed, but she thought it fun to crawl under Frank’s blanket. 

One Sunday morning, Eileen came to Frank’s bed to see whether Pips was lying there. What a damned beautiful woman she was, certainly in the morning, when she was wearing her rose dressing gown. Frank seized her by the shoulder and wished to pull her near him. But she teared herself loose. She was a bit piqued. Frank really had great difficulty in not becoming angry. He counted to ten, and then he kindly asked if he should lay the table. It was to be a fine morning. They read the newspaper and listened to the radio.

At a drizzly autum day, Frank was working in the harbour. His boss stopped him and he coolly asked whether he could ‘borrow’ Eileen for a night. Frank laid down the bag of potatoes he was bearing on his shoulders. He rudely seized the boss by his arm, and said in a harsh voice: “No way”. The boss became pale, and Frank added:  “She isn’t mine”.

At the next wage payment, the director of the shipping trade was present himself. He was a portly gentleman with red curly hair. As soon as Frank entered the office, his boss pointed at him and said to the director: “That’s him”. Subsequently he said to Frank, while laughing in his sleeve:  “This is your last salary. You still don’t know no Dutch. And now you’d better make yourself scarce!”

Frank counted to ten again. Then he received his wage packet, and went outside. He made his rounds through the harbour immediately, looking for a new job. But whenever he mentioned his name, the bosses got a fright. Then they said at once they had no job for him. They seemed to think he was a leper.

Frank stayed at home for a couple of days. He made a pleasant walk with Pips and did some shopping. Then he went to seek a job in the harbours along the North Sea Canal. In vain. They apparently all knew he had been a formidable boxer at Henk Bak’s sports school. They were a bit afraid of him.

One morning he was walking through the Vondel park with Pips. He was in low spirits. He bumped into his former boss, who had fired him. The odd fish grinned. “Yet, it was a sweet chick”, he loudly said, “but why does she hobnob with such a wally?” That was the last straw. Frank boiled with indignation. He bound Pips fast to a little bench, where a friendly old lady was sitting. “One moment, please”, he said to her. He quickly followed his former boss, who just disappeared round the corner of the path. He stopped him there. Before the eyes of some flabbergasted spectators, he gave his ex-boss a slap in the face that made him stumble three steps backwards and collapse. Frank wiped the blood off his hands, adjusted his coat, and returned to the doggy Pips and the old lady. He kindly thanked the lady for taking care of the dog, and continued his stroll. 

Eileen never heard anything about this incident. In fact, Frank himself heard nothing about it ever after, either. It was like it had been a dream. By the way, Eileen had enough of her work in the pub. Too many winks, too much drunkenness, too much smoke of strong cigars. She began applying herself to maths and Spanish again. And she became a member of the Dutch labour party. It became soon evident that this was a good move. 

Frank happened to see a navy pamphlet. He went to the navy headquarters in den Helder, to have a look. But it was too far from Amsterdam. Then he went to the landforces. Bingo. He got admission to a sergeant training course. However … then he should first become a Dutchman. This wasn’t very easy, but Frank was confident about it. 

There was another reason why Frank wished to become a Dutchman: he did ask Eileen for her hand. It was on a Saturday morning. She was sitting with Pips in an easy chair. He brought her a cup of tea. In the newspaper it said something about the rapid increase of the number of divorces. 

“Marrying is important ”, said Frank, “because people should make it clear that they choose each other and that they will always be there for each other.” Eileen happily smiled at him, and Frank knelt down before her, and proposed to her. Eileen wept away a tear, and said she really loved him. But there was a problem: her granddad was gravely ill. Anyhow, it was high time for them to go to Limburg together and make acquaintance with Eileen’s parents. Next morning, they took the train due south: Frank, Eileen and the good old doggy Pips. 

They were only just in time. Eileen’s granddad looked at her from his sickbed, with eyes full of love. In a weak voice, he hummed some melody they didn’t recognize. It was too late to present Frank to him. In the course of the evening, he breathed his last.

The staid funeral mass was in the beautiful chapel of the fraternité de Saint Michel. Finally, when the burial was over, there was time for a little chat between Eileen’s mother and Frank. 

“My father went straight to heaven”, said Therese.

“I think so”, said Frank.

“God created our souls for eternity”, resumed Therese. “The soul is the form of the body. We shall eventually become as our souls, because God shall perfect us.”

“Maybe”, answered Frank. 

“What do you think, mister MacMillan?”, asked Therese, “Can anybody outside the Catholic Church be saved?”

“Of course”, said Frank. “If God created our souls for eternal life, He’ll surely not suffer them to keep burning in hell forever.”

“But think about this Liege poisoner”, protested Eileen’s mother. “She murdered and robbed some ten people, beginning with her own honest husband, only because she liked to be a posh lady. She mixed a foxglove extract through their drinks.”

“Ten years of purgatory”, guessed Frank. “One year in purgatory must be terrible. That’s sufficient to extinguish the debt of a murder. After ten years, eternity is still lying before her.”

“That is heresy”, said Therese. 

“You need not believe everything the assemblies of bishops decide. They do decide slowly, but dependent on the epoch, and by a simple majority of votes.”

That clinched it. Therese forbade her daughter to marry this heretic. So Eileen decided to postpone the marriage, because she didn’t want to hurt her mourning mother. But Frank wasn’t happy with the delay. They were so long together already. 

“You apparently ain’t willing to choose me forever”, Frank said to Eileen. “Then I’d better go and live somewhere else.” When he said this, Pips looked very anxious. 

“As you like it”, said Eileen. “I don’t wish to be compelled”.

The journey back home was miserable. Pips lay down next Frank in the train, to let him know she supported him. When they got home, Frank called his mate, the ship’s carpenter. Next day, a little bus came round. Frank loaded all his traps into it. 

“Good luck”, he said. And he left. Eileen lay down on bed, and wept bitterly. Pips lay close against her. Suddenly she realized she was afraid. She was still a virgin, unable to give herself to Frank, as though that was wrong. She wanted to have him back. But she didn’t know where he was now. 

She called Henk Bak. He grinned loudly. But he didn’t know it, either. She was utterly confused. She decided to await the course of the events.

That evening, Jonas van Santen called her up. How the hell did this guy get her telephone number? He asked whether Eileen was willing to teach immigrants who wanted to naturalize in the Netherlands.  

“I am the new naturalization manager of the city of Amsterdam”, said Jonas through the  telephone. “The last manager is doing an improvement course, because he didn’t do his work well. Like the great helmsman Mao, who imposed improvement courses on small capitalists in China. Haha. Well, my predecessor didn’t achieve the target figures.” 

“Target figures?”, asked Eileen.

“Yes. The modern manager can do what he wants, provided he achieves his target figures. He is accountable for results.”

“I read something about it”, said Eileen,  leaning backward with the phone in her hand. “The police are accountable for a sufficient number of summons, the nursing homes have to reduce the number of inmate patients to an acceptable level. The industrial doctors have to pass as fit a sufficiently large percentage of sick employees. Pure economy management, if you ask me.”

“Perhaps you’re right, but the average employee isn’t very dynamic. If somebody sticks too much to his position, we throw him outside.”

“So I am chosen to teach naturalizing immigrants, because I’m young and dynamic? Am I accountable for results as well? Is there a target figure for the number of naturalizers who are allowed to pass the exam?”

“Listen, Eileen. You are accountable to me first. Provided I’m content with you, you’ll have a good time with us.”

“But you must not think I’m going to pamper you after my working hours. I’m too good for the ‘Amsterdam mattress’.”

“Are you crazy? In fact, I’ve in every city another pretty. Sylvia, Marlies, Ayaan, Coby, Karin, etcetera. Don’t worry.”

“Well, okay. I’m in. Where am I to meet you?”

“Come to the Rembrandt square, next the statue.”

Eileen laid down the phone, put a lead on Pips, and they went outside. Pips enthusiastically jumped against the legs of her boss. It was drizzling, but an umbrella wasn’t necessary. They walked straight to the indicated place. Eileen was pondering for a while on the subjects she was to teach the immigrants. But she thought the authorities must have decided upon the subjects already. Jonas was waiting at the foot of the statue. He wore big greeny glasses. He grinned and gestured to Eileen, and took her to a little pub at a corner of the square. 

They came in a dark taproom. The fat  host was standing behind the bar, in his shirt sleeves. He tipped Jonas a wink, and pointed upstairs. Was Jonas really thinking that Eileen would go along with him? 

At that moment, a pack of rough fellows in leather coats were entering. They looked like the Motorboys who lately passed Eileen’s house. What now? Eileen went upstairs with Jonas.

“Undress!”, said Jonas curtly, when they were alone.

Eileen was seized by panic. She wanted to turn around to go downstairs again, but the pack beneath them were loudly throwing about heavy furniture. She looked at Jonas, dumbfounded. She never saw him like this. He was looking right through her.

“Where is Pips?”, she suddenly asked. Jonas laughed. He was mocking at her.

“We take care of her. If you do exactly what I say ...”

Eileen heard her doggy yelping downstairs. She was furious and frightened. All of a sudden, she became dizzy. The room was spinning round. She sighed and fell onto the ground. Then she lost her consciousness.

When she came to, she was still a bit dizzy. She had a smarting, burning pain between her legs. Some clothes had been teared from her body. Now she saw Jonas. He was easily sitting in an armchair with a smoking pipe in his hand, like a honest family man. 

“No bones broken!”, he said. “This way, you shoot up into a woman.”

Eileen wished to say something mean, but she couldn’t think. She only thought about Frank, longing to see him again.

“The naturalization courses command a salary of one hundred ‘coins’ a night”, said Jonas. “You start tomorrow.”

“But I’ll never go along with you any more!”, said Eileen. Jonas shrugged his shoulders. He went downstairs before her. The taproom was empty. Pips came running along. Jonas now gave Eileen a brochure and a lesson booklet. He wrote down her bank number. And he showed her out in an awfully gallant way.

Eileen trudged home in dismay. She must have made a poor impression upon the people she passed. Fortunately, Pips was with her. She looked like the healthy teckel she was. Afterwards, Eileen couldn’t tell how she found her own house. But she got there, entered, and lay down on the bench. The doggy lay down on her legs. Eileen dozed off into a deep sleep. 

Suddenly the room was bathing in a clear light. Eileen opened her eyes and saw a white shape. It was a beautiful veiled lady in a long white cloth. She had a comely face with dark curly hairs and almond shaped brown eyes. The lady smiled tenderly at Eileen, as if she wished to encourage her. All at once, Eileen saw the rosary which the apparition was bearing in her small hands. 

‘Hail Mary’, Eileen prayed in silence, ‘full of grace.’

It was the holy virgin Mary. She was floating at a little distance above the ground. There were a few roses lying at her feet, which apparently belonged to the apparition. And she spoke: 

“Dear Eileen, don’t be afraid. Do whatever Jesus, my Son, tells you to do. The world will benefit by it.”

Then Pips jumped from the bench in the direction of Mary, wagging her tail and without barking. However, the lady disappeared as suddenly as she had come. And the clear light dimmed into common daylight. 

Eileen was feeling very happy. The pain between her legs had disappeared. She took a bath, and sang a Mary song: ‘If  wordly glitter - should blind our eyes; then say that in Jesus – our happiness lies. O Mary, my mother – I give you my heart; I give you my loving - in joy and in smart.’

Subsequently, she sat down on the bench to think, holding her head in her hands. After a while, she took the telephone and called father Jacobsen, whose number she knew by heart.

“Father Jacobsen? Here Eileen Fraser.”

“Good day, Eileen. How do you do?”

“That’s a long story. But I wish to tell you something nobody can understand except you.”

“You might tell me, my child.”

“Virgin Mary appeared to me, here in my house.”

And Eileen told briefly what happened. 

There was a long silence. Then the father said through the phone: 

“God has blessed you. It is a blessing, but also a heavy task. Tell it to nobody else. But write down an accurate report, and send it to me.”

“Okay.”

“I’ll pray for you.”

This was the end of the talk. Eileen now took the lesson booklet. It was about Dutch ideas and habits. She began to prepare the very first meeting of the naturalization course. Now we leave Eileen alone with her booklet. It will be quite a time ahead before we’ll see her again. That’s because we have to look at other people first. 

After leaving Eileen and Pips, Frank went straight to Henk Bak. The ship’s carpenter had found a new cottage for him, and Frank intended to go boxing again. He trained so hard that he made the feathers fly. He practised gymnastics, beat boxing balls, and lifted heavy weights. He tapdanced and ran long distances in the wood. He floored young sparring partners. However, for the time being, he did no boxing matches. For Henk Bak had big plans with Frank: the Olympic games. 

In western Europe there was no middle weight who was likely to beat him. Perhaps the German Klaas Bonte, but this man could easily be unbalanced with a few irritating remarks. In Rumania there was the swiftfooted Pavel Cearescu, a formidable opponent indeed. Henk Bak had already sent a scout to Rumania to look for the weak spots of Cearescu. In South America there were some more middle weight cracks: Juan Fernandez from Guatemala, Luis Cardano from Cuba, Ricardo Schmitt from the Argentine. Bak and his scouts held the view that Frank should be patient in any fight against one of these giants. He should allow them to come nearer until they would lay themselves open, and then strike hard at once. Because patience just wasn’t the strongest side of these inflammable athletes. 

The Olympic games were only next year. But time flies. There was still a lot of work to be done, even in the domain of administration. For if Frank wished to box for the Netherlands, then he should become a Dutchman first. Frank had applied for naturalization, and now he had to report to a registration officer. 

“My name is Boot”, said the officer, “Ruurd Boot. Please sit down, mister MacMillan.”

“I’d like to become Dutch”, said Frank.

“Everybody wants to become Dutch”, answered the officer with the curly toupet. “However, that can’t easily be settled. You have a job?”

“I want to represent the Netherlands at the Olympic games, as a middle weight boxer.”

“Really?”, asked Boot, mocking. But he surveyed Frank, and changed his tone: “Well then, will you win a gold medal, or a bronze, together with some other fellow?”

“I go for gold”, said Frank. “If you help me.”

The officer scratched his head. What a responsibility! If this MacMillan should win gold, then he, Ruurd Boot, could boast of having naturalized the champion. But, on the other hand, it could easily turn out that this chap wasn’t good enough to win a medal. He’d better comply with the rules for naturalization. 

“You have to take naturalization classes”, he said to the Irishman. Frank couldn’t suppress a smile. This was probably not very difficult, was it? 

“Okay”, he said. “And after that?”

“Then we’ll make you a real Dutchman. Okay, mister MacMillan, please come back as soon as you have passed  the exam of the naturalization course. So long.”

And Frank returned to the sports school to continue training. Tomorrow, he would register for the course. Early next day, he went to the address he got from Boot. A corpulent lady with spectacles and a roomy jersey registered him. When that was ready, and Frank was about to leave, Jonas van Santen entered the office. They both were surprised to see each other. They were slight acquaintances, because they were both members of Bak’s sports school. But Frank didn’t know what happened between Jonas and Eileen after he left Eileen. And Jonas, in turn,  didn’t know how much Frank knew about this rendezvous.

“Howdy, Frank MacMillan. Do you still bring your adversaries to heel? And how is the little wife doing?”

“Mind your own business”, murmured Frank, in his mother’s tongue. 

“Hold on for a moment. Do we still speak an Irish slang of English? Shouldn’t we speak Dutch, here in Amsterdam? You’re here for the naturalization course? I’m the course director. Please sit down for a while, Frank. I’ll tell you something.”

Frank sat down. The lady in the roomy jersey went to fetch coffee, by request of Jonas, who sat down at table opposite Frank. The course director lit a cigar, and began his story: 

“Once upon a time, there was here a Slovak from the drugs mafia. Neat suit, expensive watches, fast sports cars. We knew he earned his money by smuggling drugs, but we had no proof. How could we ever find sufficient proof, while all these government services are working against each other? Anyhow, he wished to naturalize. He had enough money, that wasn’t the point. He also was willing to come down with some money for us. But it wasn’t altogether impossible that the police would arrest him. Because, in mafia circles, there are ‘settlements’ every now and then, and, you know, the detectives from the murder department will interfere.”

The lady entered with the coffee. Frank made a friendly gesture to say thanks, but Jonas acted as though he didn’t see her. He continued his account:

“We first wanted to know whether his branch was well organized, whether there would be murders between themselves or not. But if we would ask this directly, he certainly wouldn’t show his hand. So we engaged a private detective, a professional. This man had to map out who our Slovak associated with. Well, that’s not a very difficult job in our days. You do need many contact persons and many phones. Anyhow, it soon turned out the Slovak maintained relations with the following folks: Henk Bak, Sir Willem of the Motorboys, one princess Pea, the burgomaster, the president of football club Ajax, the Black Pearl, the Blond Lawyer, butcher van Kampen, surgeon Snel, Crippled Krelis’ wife, and a lot of others. However, it wasn’t clear what kind of contacts it were. But we could put pressure on him by his contacts with the Motorboys. We suggestionized we knew he was involved in the case of the South Limburg settlements  via his contacts with the Amsterdam Motorboys chapter. Although he could ward off this attack on his reputation fairly well, he had to come down with another million of cash. Look, Frank, I’ll tell you this: I’m the boss here, and you’d better bear that in mind. Tell your wifey as well.”

“I don’t live there any more”, said Frank.

“You don’t?”, said Jonas, surprised. “And don’t you know Eileen will be your teacher in the naturalization course?”

“Will she?”, said Frank, surprised as well. “Good heavens.”

Frank MacMillan and mr Jonas van Santen heard it in the office of the naturalization course; Eileen Fraser and her doggy Pips heard it in their house near Rembrandt square; the Amsterdam burgomaster himself heard it as well; but the sound was in fact intended for the ears of the Amsterdam Moslems: that day, as every day, they heard from the minaret of the Amsterdam mosque the siren-like call to afternoon prayer that deafened all weak attempts at Christian bell ringing or wordly traffic noise and reduced them to mere background rustle. 

Curious people who went to the mosque to have a look, saw bearded Moslems in long white robes come walking on from all sides. The row of sandals at the entrance of the building became ever longer. The Mussulmen first washed their feet, then they entered the praying hall, and knelt down on colorful praying carpets to bend their heads in the direction of Mecca. 

‘Allah Ak’bar!’, they shouted. The whole hall was full of praying Mussulmen, who had left the women and children behind in their safe houses: safe for the evil world, safe for the eyes of decadent westerners, and safe in the everyday rhytm of washing, cooking and cleaning. Today after prayer, there was to be a great meeting in the mosque. All men, in order of respect and wisdom, were to have the opportunity to tell their opinions on an important matter: the coming of a new imam. Because the old one died last week, rather unexpectedly. What can a man do about it? Allah, blessed be His Name, had teared him away from his earthly pursuits, and ushered him into paradise.

They first let a young man speak. The boy hardly had a thin little beard, and he knew more Amsterdam slang than Arabic. He was confused, and looked around, and saw many smiling faces. He advanced that an imam should know the Dutch customs and sayings. No sooner had he finished speaking than he felt on his shoulder the fatherly hand of an adult Moslem with a full beard. This man encouragingly nodded at the boy, and then turned to the audience. He seriously went into Dutch customs, to make it clear they weren’t good at all for a Moslem: carnival, for instance, and boozing and whoring, speculation and wasting money. He concluded emphasizing that the new imam should above all be uncorrupted, and should know the Koran by heart. He should be able to recite the Koran in stainless Arabic, and know everything about the Islamic laws. 

The words of this speaker were like the seed that falls on good ground. The hum of voices clearly indicated that the audience didn’t doubt the wisdom of his words. The question only was, how to find in Morocco so good an imam who was willing to come to Holland. 

After some ten minutes, an old man came forward. It lasted another few minutes before he had ascended the pulpit. With trembling hands, he urged the listeners to be silent.

“Dear brethren”, he spoke, “maybe I know the very person we need. When I was still a boy, we used to visit the grave of the Tiznit saint, the ‘marabut’ of the wise man, to find cure for all infirmities and vices, and pray for a good harvest. There I first heard the wise words of imam Ahmad. He founded a Koran school, which I visited in this last summer. I had a talk with some prospective young imams, about life in Holland. And the man I have in view was very moved when I talked with him about the worries of our community in distress. It appeared to me that Allah, blessed be His Name, sent him onto my path. And the name he bears is Ibrahim. He will be obedient to God, like the prophet Ibrahim whom we know from our Koran and whom we love. And I suppose this Ibrahim is about to complete his studies. So let’s send an envoy who calls him into service with us. By the way, our Ibrahim isn’t that young any more, and will bring his family.”

So, this Ibrahim, who is very important in our story, was called to come down from Morocco to Amsterdam. A couple of weeks later on, he arrived by plane in Holland.

Standing on the pulpit, Ibrahim read aloud from the Koran in a high tone: “Verily, they are blaspheming God, who say ‘Allah is One of Three’. There is no God except God. And if they don’t stop asserting what they are asserting, a grievous punishment will befall the unfaithful.”

After this prayer service, the men went to Amstelveen by bus. A simple house had been put in readiness there for the new imam. One neighbour was a retired worker, living in cohabitation with an old spinster, the other  was a  mother of  little school children, living on a social welfare benefit. Early that day, they had already welcomed the Moroccan women who were wearing head shawls and bringing darkhaired little boys and girls. Now they saw with astonishment the Islamic men getting off the bus and into the house.

The women and little children had their rooms upstairs. They had put down long tables with sweet cookies and drinks in the living room at street level, for the men who were accompanying Ibrahim. These men sat down on colorful cushions, and began chatting: about the Islamic book shop, the helal meat shop, the internet and phone shop, Friday market, the flee markets of the Salvation Army, about the words of the new imam, the Islamic school in Amsterdam, and the problems with the youngsters. 

The little kids had gone outside to play with the kids of the welfare mother. This was a very strange sensation for the little Moroccans. They didn’t speak a single word of Dutch yet. Within a few minutes, however, they knew words like ‘ball’, ‘me’, ‘we’ and ‘you’, never to forget them any more. The men in the house were now chatting about the sewing workshops they were going to set up. Because the Amsterdam yuppies couldn’t even sew a button to their trousers. So this could give work to steady going Moroccan boys. For it happened sometimes that such a lout cut the ties with his parents, and began walking on the path of evil. There even was a large gang of Moroccan Teddy boys who would steal and cause trouble and be seduced by Dutch sluts. Wise men could sometimes engage in a talk with these fellows, but perhaps they wouldn’t repent any more. 

When the little girls were grown into adult women, they should either marry a well behaved Moslem, or else go back to Morocco. It was necessary to protect them against the temptations of this rich and decadent country, Holland. So they should help at home to run the household, and wear a head shawl outside. Continued education was undesirable and dangerous. For it would often happen that such a girl became revolting, and break free from the Moroccan environment. If she had wrenched herself free, warned Ibrahim, then there was nothing they could do about it. They were no Turcs and never revenged the corruption of blood. Allah would see justice done. Nobody could escape from His punishing hand. 

Suddenly there was the sound of merry music: a flute and two jingling cymbals. A long train of belly dancers were entering. The young women rocked their bare bellies. The men stared at them with round eyes. Yes, it was feast now, they were allowed to dance. But Ibrahim quickly put an end to it. He beat his sandal on the table, and rose up. His eyes were sparkling. All men looked dazedly at their new imam. One of them stopped the music, and gestured to the ladies that they should go back upstairs. Then Ibrahim smiled again. He loved music. But women are not allowed to dance for anybody except their own husbands. The imam plunged in thought. The disastrous influence of decadent western culture on his poor countrymen made itself clearly felt. A true Moslem should ‘see as if he didn’t see’ and hear as if he didn’t hear. The Koran should be his shield and armour. His work should be irreproachable, in honor of Allah. The world would be all the better if all people were honest Moslems. 

But the world was a prey to Satan. The devil had his headquarters in Wall Street. There, his corrupt accomplices were working, speculating on the price of a barrel of oil. They always were sowing discord among the Arabs, making some of them enormously rich, and suppressing many others systematically. Israel was their police post. 

How could a man drive Satan away? He can’t do that under his own power, it’s the work of the Almighty Himself, at an instant He thinks fit. Many people deceive themselves, thinking God instructs them to sacrifice their lives in a supermarket or a train. This way, they are playing the devil’s game. By the way, there are very nice Americans. He met one in Rabat, lately. It was an old physics teacher who had become very nearsighted in the course of the years. A friend in need is a friend indeed. His superiors could have given him suitable new work, in honor and friendship. But no, they didn’t want to give him so much pleasure. They couldn’t use him any more. His work was suddenly below the mark. They acted as if he had always been a profiteer. Thus, the little man was always the victim, and the big boys were protecting each other. There was something rotten in America. They called it freedom and democracy. But it were dollars, dollars and dollars.

A veiled woman placed her little son before the imam. It was a handsome little chap, with a football shirt on which it said ‘Kluivert’. She asked whether the imam would bless her son. Ibrahim’s eyes began sparkling again. He ordered the boy to pull the shirt out. He blessed him. He sent them away. Then he went outside with the shirt. He put on his sandals. He went to the grass field where some boys were playing football. Soon he found what he sought: a big, soft dog turd. The ex-owner of the turd, an old big shepherd’s dog, was just sauntering off the field with the tail between his hind legs. Tens of dumbfounded little boys saw how the imam put his feet in the turd so as to dirty his sandals. He solemnly spread the shirt with ‘Kluivert’ on the grass. He stepped onto the shirt as though it were a doormat, and wiped off his sandals on it. 

Some boys wore a shirt on which it said ‘Ronaldo’, or ‘Beckham’. They wished to run away, but their comrades stopped them. The imam explained he liked football. ‘Kleuvert’ probably was a nice boy, and a good footballer. But it was nonsense that footballers should earn so much money with that game. And then he began playing football with the boys himself. 

In the afternoon, imam Ibrahim sat down in a chair to watch television, in order to identify evil influences. With a frowning face he saw the channel MTV, with all those half-nude sluts. On another channel there was publicity to promote belly fitness devices, with all those almost nude daughters of whores. A boy without the Koran can’t seriously resist such temptations. He quickly switched to the news. It was about an amiable man who had pawed subordinate women. Ibrahim looked amazed at the soft eyes of this man, who apparently had been a big leader for many years. It were the eyes of a righteous man. Now it seemed to be ‘inevitable’ that he should resign. Then the imam began laughing. What a double moral standards! Ibrahim began shaking from his belly upward. He had tears in his eyes. His uncontrollable roaring sounded through the house like music. The concerned housemates came to see what funny program there was on the television. It was about the floods in Thailand now. They didn’t understand it. 

About four o’clock, Ibrahim went to the Amsterdam municipal hall to register. It was raining and there was a strong wind blowing. Ibrahim didn’t know this type of weather yet. One of his daughters had given him an umbrella to take with him. It isn’t easy to find your way in a foreign city, if you don’t speak the language. Fortunately, there were rather clear city plans at the bus stops. The driver promised to give him a sign as soon as the bus was near the municipal hall. When he was inside the hall, the troubles were not yet over. Ibrahim understood he had to pull a number from the ticket roll. He saw the electronic boards that pointed to free desks. But he first went to the wrong desk. They explained he should apply to one of the civil registration desks. 

“Well then, mister?”, asked the civil officer, when it was finally Ibrahim’s turn.

 “I am imam Ibrahim. I want a staying permit, please.” 

“One Imam wants a ssstaying perrrmit”, joked the officer. He stood up and broadened his chest, knocking on it like a gorilla: “Ah, ough-ough, ah!!”. He put on sunglasses, and surveyed the imam from top to toe. Seeing the headwear, he shook his head. He murmured something about a tea cosy, kitchen knives and ‘sour bombs’. 

“Mister imam!”, he then said. “There is at least one little problem. We see you’re a fellow of good will. You don’t wear bombs on your body. You don’t smoke. You bring your bloody own tea cosy on your head. Splendid! However, you don’t speak ordinary Dutch. You only speak Moroccanish or something. And you don’t know our habits and culture. So you’ll have to do a naturalization course first.”

“Naturalization?”, asked the new imam. “What’s that, a naturalization?” 

The officer looked at the imam with a sad face. Here came one imam from Moroccany, without possessions or any knowledge of the Dutch language. He came to tell the niggers about Allah and Mohammed. 

“Sainter Claus and Swarta Pete”, explained the officer. “Queen Trixy. Potatoes and sprouts. Tulips and wind mills.”

Ibrahim put on a cool face, as cool as possible. He understood the officer made fun of him.  And now, the officer suddenly began to act very brotherly and amicable. 

“No family allowance for thirteen kiddies!”, he said. He made a reprimanding gesture with his finger. “No benefits for granddads and grandmums, uncles and aunts, nephews and nieces. Worrrk harrrd, otherwise back to Morocco.”

The imam took fright. He showed his Moroccan passport. The officer had a look at it, and laughed in his sleeve, as though there were something funny about the passport. 

“Wrong!”, he said. “This passhporrt is faked!”

But finally another officer happened to enter the office. He courteously greeted the worthy Moroccan. The imam got a letter with a nice stamp on it, and a few little welcome presents. When he was outside again, he realized there were both good and faulty officers in Holland. He now felt the need of a good talk, with a decent Dutchman who could speak a bit of French. He attentively looked around. Ah .. there was a young man walking with a dog. He wore simple clothes, and looked civilized and intelligent. 

“Parlez-vous français?”, he asked. – “Do you speak French?”

“Oui, monsieur, qu’est-ce que vous voulez?” – “Yes, mister, what do you want?”

“Je cherche un homme. Un homme normal.” – “I’m looking for a man. A normal one.”

“Le voici!”, answered the young man. - “I am such a man myself!” They shook hands. Ibrahim chucked the dog under the chin. The dog wagged its tail. 

Then Ibrahim went back home by bus. It was exactly the same bus as on the way to the hall. In the full, warm bus, he got lost in a reverie. How different was this country from Morocco! So wet, so misty, so busy. So flat, so cold, so blunt. So expensive, so rich, so pedantic. However, there were children and doggies in Holland as well as everywhere else. The sun was shining every now and then. When he watched the canal reflecting the sun, he could be happy even in Holland. 

At home, one of his little daughters was waiting for him. This one was five years old. She had dark curls and an opinionated glance. 

“Hi daddy, we got a new pussycat.”

“A pussy? Came it walking on all alone?”

The girl enthusiastically nodded yes. She took her father by the hand, and brought him into the living room. There, a little black pussy lay purring on a little cushion by the stove. Imam Ibrahim carefully knelt down next it, and caressed it cautiously. The girl chuckled with pleasure. 

“Dinner is ready. Will you come?”, asked the wife and mother, standing in the doorway. They went to the back room, where pots of vegetables and couscous stood steaming on the table. They ate in silence: the man with a serious glance, the coy wife with the pursy mouth, the boys with questioning eyes, the roguish girls with black curly hair. After dinner, the wife began washing up. The boys went to the shed, where they were repairing an old motorbike. Ibrahim went  with the girls to the living room, where the cat lay still purring before the stove. The five year old girl climbed onto her dear father’s lap. 

“Could you sing a song for me?”, she asked. He nodded.

‘Au clair de la lune, mon ami Pierrot. Prête-moi ta plume, pour écrire un mot. Ma chandelle est morte, je n’ai plus de feu. Ouvre-moi la porte, pour l’amour de Dieu!’ – ‘In the silver moonlight, Pierrot, friend of mine. Lend me please your pencil, just to write a line. I have no more fire, for my candle’s out. Open please your window, for the love of God.’

The child enthusiastically clapped its hands.

“I know a song too. I learned it at school!”

“Could you sing it for me?” 

‘Fair Eety-Feety, pull your ball frock on, and dance with me before the polka’s gone! No my sir, I thank you sir, the polka isn’t in no more! By the way, I have my man who’s a real polka fan!’

Ibrahim smiled. They sang a lot of songs that evening, especially Moroccan songs. About the mountains and the sea, the stars and the desert, the sheep and the dromedaries. About the king and the wizards, about babies and pussycats. At length, little Fatima fell asleep. Her father gave her sisters to understand they should be silent, and carried the child upstairs. He laid her into bed. The mother came to tuck her daughter in. The parents smiled at each other. Then, the imam went downstairs to read the koran, and to think in the praying room about the prayer meeting that was to take place next day. Before long, the ramadan was to begin. Then they should fast as long as there was daylight. They all were to be free to help each other: the grandchildren would help the grandparents, the grandparents would help the grandchildren; the brothers and sisters would help each other, the neighbours would help each other, the colleagues would help each other. At the end of the ramadan they had the festival of fast-breaking. 

But first they should make a clean sweep. There was jealousy and envy among the men. Allah didn’t bless all of them with prosperity. Some had done lots of hard work, but got a meagre crop. Others leaned lazily backward, and nevertheless enjoyed a good income. Thus it sometimes seemed the good men were bad and the bad men were good. Those who were blessed with riches should inconspicuously give away what they possessed. Those who were destitute could not demand their alms in a high tone. He should act with tact and wisdom …

The hours rapidly passed. Now, it was time the imam would give attention to his wife. He smiled. That wasn’t a big sacrifice. She was a beautiful and complaisant wife. Every evening, he made love with her from nine o’clock to ten. This evening he was to do the same. 

The clock struck nine. He snapped his koran book together and put his slippers on. He went upstairs and entered the sleeping room of his wife. She was sitting before the mirror and nodded expectantly. He stood behind her and laid his strong hands on her nude shoulders. 

“My dear Miriam, joy of my heart!”

She smiled at him in the mirror. She caressed his hands. She tipped him a wink, winking  the large brown eyes under her long eyelashes. 

“Is everybody asleep?”

“I hope so. Am I hearing music?”

It was a Moroccan version of Ravel’s Bolero. Ibrahim looked at the peinture on the wall: a team of fiery white horses. He took his wife by the hand. 

“Let’s dance.”

She rose up. They danced around slowly, united in a loving embrace. Time stood still. The waxing moon was shining through the window. Silence all around. They needed no words to understand each other. 

When the music was over, they sat against each other on the bed. She laid aside her shawl. He bent over to her ... 

Suddenly they heard the dog barking. They heard the tripping of child’s feet on the stairs. They heard someone fumbling at the door. There they saw little Fatima. 

“Mum, I can’t sleep”, said the little girl.

The parents looked at each other, smiling. Ibrahim inspected his watch. It was almost ten o’clock. 

“I’ll bring her back to bed”, he said. “With a glass of water.” 

When they went through the doorway, a little dog entered. It was a small terrier. He jumped onto the bed and lay down next the woman. She hugged the dog, as if he had to take the place of Ibrahim. But it wasn’t quite the same. Anyway, tomorrow was another day. 

As soon as Ibrahim had brought his little daughter to bed, he went to his own room. He washed his feet and brushed his white teeth. He did his evening prayer on the prayer mat, in the direction of Mecca. But he couldn’t sleep at once. He lay staring to the ceiling with open eyes. Suddenly, somebody climbed through the window into his room. It was a tall man with long, wavy blond hair. Ibrahim rose up mechanically to put the gatecrasher outside. But the other man offered resistance against this. They wrestled. There was perspiration on their foreheads. They both were panting against the breast of the other. It never entered their heads to deal blows. 

All of a sudden, the door swayed open. Miriam entered the room, with a terrified expression on her face. But the intruder had disappeared. Perhaps, he hadn’t been there at all. It could have been some strange dream. The window was wide open. There was a strong draught. She closed the window. They made love again. And they fell asleep together. 

The children went to the nearest public primary school. Every morning there was a lot of noise, when the mums or dads came to deliver their kids. Some came on foot, others by bike, but many came by car. The parents would often go inside together with their offspring, in order to say something to the master or mistress. Miriam always brought her little daughter Fatima all the way to the mistress, miss Karin. There were more ‘headshawls’ in this class besides Fatima. Among the twenty-eight toddlers in her group, six were of Moroccan descent. Furthermore, there were two Turkish kids, three Chinese, one Ghanese, six Surinam, two Leeward Antillian, and eight Dutch. However, among the eight Dutchies there were four whose granddad came from Spain, Germany, Poland or Portugal. There was only one child, a boy, who looked like an oldfashioned Dutch kid, and had a real Dutch name. His name was Klaas Jonk. This Klaas was the best friend of Fatima.

Miss Karin greeted all mothers and children. The kids hung up their little coats, and sat down on their places to begin the day opening ceremony and the circle talk. The mothers could see through the window how the day began with a song. They kept chatting with each other for another quarter of an hour. 

Klaas Jonk’s mother, Elly, said to Miriam that Klaas had been talking about Fatima, during dinner. If Miriam agreed, Elly would take along Fatima to her house after school time, to play with Klaas. Then Miriam could pick up her child at the end of the afternoon: the address was Veldstraat 23. 

Miriam walked home, and she told Ibrahim what she and Klaas’ mother had agreed upon. Ibrahim didn’t look happy. He preferred to have the children play in his own house. They could bring their friends here. He had his doubts about this public school anyhow. His son was already in the seventh standard, and he had still a mistress, as though he were still a toddler! However … Ibrahim wished to be able to correct after school hours any strange things the children had learned at school that day. 

At five o’clock in the afternoon, Ibrahim and Miriam walked up together to the house in the Veldstraat, where Fatima was playing with Klaas Jonk. Miriam wished to walk at Ibrahim’s side, but Ibrahim didn’t approve of it. He gestured she should keep walking three metres behind him. Thus, they were more in harmony with the common Amstelveen Islamic street scene: a bearded Mussulman in a djelaba and with a fez in front, and the bent and veiled woman three metres behind her lawful owner. 

The house of the Jonk family was semi-detached. Elly Jonk-Schuit was standing outside in the sun, washing the car. She wore hotpants and a sloppy jersey. Klaas and Fatima were playing with a ball in the garden. When Ibrahim arrived at the house, father Jonk just appeared in the doorway, wearing a flowered apron and with a rubbing cloth in his hands. 

“Good afternoon, sir”, said Ibrahim. He suppressed a feeling of resentment. 

“Salam aleikum!”, answered Jan Jonk. He tipped Miriam a wink. 

“Are you already back from your work?”, inquired the Mussulman. 

“My work is the household. Elly is our breadwinner. She is a lawyer.”

Elly had come nearer. She explained Jan could cook excellently, although he wasn’t very clever with his hands. He also wrote occasional poems: for birthdays, weddings, funerals, etcetera..

“Forget the bad days if you can, remember just the laughing man!”,  recited Jan.

Ibrahim smiled. He understood he was facing a nice fool. Then he looked at the large semi-detached house. How was it possible that this fool could pay such a house? Had they inherited a fortune, or was Elly earning a lot of money? 

“Do you plead in favour of criminals, mrs Jonk?”

“No, I do mainly divorces. Division of property, for example. Alimentation. Custody of the children, and arrangement of visitation.”

 “It’s a golden business”, said her husband. “She is making big money.”

Ibrahim shook his head and beckoned to his little daughter, that she should come home with him. Fatima ran into the house to fetch her coat. She hid under her mother’s coat, and after a polite salute they went home together. 

At home, Miriam put a fresh vegetable dish into the oven, and laid the table. Her husband complained about the distribution of roles in the Jonk family. In his opinion, father Jonk was a wimp and mother Jonk a whore. Miriam remarked she would love to have a job herself. Wasn’t that better than sitting at home all the time? Why couldn’t she go to Fatima’s school, to help the teachers? Or to a job center, to find cleaning work? 

Ibrahim was annoyed. He was angry. He sat brooding by the stove in the front room. What a mess! So, his wife wished to be like Elly Jonk? And then he should eventually be like Jan Jonk? For, who had to do the cooking if his wife would go outside? And suppose their daughters would begin imitating her? He was imam Ibrahim, wasn’t he? He should be an example for the Islamic community. He should act quickly and effectively, before it was too late. To begin with, he should throw the television outside. After that, he was to inform his family that the kids weren’t allowed to play with other families any more. 

His wife and children noticed something was wrong. Nobody ventured to talk at table. Even Fatima didn’t dare to look into the eyes of her father. After dinner, Ibrahim solemnly made his announcements. Everybody was perplexed. However, Miriam wouldn’t stand for it. She began hysterically crying, and said she found it ridiculous. Then Ibrahim slowly rose from his seat. He strode to the front door, and took the carpet beater that was hanging there next the door. He returned in a stately manner with the cane instrument. He declared he loved his family, so he was obliged to chastise them. He ordered the children to go to their rooms. He took his wife by the arm. She was dead pale, and went with her husband upstairs without struggling. 

He laid her over his knee, and dealt her some ten swishing blows with the carpet beater. Of course, they had no sexual intercourse that night. Next day, everybody acted as if nothing had happened, although they were rather silent. Ibrahim put the television away. Miriam informed mrs Jonk that Fatima could no longer play in the house of the Jonk family. 

But Ibrahim felt remorse. He noticed, much to his regret, that his wife and children didn’t dare to spontaneously express themselves. Little Fatima quickly looked at something else when she met him. Family life wasn’t happy any more.

This was intolerable. Ibrahim now realized his family lived in a world different from the world in which he grew up himself. If he only had his family in his house after four o’clock in the afternoon,  he would have ample opportunity to correct them, wouldn’t he? 

Thus he thought and thus he did. Ibrahim silently put the television back on its spot, while the children were looking on, content and happy. He composed a list of canals the children were not allowed to see any more: all commercial canals, CNN, and a few others. He allowed his wife to assist the primary school team. He immediately enjoyed the resulting pleasures: his wife and children told him again everything they were busy with. 

Little Klaasje Jonk came to play with them that afternoon. Fatima in her own proper person asked his mother if he could come. Little Saartje Schmidt was of the party too. It was very pleasant. They dressed the pussycat, although this wasn’t easy. They got Moroccan cookies and lemonade. They saw the clown Bassie and his friend Adriaan on the television. When Jan Jonk came to pick up his little son, Ibrahim gave him an encouraging tap on the shoulder. 

“What is that?”, asked Jan, pointing at the carpet beater on the wall next the front door.

“An instrument that blows up dust”, said Ibrahim. “It’s rather useless, in fact.”

Miriam laughed. She secretly thought she could perhaps one day use that instrument again. Because sometimes things are so stuck ... 

On Tuesday after Eastern, Eileen was to give the first lesson of her naturalization course. The house in the street called Kloveniersburgwal, where the course was to take place, lay blazing in the sun of spring. The weather was splendid indeed. The birds in the trees and on the roofs were lustily singing above the Amsterdam canals and little bridges. And none too soon. Because the winter with its snow and icy roads, and its wind and rain and colds, had been lasting until shortly before Eastern. 

Eileen Fraser had prepared her lesson well. First they were to make acquaintance. Then they were to do a quiz: ‘the weakest link’. This way, she would be able to test the students as to their knowledge of the Netherlands and the Dutch language, their characters and their social skills. 

The students came into the classroom, one by one: men and women of all colors and ages, in all kinds of clothes. There were sixteen students altogether. Some began to introduce themselves to everybody, so there was at once a lot of flurry. 

Ibrahim was there too. He wore his best fez and his finest djelaba. He kept looking straight ahead, and didn’t introduce himself to anybody. When he learned Eileen was to take the lead of this foolish happening, he made her a stiff bow. He refused with an apologizing gesture to shake the hand Eileen held out to him. She smiled when the friendly imam held up both hands and looked softly into her eyes. 

At that moment, Frank MacMillan entered. He made a flamboyant bow to all together. He presented himself with his jovial, musical contralto voice: “Hello, everybody. I am Frank.” 

Eileen couldn’t speak. This was her Frank, whom she had missed so badly. She knew he would come, for he was on the list of participants. But now he was very close indeed. He made her comfortable by tipping her the wink she knew so well. As if nothing annoying had ever happened between them. He was the first to take a seat at a school desk. Then the others sat down too. 

Eileen placed herself before the group. She clapped her hands and looked around. Then she began explaining who she was. She said she was a sort of foreigner herself, being a Limburg woman with an American father. However, ‘real Dutchmen’ were rare in Holland, especially in Amsterdam. 

Now they were to do a game: ‘the weakest link’. Was there anyone among the naturalizers who already could speak Dutch a bit fluently? She chose the eight people who were the first to raise their hands. She invited them to stand near her, in a half circle, face to face with the rest of the group. Eileen herself sat down at a school desk. 

The eight participants in the quiz had to present themselves one by one: name, origin, profession.

“I’m imam Ibrahim”, said Ibrahim, in his turn. “I come from Morocco and I’m an imam in Amsterdam.”

“My name is Frank”, said Frank, as last but one. “I come from Ireland and I’m a boxer both in Holland and abroad.”

Among the other participants, there was one from Algeria, one from Slovakia, one from Iraq, one from China, one from Ecuador, one from Sudan. Some had no profession yet, but there was also a writer (the Algerian). Some of the others were working in an enterprise led by a fellow countryman. The Slovak participant was a lovely gipsy girl without a job. The participant from Ecuador was an elderly Red Indian woman. Since a few years, she was staying with her family in the Netherlands. In the audience, there was also a very young woman of African descent. The others were men.

Eileen explained the game rules. The eight participants formed a team that could earn up to twenty euros in every round. However, the team was to lose a participant in every round as well: the one whom the others would vote out as the weakest link. In every round, Eileen would ask twenty questions, one at a time for every remaining participant in turn. The team would receive an increasing amount of money for each correct answer. When an answer was wrong, the team was to lose all the money it had earned in that round, in so far as this money had not yet been banked. Because any participant could save the money earned so far by saying ‘bank’ when Eileen was about to ask him a question. In the last round, the two remaining participants were to compete against each other in a ‘best of five’ series of questions. If necessary, a ‘sudden death’ round could follow. All the prize money that had been banked during the quiz was due to the winner alone.

After the first round, the team voted out the Slovak woman. She didn’t quite understand the questions, and didn’t know which product was sold in the variants ‘Edammer’ and ‘Goudse’. One by one, the participants showed the paper on which they had written the name of the Slovak girl. She herself voted against Ibrahim, because he didn’t know what kind of people the ‘Romany’ were.

After five rounds, there were three participants left: Ibrahim, Frank and the Chinese (Wang). It was a miracle that Ibrahim was still among the competitors, because his Dutch was very imperfect, and his knowledge of Dutch trivia was very deficient. Once, he had been the weakest link indeed, but then the Algerian had made a mistake that struck the other participants. Another time, he had as many votes against himself as the man from Iraq. Frank, being the strongest link in that round, was allowed to decide. He voted the Iraquian out, ‘because Ibrahim had such a beautiful beard’. 

In the sixth round, Wang was by far the strongest link. He banked all euros of that round, and answered all his questions correctly. Frank and Ibrahim forgot to bank, and both gave a couple of wrong answers. However, when they were about to vote, and Eileen said they should have the courage to vote off the real weakest link, Frank tipped Ibrahim a big wink. And Ibrahim did something the devil whispered into his ear, and which made him lie awake in his bed later on: together with Frank, he voted Wang off!

“Shame on both of you cheats!”, said Eileen. “However, it’s votes that count. Wang, you’re the weakest link. Goodbye.”

Wang sat down among the audience. He was allowed to say something before he left, but he only made a denouncing gesture and he laughed uncomplaining. This way, he clearly indicated the finalists were cheats, but he didn’t mind. 

So far, twenty-nine euros had been banked. In the final, Frank and Ibrahim were to decide who could take the money home. Nobody denied it was a funny game.

“Frank, what do people grow in Lisse and Hillegom?” – “Flower bulbs.” – “Correct.”

“Ibrahim, what is the full name of the political party SGP?” – “Is that perhaps the Steadfast Gereformeerde Partij?” – “No, although the party is very steadfast indeed. The right answer is Staatkundig Gereformeerde Partij , that is our strict Calvinistic party.”

“Frank, which province in the southern Netherlands do people sometimes in a belittling way compare with Zimbabwe?” – “Limbabwe, that is Limburg.” – “Correct.”

“Ibrahim, in which city does the people lift up a fake statue of the Mooswief every year at Carnival Sunday?” – “Er, Maas wife, could that be Rotterdam?” -   “No, Maastricht. By the way, it’s the mash wife, not the Maas wife. ” 

“Frank, which football club belongs to the classical top three, besides Ajax and Feijenoord?” – “MVV?” – “No, PSV.”

Ibrahim smiled and looked down upon Frank. Frank sank into the earth for a moment, but he recovered fast. He looked back at Ibrahim in a provocative way, as if he wished to say: do you still think you could win, my dear fellow? 

“Ibrahim, in which city does there exist a city district or quarter called Spijkerkwartier?” – “Arnhem.” – “Correct. How do you know that?” – “By virtue of my profession.”

Everybody laughed loudly, except the Slovak woman. The Lebanese next her explained it to her: “Whores district”, he whispered, in a voice that was a little bit too loud. 

“Frank, do there live here in the Netherlands more Calvinists than Lutherans?” – “Yes.” – “Correct.”

“Ibrahim, do there live here in the Netherlands more Sunnites, or are there more Shiites?” – “Yes.” – “No, I can’t accept so logical an answer.” 

Eileen looked around. She spread her hands. She pointed at Frank.

“That means,” she spoke, “Frank is the winner, and goes home with twenty-nine euros. Ibrahim, you leave with nothing.”

Frank joined his hands, and held them up together. He looked as if he wished to say: who else than me could have won this game? The audience politely clapped their hands. Ibrahim looked a bit blank. Was this the way people in Holland dealt with each other? But soon there came a smile on his face, and he held out a hand to Frank to congratulate him. He got thunders of applause. 

They kept chatting for another quarter of an hour. Frank and Eileen avoided each other, because they both thought the other should make the first move. Both had been very busy explaining why certain answers to quiz questions had been wrong. And Eileen tried to get better acquainted with the students who didn’t participate in the quiz. The two ex-lovers went off in distinct directions.

Ibrahim told his wife and children at home what happened, in all shades and peculiarities. They were proud of him, and justly so. Within a week, Ibrahim made a similar quiz for his Islamic community. And Miriam made one for her kids.

On Friday, Ibrahim went to the mosque, as usually, to prepare for the combined Friday prayers. When he arrived there, a strange feeling warned him for some approaching disaster. The door was open. What was that? He saw the police were at work inside the mosque. Some four or five cops were busily walking around. There stood his receptionist, Dahlia. What was that?? A police woman was searching for arms on her body. Ibrahim felt madness coming on, slowly but surely. 

Now they arrested him. A stern policeman ordered him to hold up his hands. Then another policeman began to search with two hands for any suspect things Ibrahim might bear on his body. He didn’t find much: a pen and a little memo book, a handkerchief, a pingpong ball … 

“What are you doing?”, asked Ibrahim. 

“We search for arms in your house!”, was the answer. 

A little man came to stand next them. Ibrahim vaguely knew him. Aha, now he recognized him: he had seen this chap in the building of the naturalization course. Judging by his suit, he was a big pot indeed. 

It was Jonas van Santen. He wore a brand new striped suit, as usually, and a flaming red stock. 

“We search the house”, he said to Ibrahim. “We suspect you are recruiting young men for the jihad.”

“You mean: for terrorism?”

“Yes. You admit it?”

“No. We are peaceful Moslems. We use to pray for peace. Do you have a search warrant?”

Jonas showed Ibrahim the document he asked for. And he showed the imam his visiting card: it said ‘Jonas van Santen’, and there was a nice picture of his slippery face on it. 

A policeman turned up with a piece of paper. It was a sheet with notes in Arabic, which Ibrahim had written down yesterday. Jonas took a mobile telephone out of his pocket.

“Send me the translator”, he said through the telephone. 

The translator came within three minutes, as if he had been waiting outside in a car. He read the notes of Ibrahim aloud:

“Three bombs for the damned city house”, he read. But Ibrahim grabbed the sheet out of his hands. 

“Three chili bomb burgers for at home”, he read himself. “Your translator can’t even read a shopping list.”

Jonas took the rumpled sheet, shrugged his shoulders, and whistled, using two of his fingers. Policemen came walking on from all sides. 

“We’re leaving”, said Jonas to the coppers. “False alarm.” 

His policemen slunk off, with their tails between their legs. Jonas stayed somewhat behind. He returned to Ibrahim once more. He looked around to see if his coppers were already away. Then he turned to Ibrahim, and tipped him a wink on the sly. He took a bundle of photographs out of his inner pocket. 

“I’m told your boys must, er .. , ‘exercise’ with western chicks. For their Morocccan sisters have to stay chaste virgins.”

“That’s right”, said Ibrahim, viewing the photographs. It were risky pictures of young ladies, apparently picked from the internet. “So what?”

“I have a fine collection of  ‘Russian brides’ ”, explained Jonas. 

“We don’t need them”, said the imam. “We have a collection of our own in Eindhoven, near the Gennep Water Mill.”

Jonas got the name of the mill in his head immediately. ‘There with that windmill’, he  hummed, ‘that splendid windmill. There lives the maiden I used to love so much.’ He danced a bit and disappeared. When he was gone, imam Ibrahim heaved a sigh of relief, and began his work. Jonas sent one man to Eindhoven, to the Gennep Water Mill. In the evening, this man called Jonas up.

“Well, then?”,  Jonas eagerly asked. “What did you see with the mill? Whores from eastern Europe?”

“Nothing”, was the answer. “Flour. Chicken food. A convent for Poor Clares .. ”

Jonas bit his lips. He sauntered to his computer. What a blunder! He clicked with the mouse on the ‘yahoo’ icon at his desktop. ‘Russian brides’, he typed. One of the search results struck him: ‘Online Casino’. When he clicked on it, suddenly a lot of pictures of almost nude Russian brides appeared on the screen. Jonas sat up. The Russian mafia was everywhere … But there a new window popped up into view, with even riskier pictures. And then another window opened, and another one … Before he was aware of it, the whole screen was completely silted up with pop-ups and all kinds of rubbish he couldn’t click away. 

‘Add to favorites’, it said, and somewhere else: ‘Make this page your homepage’. Jonas pulled the plug from the wall, with a tired gesture. After the reboot, it appeared the whole desk top was full of risky icons. And a long list of mafia sites had been added to his favorites. To make matters worse, the youngest colleague turned up. Jonas impatiently asked him to make himself scarce. “Busy!”, he murmured. It lasted a full quarter of an hour before Jonas had restored order to his computer: icons to the recycle bin, favorites to the recycle bin, empty the bin, clean up the history, remove all kinds of lists, put back yesterday’s register … but even then, there appeared a pop-up with Russian brides promotion every now and then … 

Jonas thought it over for a while. He surfed to download.com and fetched the freeware of  Spybot, AdAware and AVG antivirus. During an hour, he made these programs run to find all problems and to fix them. He was dead tired when he left the room. What a job, what a job … 

CHAPTER 3

Jonas was standing at the bus stop, thinking about all ups and downs of life.  There came a young lady whom he seemed to know. Where did he meet her before? She was a longlegged blonde with big boobs, wearing the flaxen hair in a frivolous tuft. She wore a tight jersey and  short mini frocks, but her navel was nude. They looked at each other. She licked her full red lips, and tipped him a wink. Her blue eyes laughed roguishly, when she wrinkled up her little nose. In short, she was a babe who made Jonas a bit horny. 

“Er .. , do we know each other?”, asked Jonas, while adjusting his tie and picking a bit of fluff from his suit. He looked at the pale sun, with one eye open and the other one closed. Then he looked at her again. 

She laughed in a quasi-mocking way, and she jokingly pushed the palm of her hand against his breast. He saw that the nails of this hand were long and red. She had a delicate golden chain on her wrist.

“Of course we know each other, you silly boy!”, she said in a low sexy woman’s voice.  And she added, as though she were a bit sad and cross: “Have you already forgotten me?”

Jonas felt he was getting warm. Where did he meet her? He thought feverishly about all the pubs and hotels he had visited lately. He didn’t know it, but it didn’t matter. He was a busy man, unable to remember all woman’s faces that everywhere smiled at him. After a careless ‘sorry’, he shrugged his shoulders, and inspected his watch.

“Is it so late? It’s time for a spot of food.” And turning to the sex bomb: “Is Krasnapolsky already open?” 

“How could I know? There’s seldom a gentleman who takes me there.”

They looked at each other, smiling. It was an easy deal.

“Would you like to go along with me to this poor broke hotel, to cheer up a lonesome fellow with your charming company?”

“Okay!”, she said. And there was the bus. This bus was rather empty, else Jonas would have taken a cab. For, although nobody knew where he got it from, he clearly owned a lot of money.

Meanwhile, Ibrahim and Frank were in Krasnapolski too. They were sitting at a special table that had cost them a pretty penny, so as to have a splendid view of all arriving and departing guests.

Frank had called up Ibrahim, a few weeks after the quiz. They had become comrades, who got about with each other before and after the meetings of the naturalization course. At the telephone, they also had talked about Jonas, because of the raid of Jonas and his team on the mosque. They decided to make him look silly. They hired the young lady whom Jonas was now  escorting to Krasnapolsky, and sent her out to meet him at the bus stop. She had a little bag, on which there was a striking Krasnapolsky sticker that made Jonas unconsciously involve the name of the hotel in his plans. 

Suddenly, Frank nudged his companion. There they were already! Jonas entered with the young lady, whose name was Angelina. He held the door open for her, making a stylish bow, and she tripped inside on her pumps. 

Frank and Ibrahim smiled when they saw how Jonas guided his table lady to a spot next the window of the patio. He gallantly put a chair behind her. She ‘accidentally’ bumped with her nude hip against his. This gave her the opportunity to fetch his shoulders with her hands, and to offer her humble apologies. To compensate for the offence, she embraced him and gave him a wet kiss on his dry mouth. And the two evil conspirators, Frank and Ibrahim, tipped each other a wink and found everything okay. 

The waiter went to Jonas and Angelina. He, Jonas, ordered with confident gestures and in a cool voice. She, Angelina, ordered with desperate and irresolute gestures, in a low sexy voice.  The waiter brought wine and cheese for both. Jonas began boasting about something. Angelina showed her admiration with little screams and amorous gesticulations, holding her long nude arms around his shoulders. This lasted about half an hour. Then the waiter brought a lobster dish and another steaming dish of vegetables. They were eating in silence for a while. After that, they began chatting about the wine and the food. 

Angelina bent toward Jonas, and untied his tie. All of a sudden, she sat down on his lap. She leaned her big bossom against his white shirt. She pressed her pretty face against his cheek. Even Ibrahim and Frank were getting warm. Ibrahim was ashamed. He thought this happening didn’t agree at all with the rules of the koran. He was about to rise and go home, when Frank put a finger on his mouth to indicate they should be silent and attentive. For the turtle doves downstairs were preparing a new action. 

Angelina and Jonas were standing upright. Jonas circumstantially beckoned the waiter who just passed by, and gave the staggered young man the money for the dinner and a very generous tip. Jonas went to the reception desk and asked the key of a suite for the night. The receptionist looked very doubtful at first, but Jonas easily made him change his mind by waving with a bunch of banknotes. A page boy guided the couple to the lift, which hid them from the view of the curious Frank and Ibrahim. He brought the boaster and his slut to a great luxurious suite. As soon as they were alone, Jonas began searching for the radiators. He was warm. 

“Are you warm too?”, he asked Angelina. 

“I’m hot”, she answered. “Let’s take off some clothes. Nobody sees us.”

“God sees us”, said Jonas. “We are not as free any more as Adam and Eva in paradise.”

“God expelled us from paradise”, said Angelina, as though she were indignant. “You know what? Here are towels. We take off all clothes and we tie towels before our bellies. This way, God can see we have His welfare at heart.”

Jonas thought it very exciting to see Angelina naked. She went to the toilet with a towel, and returned within a few moments, with only the towel tied on. My God, what a woman she was! Her big full tits were gloriously dancing up and down, when she proudly came walking on. She rebuked Jonas with a scolding little finger, because he hadn’t undressed yet, and went to the kitchenette to make coffee. Her back was all nude, except for the tie of the towel. Jonas felt how his trousers soon were becoming too narrow, and untied the belt, to begin with. 

He stood behind her, and laid his hands on her bottom. She lustily moved to and fro. Then she turned round slowly. He looked eagerly at the towel before her belly. 

What was that? There was a lump under her towel, exactly at the place where he wanted to catch her. Women don’t have a swelling organ on this spot, like men, do they? 

Now the towel rose of itself. A big dick appeared from behind the towel, and stood bolt upright. 

Jonas was flabbergasted. What a disappointment. He thought he had caught a beautiful girl, but it appeared to be a rare shemale. He heaved a deep sigh, and began to dress. 

And when Frank and Ibrahim saw that night, from their high spying spot, how Jonas and the androgynous left Krasnapolsky together, but without saying farewell to each other, they made a high five and went home. 

Frank decided to ask Eileen if she wanted to have him back. He went to her little house with a bunch of red roses. It was Thursday evening about six o’clock. She opened the door herself, and put a hand before her mouth. What a fine surprise. Pips jumped up against her former boss, wagging her tail, as though he had never left her. This was the first step. 

She invited him to come in. He said he loved her and would never be able to forget her. She asked if he wanted to stay for dinner. She could cook an oldfashioned Dutch meal: sauerkraut with sausage. He looked at her with piercing eyes, and sighed, in a resigned way: “Whatever”. That was the second step. 

She said she found him a very good and very nice man. However, the relation between him and her mother should improve. They could go to Limburg again. Perhaps he would now get about with her better? 

One week later on, Frank and Eileen and Pips took the train to Limburg. Eileen had called up her mother one day earlier. Then she learned her father was becoming a bit demented. Well, they were to see it themselves before long. After a long trip, they rang the bell at the front door of her parents. That was the third step. The die was cast. 

The new meeting with Eileen’s father, John Fraser, wasn’t easy. He hardly recognized his daughter. He seemed to know her from long ago. “You, Ellen?” He didn’t see Frank at all. He soon sank back in his own small world. He murmured something, took a brochure, and shuffled off to the shop.

“The pet shop isn’t paying any more”, said the mother. “I keep up the shop to give John an occupation. We still have some regular customers. They correct John, if he commits an error.”

They went to the living room. The statue of the Sacred Heart was still standing there. She poured out the tea. She encouraged Frank with a smile. They sat down and drank the tea and ate the crumble flan. Pips lay down on a sunny spot before the window. 

Eileen and Frank rendered a detailed report about their recent experiences. Then Therese had a serious look at her daughter and the Irish friend during a few minutes. She knew they were in love. She would explain her standpoint. She said the following: 

“We are on earth to serve God, and by doing that to arrive in heaven. We can only do that because God has founded the Catholic church, by means of Jesus. The popes are infallible whenever they solemnly proclaim a truth in matters of faith, but they didn’t do such a thing since the years nineteen fifty. After those years, Catholic theology changed the meaning of the words. They all have a subjective meaning nowadays, as if the truths of faith don’t have an objective meaning at all. Pope Pius X already warned for this in his encyclical ‘Pascendi Dominici Gregis’. Unfortunately, the last Vatican council has caused many people say goodbye to Catholic faith. This happened above all because tridentine Mass fell out of use: only the Saint Michel brotherhood maintains this Mass. It is essential that Mass is understood as the renewal of Jesus’ sacrifice at the Cross. It isn’t only a social meeting. To meet the essentials, the priest must use the Latin language and face the tabernacle, and the faithful must use Gregorian chant and receive holy communion on the tongue. We want to be true to the tradition, and thus to the pope and the Church.

Marriage is for eternity. I’ll never allow that my daughter Eileen could go to wrack and ruin because of a whim. So, whoever wants to marry her, must join the ‘Church of always’.” 

Frank and Eileen looked at each other. He lifted his eyebrows, she cast her eyes down. 

“Virgin Mary appeared to me”, said Eileen. 

This announcement clearly impressed her mother more than her friend. Eileen told what exactly happened to her. She also told about the telephone talk with father Jacobsen. And that he said she should follow the promptings of Jesus.

Therese proposed they should visit father Jacobsen. Then the father could make acquaintance with Frank at the same time. They agreed and did accordingly. Pips stayed with old John, who was already a good comrade of her. They said ‘so long’ to the doggy and jumped into the ‘deux chevaux’ of mother Fraser. Over the hills and through the valleys, along meadows with red and white cows, they rode to the little chapel that was so dear to the Frasers. 

The Capuchin father was praying before the altar. The brown habit and the black sandals, the heavy spectacles and the tonsure at the back of his head, were all the same as of old, but now he had also a full blond beard. They didn’t dare to disturb him. Only after a quarter of an hour, he noticed them. Then he gave them a friendly nod. Mother Fraser asked whether she could speak to him for a moment. He rose, and they went outside into the bright sunlight of early spring. 

The meeting with Frank was very cordial. The father took Frank’s right hand in his hands and shook it during a long time. They sat down in the garden behind the chapel. Mother Fraser explained the situation briefly and to the point.

“Okay”, said the father. “There is no problem. Frank has been validly baptized in Ireland. You are allowed to marry. I’m ready to prepare you for marriage.”

Frank and Eileen nodded to each other. They were glad and content. An old woman came out of the presbytery. She bore a pot of coffee and a large pile of sandwiches with peanut butter. She introduced herself as Mary, the pastor’s maid. After a short prayer, they ate the lunch. They kept watching for a while a nest of swallows, who were dancing up and down in the clear air. Then the father proposed he would give the first lesson to prepare them for marriage. 

“Outside the Church there is no salvation”, said the father. “People can also be saved without being baptized with water, for instance by the baptism of desire. But this probably doesn’t very often occur.”

“You bet!”, said Frank. “I think all people shall eventually arrive in heaven.”

A deep silence fell. Mother Fraser was visibly affected. She held her hands before her face. She looked at father Jacobsen for help. The Capuchin father was pained, and kept staring at the horizon for quite a while. Eileen looked at Frank reproachfully. But he wasn’t conscious of having done any wrong.

“What’s the point?”, he asked, confused. “Only God Himself decides who goes to heaven. That’s not our job, is it? It is quite possible that most people unconsciously receive the baptism of desire.”

Mother Fraser looked doubtfully at the father, but he shook his head slowly. He was quite sure about it:  

“We should be humble and accept what the old Church fathers and Church teachers have written about this. According to Saint Augustine, conversion is absolutely necessary. Frank, my boy, do you agree with us as to this?”

“No”, said Frank. 

“Then come back later, as soon as you have decided to submit to our tridentine catechism. Meanwhile, pray for the help of the Holy Spirit. And ask virgin Mary if she will plead for you with God.”

They returned in deep silence to the parental home of the Fraser family. Frank and Eileen picked up Pips and went at once to the railway station to take the train to Amsterdam. They travelled northward in silence. In fact, Eileen was happy with the clearness of Frank’s standpoint, but she also thought they couldn’t marry this way. Maybe later on … 

That evening, Eileen and Pips went between the sheets early. Eileen continued to think about what Frank had asserted: that everybody shall eventually arrive in heaven. Could the devils, being fallen angels, arrive in heaven? And what about the Portuguese children who saw virgin Mary in Fatima? In 1917, they had a vision of hell. They were so terrified by it that they began making little sacrifices for the poor sinners in a verily heroic way. She’d better follow the old Catholic tradition her mother and father Jacobsen were also clinging to. 

What did it say again in the tridentine catechism? ‘Who will praise God in hell?’, it says, and ‘Nobody can receive remission without contrition’. Okay, but there’s also purgatory to evoke contrition, isn’t there? What does Trente say about purgatory? Something about the purgation of pious souls. The pastors say faith is the most important. Hold on, there’s a third place outside heaven, the limbo. The unbaptized children are staying there, and others, like the patriarchs of the Old Testament. 

Suddenly, Eileen smelled a bad scent. It was something like sulphur. The room became misty. What the hell was that? What was standing there in the corner? Some ghastly monster. Eileen’s head was swimming. Help! It was the devil. His mug was like the snout of a billygoat, except for his evil human eyes. His body was hairy like the body of a baboon, but he had paws like a goat. He was grinning and neighing in a voice like sandpaper. 

Pips trembled and crept under the blanket. All at once, the devil fell upon Eileen. He fetched her with his sticky paws. He blew his nasty breath over her, and she lost her conscience. When she came to, she was in a kind of oven. There was black tar everywhere, and red hot fire, and again that scent of sulphur. She heard moaning and whining from all sides. The flames were licking her arms. At first she didn’t feel it, but then she suffered an undescribable pain, as if the skin was being stripped from her body. 

The shadow of a zombie passed her eyes. Where did she see him earlier? Was he one of those leaders of nazi Germany she saw so often on television? No. There he passed again, and threw a reproaching glance at her with his sickly snout. She would perhaps be able to feel a sort of pity for him, if he weren’t so forbidding. His ugly body was burning at all sides, and he had ulcerating tumours everywhere. Could it be a notorious murderer? No, no. She did know him, somewhere in her subconsciousness, but she couldn’t get him clear in her mind. When the zombie floated past her for the third time, Eileen recognized him with a start. He was her former physics teacher. A skinny, bent, very nearsighted man. Tears sprang to her eyes. He had always been such a nice man. Such a darling. And a phantastic teacher. How was this possible? 

She wanted to run after him and accost him, but apparently some kind of super glue stuck her to the ground. She wanted to call him, but she had no voice. Now she felt how thirsty she was. With difficulty she got a weak moan out of her throat: “Water!” There he passed again. Now he stood still before her, looking at the ground before her feet. “Murder”, he softly said. “I was embittered.” He plodded on heavily. He had to wander about, but with a lead load on his shoulders.

“God does exist”, he said. “But we can’t trust Him ..”

Then Eileen woke up. Apparently, she dreamed everything. She smiled. Dreams ain’t true. That nice teacher surely wasn’t in hell. In fact, he was still alive, wasn’t he? She could call him up. She remembered what Therese of Lisieux once said: ‘Trust God, like a child who sails blind, trusting the eyes of the loving parents’. However, there was still that scent of sulphur in the room ... 

She sank away again. Another vision pressed itself upon her, although she tried to escape from it. Now she was in a misty meadow, near a large river. Was this the land of the rivers Maas and Waal? A voice whispered into her ears: “This is limbo”. She looked around. She saw vague shadowy shapes everywhere, floating over the meadow. Far away there was a sort of volcano, from which black smoke was ascending. Yonder between the green hills and the blue river was a large group of horses, wasn’t there? A shadow emerged before her, out of the mist. His shape slowly became clear. It was Jonas. He grinned. She shivered, and was about to vomit. What did that stinker do here? Was this area a waiting place for souls who had not yet been judged? Or was limbo functioning as purgatory as well? 

“Am I dreaming?”, said Jonas. “I just come into the ‘other world’, through a secret gateway in Ireland, and, whoopee, there’s this teacher of foreigners.”

“Hook it!”, stammered Eileen, and she turned away from him. From the corner of her eye, she saw him dissolve into the mist again. She was very curious now. What was this? Limbo? Purgatory? Other world? How did she arrive here? More important: how could she get away? There was nobody whom she could ask anything. She began to walk and run. She was seized by panic. 

The sunlight peeped through the curtains of Eileen’s sleeping room. Had she been dreaming? Indeed, there was no more sulphur scent. She was clammy with sweat. Apparently, she had been tossing in her bed. She rose up, and tumbled into her morning robe. Pips was already standing next the bed as well. The doggy looked a bit inquiet. Eileen went to the kitchen and let Pips go into the garden. She put the kettle on for her morning coffee, fetched the newspaper at the front door, and let Pips come in again. Now she began spreading her bread, and she had breakfast with the newspaper and the coffee. In the paper it said there were attacks in Iraq again. The sports news interested her more,  that was much more amusing. There was an introductory article about the boxing matches for the open Dutch championships, which were to take place next week. Her own Frank stood a very good chance indeed.

After breakfast she quickly washed and dressed. Trrring! Telephone. It was Frank. Eileen gave him an extensive account of her terrible visions in the last night. He confined himself to murmuring some words of understanding.

“That’s queer”, said Frank finally. “Yesterday I heard in the pub of Henk Bak that Jonas did leave for Ireland, to enjoy a short holiday .. But hell doesn’t exist. I think you were dreaming. It is all the same as when you dreamed about the apparition of virgin Mary.”

Eileen hung up. What a dumb nitwit. Father Jacobsen would surely understand her better. For there’s more between heaven and earth, Franky-boy, than you can ever imagine.

Would she begin her daily work immediately? No, she could call up father Jacobsen first. She inspected the kitchen clock. Nine o’clock now. He had finished reading mass. She dialed the telephone number, which she knew by heart. The priest took her story very serious. He asked her to investigate if this physics teacher had deceased. Hold on, there was such a report in the newspaper. She had nearly missed it. Let’s see again. Two people dead in the case of the Zuyderzee college murder. She tottered. It was about her former physics teacher indeed, and about his director … 

In those days, Ibrahim was very downhearted. Both in the mosque and in his own house he acted as usual, but without much animation. He took even little interest in the problems of the Moroccan boys, who were discriminated too often and thereby found themselves in the criminal circuit. The adventures of his own wife at the primary school, where she helped cleaning and caretaking, interested him even less. He was preoccupied with something quite different. It preyed upon his mind, and people around him asked themselves whether he was ill. 

He was in love. At first, he didn’t want to concede this, but he was in love indeed. He was a married man and he loved his dear wife so much … So, how could he be in love with someone else? Alas, it was true. He thought of the other woman almost always, whenever he had finished another routine job. And the object of his love was an unattainable and untouchable girl. It was the dear teacher of the naturalization course, Eileen Fraser. She was so independent, so free, but without any rudeness. She was so beautiful, so chaste, yet without any obtrusiveness. 

During Eileen’s lessons, Ibrahim would often be dreaming. She would ask him something, and he didn’t know what it was about. She thought his knowledge of Dutch was insufficient, so she advised him to take language lessons. However, he would sometimes surprise her with a monologue in stainless Dutch, for instance about the position of womankind in Islam. 

One day, Jonas entered the classroom, in the middle of the lesson. Ibrahim’s thoughts were far away at that moment. He dreamed he had abducted Eileen, and was riding through the desert with her on a dromedary. When Jonas saw him dreaming, his smiling eyes fixed at his teacher, he knew at once how matters were standing. And he made up his mind to take advantage of this in due course of time. 

At length, Ibrahim formed a clear idea of his tender feelings, and he realized they didn’t interfere with the love he felt for his own wife. Meanwhile, a full month had passed by. People in the mosque thought it was high time. His comrades were about to call him to account during a friendly talk, when things changed for the better. They saw with appreciation how the imam took the initiative in enlarging the appeal of the mosque. For instance, he asked his wife to furnish a nice corner with info about Morocco. 

He asked himself whether he could give Eileen a place in his life. That wasn’t difficult, though. He was to go to Morocco to visit his family next summer, wasn’t he? He could ask her to go along with him. Then she could see with her own eyes what kind of country Morocco was. He proposed this to her on the very next occasion. And she agreed almost as eagerly. But she wanted to make it a study journey for a whole company of naturalizers. If only she could keep Jonas at home. They decided to not ask subsidy, and to invite the suitable fellow travellers only two or three weeks before the journey: only independent, curious, openminded naturalizers without ulterior designs. They were to go to Casablanca by plane, from there to Tiznit by car, to visit Ibrahim’s family and the grave of the local marabout, and then make a circular tour over the mountains and through the cities. 

Jonas noticed there was a new understanding between Eileen and Ibrahim. He would often walk in when the class was drinking coffee. He saw these two were always together, although never alone without other people in the neighbourhood. Frank MacMillan, on the contrary, had a company of his own, with who he often would walk into the city during the breaks, to sniff up the scent of Amsterdam canal water. In the pub of Henk Bak, Jonas asked Frank, what kind of queer bird this Ibrahim was.

“He cannot fly”, was the laconic answer. Jonas got no more to seize. But he never gave up. He was waiting like a snake for the right moment to snap. 

We need not expatiate on the journey to Morocco. It was like a dream. They went from the cold rain to the hot sun. They saw the palm trees along the beach of the ocean, and the narrow little streets full of life and colour. They saw the writer on the market square, to whom people were dictating letters; the modern dress of university students in the city, and the veiled country women with water pitchers on their heads. They also heard some delicious eastern music at holy places. They felt the cold of the night in the mountains, enjoying glittering stars and a clear full moon in the dark sky. They were suddenly attacked by robbers. Fortunately, these bandits didn’t think of passports or credit cards, but they only took the cameras and some money. 

At the evening of the return to Holland, the motley company saw in Casablanca the laser beam that shone from the large mosque in the direction of Mecca. Then there was, for the first time, a deeper contact between Ibrahim and Eileen. He saw how impressed she was, and he told with shining eyes that the Kaba of Mecca had been erected by Abraham, his namesake from the Old Testament. Eileen told, with tears in her eyes, about the star of Bethlehem that had pointed the three wise men to the manger of baby Jesus, using a sort of laser beam as well. Then the ‘King of the centuries’ was born in that humble place, although his kingdom was not of this world. And Ibrahim sighed and said that Isa - Jesus  - was only a prophet. Her answer was so loving a smile, that Ibrahim longed to embrace her. But his respect for her was much too great. 

In the plane back home, they found themselves in a heavy storm. Their cityhopper had to swerve to the Canary Islands, and made a forced landing near Tenerife. The whole company  was sheltered with wine farmers in the neighbourhood. 

Ibrahim didn’t find it easy. Food was very different from Moroccan fare; he didn’t like so much fish. They also had to pray before dinner, or be silent for a moment. Ibrahim saw with horror how his host made the sign of the cross as though he chased away a fly. The hostess made a solemn sign of the cross to correct her husband. In the afternoon, the guests were invited to come along to the church of San Antonio. This church was full of statues of saints: Santa Rosa, Santa Teresia, San Antonio himself, Santa Maria, San Vianney, and a large statue of the Sacred Heart. A small youths choir was singing in Spanish and in Latin. They were exercising under the direction of a padre in a tripartite suit. 

In the evening they loaded their luggage on a cart. A donkey pulled the cart, and they walked next it for two hours. They went between sheep and geese in the evening sun, on their way to Tenerife airport. To compensate for the bad luck and the delay, the travel agency had arranged a serenade, but the music hurted their ears. The departure was delayed for another couple of hours, for reasons nobody ever cleared up. In Madrid they had to change into another plane. It was a liner of Royal Dutch Airlines. 

During that last hour of the flight, Ibrahim was sitting next Eileen. She fell asleep with her head on his shoulders. She dreamed about an entrance to the ‘other world’, near the grave of the Tiznit marabout. Ibrahim caressed her raven black hair, with a trembling hand. It was five o’clock in the morning when they arrived at Schiphol airport near Amsterdam. Another surprise was awaiting them at the airport. When they picked up their trunks from the conveyor belt about six o’clock, they noticed Jonas at quite a distance, beating a hasty retreat. What the hell was he doing there?

In the last weeks of the summer holidays, Eileen gathered info about Jonas. And she did it thoroughly. She cycled to the university, to the city office, to the local radio, to the sports school, to the police, to the newspaper and to the city district de Jordaan. She talked there with spokesmen, presidents and authorities, but also with gossips, rumour mongers, bores, spiteful alarm bell ringers and grumblers. To travel longer distances, she took the train. Then Pips was allowed to go along with her. They went to the Motorboys club house in Geldermalsen, where a friendly old policeman accompanied them to protect them from pawing. They went to the aged sisters Ursulines in Bergen, who enjoyed themselves immensily with the tail wagging doggy. Finally they went to the archives of the infamous house of correction in Veenhuizen, which was managed by some aged ladies who in their childhood found themselves there as ‘fallen girls’. She continued to ask a lot of things about  Jonas’ history. Later on, it became evident she had to visit diverse great enterprises yet, to talk with the people of the information services. And she did, almost indefatigable. 

At the fifth of September, she had the following picture of Jonas: after his early years of indiscretion at the boarding school and the reformatory school, Jonas did the evening school of the Atheneum Illustre. After that, he did the fast course of Law with the Utrecht private tutors, and began a psychology study in Leiden. In this period it seems he took a ‘sabbatical year’, during which he played the devil as a member of the students’ debating club ‘de Leidsche Flesch’. He became a member of the political brownie party of Roel van Duijn, and came into the city council as mr Jonas van Santen. He was rather popular with most youngsters, because of his funny manners and his playful way of opposition. However, if some rare competitor dared to stand in his way, he would pulverize that adversary with underhand merciless intimidation. So, when the Postal Telegraph and Telephone Service (PTT) wished to carry through a grand reorganisation, its directors naturally turned to Jonas and asked him to be their new manager ad interim. 

He answered expectations. To begin with, he devised a new pithy slogan: ‘PTT moves the beacons’. Flabbergasted newcomers were at once put down in high positions, and they soon thought they were brilliant indeed. And then Jonas began his stupid breaker’s work. Honest officers who had done serious work during many years, and were valued by their colleagues because of their creative contributions, suddenly heard they were useless. The dumbfounded family got the impression the senile man used to do everything in a slapdash style, and had only been tolerated all the time because of the extreme goodness of the direction. The unhappy victims who were trapped into more or less subtle revenge actions, played into Jonas’ hands. Then he quickly reacted with an indisputable ‘See?’. In these days came true what wise men always have thought and said: everybody is a saint as long as he is valued. Thereafter he becomes suddenly an evil person who needs spiritual help. Henceforward, he has to go to a psychologist of the mental health care or to a Catholic priest to confess, according to the education his mother gave him. Meanwhile, Jonas built his network. Everybody he dealt with, saw in the beginning only a friendly and comical chap. He (or she) would entrust Jonas his profoundest secrets. And Jonas would add these secrets to his database, to be able to abuse them later on. It mostly lasted very long before the victim noticed he had gone to the wrong shop. 

It would often occur Jonas lent somebody money, or accorded other favours, to profit by it later on. This way, Jonas became a very influential man in Amsterdam politics, Amsterdam trade and industry, and, on the sly,  in Amsterdam maffia. 

Eileen learned all these things. However, there were also new developments in the career of Jonas van Santen, on which Eileen didn’t immediately have a clear view. Jan Vervoort himself, the great director of the famous enterprise Javer Productions, saw damned clearly what a gifted  talent was still available. He asked Jonas if he would have dinner with him. Well, Jonas had no difficulty with this proposal. He went to the Hilton Hotel, where Vervoort had rented a large lounge for the occasion. 

Vervoort knew how to touch upon a tender string with Jonas in a subtle way. There were large tables with all kinds of foods and drinks: game and poultry, wine and champaign, salad and caviar, unpeeled potatoes and diverse vegetables with cheese sauces. Young ladies from the students’ club ‘pro Amicitia et Patria’ entered topless to put the important visitor at his ease and to set silver dishes of ice cake on flame.

“Do you want to help me building my empire?”, asked Vervoort.

“How?”, asked Jonas.

“Destroy my competitors”, said Vervoort. “Search for their weaknesses, circulate the right rumours at the right moments. Set up a professional network of spies.”

“No problem”, said Jonas. “But what can I win with it?”

Jan Vervoort tipped a wink to one of the pretty topless students. She sat down plump onto Jonas’ lap, and put her arm around his shoulders. Jonas was getting warm. He thought the student had forgotten to pull on underwear, this morning when she rose. She shuffled a bit to and fro on Jonas’s belly, until she was sitting comfortably. The poor guest did his very best to sit still and concentrate on his host. But he didn’t succeed at all. Anyway, he had a clean pair of drawers in his suitcase yet. 

“One million euros a year, plus charges”, said Jan Vervoort. 

“Okay”, said Jonas. “We’ll be good friends, I think.”

His host showed him out, and van Santen took the train for Hilversum immediately, in order to inspect the wellknown ‘Hilversum mattress’. For this special occasion, he took a seat in a first class carriage, although this meant he was sitting alone during the trip. After he arrived in Hilversum, Jonas walked with a dapper step to the television studios. He had a merry chat with everybody, introducing himself as Jan Vervoort’s new production manager. He distributed posh visiting cards, did a couple of juggling tricks, told some innocent jokes about Jan Vervoort himself, paid everybody a compliment, fetched coffee, and held his eyes and ears wide open everywhere. Before long, the following joke about Jan Vervoort made its rounds in Hilversum: 

Jan Vervoort had an accident. What happened? He laid the Hilversum mattress on a kitchen table, miss Holland on top of it, himself on top of her again. Anyway, he fell. Little accident, happens to anyone, doesn’t it? Now he came at the gate of heaven. Saint Peter was off, some female substitute did his work. It happened to be the miss Holland of ten years ago. Now, in heaven, ladies always look like when they were twenty, so Jan regretted immediately he hadn’t brought the mattress. The beautiful receptionist asked how he died. Anyway, Jan told what happened to him and asked whether he was allowed to go to earth once again to fetch the mattress. Then Saint Peter entered. “You don’t need to go”, he said. “For Satan is already waiting for you on your damned mattress in hell.”

This way, Eileen learned a lot about Jonas. But Jonas’ own spies soon told him Eileen had been searching for info about him. It made him angry. Didn’t he himself make her a teacher? Didn’t she owe him gratitude and love? He decided to bring her to heel. However, he’d better not physically touch her again. She should surrender to him of her own free will. To succeed, he first had to chase away those two flies who kept circling round him. He could begin with Frank, and deal with Ibrahim later on.

Frank prepared for the departure to Crete, where the olympic boxing team would get through a training program. Choosing Crete was not fortuitous. The wellknown Amsterdam football club Ajax maintained hearty relations with the Cretan football club OFI. On this island there was to be held a tournament, in which, for example, Hapul Tel Aviv was to participate too. Henk Bak was a friend of the Ajax president, and they thought it would be nice if the two sports events would take place there at the same time. Then they would have the opportunity to make new contacts on Crete together.

On the evening before the departure to Crete there was an evening party for the big bosses and the sports heroes. A famous lady was to sing old Amsterdam songs, a football trainer was to read aloud the poems he had composed himself, and two prominent footballers were to perform a comical act.

Of course, Jonas van Santen was well informed about this program of festivities too. He also knew Frank MacMillan was to be present as a member of the olympic boxing team. This was an excellent opportunity to crush Frank with a special flyswatter. He had to contact his old friends from the Amsterdam Motorboys chapter for it. 

One telephone call was enough. With Charley? Here Jonas. Listen Charley, I’ve a job for you. Yes, the usual tariff. Evening party of Ajax and the boxing team, tomorrow night, in the party hall of Ruben. At the end, Frank MacMillan will come out of the hall to step into the bus of the boxing team. You know him, don’t you? Send a sniper who can simply shoot him down from a large distance. Make sure nobody sees you. They’ll never know who did it, because there are too many maffia gangs in Amsterdam.

However, the course of events was different. Before going to Crete, Frank thought he should visit Eileen once more. When he was on his way to the evening party of lucky Ajax and its companions, he rang the bell at Eileen’s front door. Trrring! Pips was already barking at the other side of the door. Eileen opened.

“Hello, Frank. Please enter. Do you want something to eat or drink?”

“No, nothing. I’m on my way to a feast with the sports team.”

“Sit down for a moment. I’m back soon.”

Frank sat down. Pips jumped onto the bench too, and lay down next him. He extensively cuddled the doggy. She lay on her back and shook her head to and fro. Eileen sat down near them. They exchanged pieces of news. Her father had suddenly passed away. Heart attack. She had to go to the funeral, the day after tomorrow. It was especially bad for her mother. But in fact, he had gradually withdrawn from her life already. Since long ago, he wasn’t half the man he used to be. 

When Frank was about to leave, Pips began whining. She set her teeth into his trousers, and took a firm stand. What did she want to communicate to him? This wasn’t normal at all. Frank was in doubt. Could he safely leave Eileen and Pips? She acted cool, but she just lost her father. The little dog seemed to say he should stay. But the boxing team counted on him. Could he call them up? Frank took his mobile telephone and dialed the number of Henk Bak. He didn’t answer the telephone. Frank sent a mail instead: ‘Henk, I can’t come to the party. I’ll see you tomorrow at the airport.’

Frank took a walk with Eileen and Pips along the quiet Amsterdam canals. They walked together in the artificial night light over the silent Rembrandt square. They walked all evening. The weather was mild. The doggy was agog with excitement. They were very happy. It should always be like this. By and by, they came near the hall where the Ajax party was being held. All of a sudden, Pips took a firm stand again. She didn’t want to go a single step further. She stood shaking on her little legs. Frank looked around. He saw nothing particular. Hold on, what was up with that car yonder? Frank’s sharp eyes saw a man who pointed a gun in the direction of the hall. 

Bang!, the sudden sound of a gun. They were both terrified to death. Frank peered at the hall, yonder far away. Somebody was lying there on the street. Then he turned his eyes to the car in which the shooter was sitting. The car began to move and disappeared in a side alley. 

They rushed in the direction of the feast hall, where the street was full of people. Yonder a siren resounded several times, and another one in between. It were the police and an ambulance. When Frank and Eileen arrived at the scene of the accident, they saw many things at the same time. The burgomaster was talking with a reporter. The police were warning people they should make room for the ambulance. The nurses in their white coats were treating the victim. Frank and Eileen couldn’t see who the victim was.

Henk Bak was suddenly standing next them. He clearly was confused and unbalanced. He reproachingly looked at Frank, as if Frank were the evildoer. He didn’t answer their questions, either. A policeman buttonholed Frank. Was Frank prepared to go along with him to the police office, as a witness? 

Frank told everything he had seen. They told him the victim was called Karel Schillinger. Did Frank know him? Yes, that was a fellow boxer. Frank took fright. He and Karel were as much alike as two peas in a pod. Was the bullet intended for himself? Did Pips save him from certain death by holding him back from going to the party? Frank uttered his suspicions to the police sergeant who interrogated him. This man typed the whole story into his computer, but abstained from comments. 

Next morning, Frank went to the airport. The Ajax team of players and bosses was already checking in. But there was nobody from the boxing team. Of course, they didn’t want to go to Crete any more, because Karel Schillinger had passed away. Frank decided he would have breakfast here, and contact Henk Bak later on. 

At eleven o’clock, he called up the sports school. Some nice lady answered the phone immediately, but after Frank called his name, she hung up. During the next few hours, Frank tried to contact the boxing team in many ways, but without success. They avoided him like the plague. 

So Frank didn’t go to Karel Schillinger’s cremation. Instead, he accompanied Eileen to the burial of her father, John Fraser. It was a beautiful funeral, in the chapel of the Saint Michel brotherhood. Father Jacobsen sang a Latin Mass. There was no sermon. After the Mass, Frank embraced Eileen’s mother, and talked with all family members. When they were standing next the open grave, there were a few addresses. Frank was visibly moved. Together with the doggy, he once again comforted his girl friend and her mother.

Back in Amsterdam, Frank found a letter on the door mat of his apartment. It was from the boxing league. They didn’t value his participation in the Olympic Games any longer. They probably associated him with the cowardly murder of Karel Schillinger. Well, then he should desist from the Olympics. It was only a game, anyway. This kind of fame was fugitive, and carried many problems. He would find his own way in society.

Meanwhile, the naturalization courses went on. They took up the Dutch language, especially the daily practice of speaking and writing. They also studied the headlines of Dutch history: the Beggars of the Sea, the rich East Indian Company, Napoleon and his shabby French soldiers, Thorbecke and the Constitution. Furthermore, they did of course quite a lot of geography: the twelve provinces with their capitals and larger cities, the bulb region, the seaside resorts. They learned songs: for example the national anthem (Wilhelmus), the Limburg anthem (the Bronze Green Oak), a nursery song like Berend Botje, the Land of the rivers Maas and Waal, tearjerkers like Huilen is voor jou te laat (It is too late to cry), etcetera. The courses gave also chapter and verse for the political system, the juridical system, the system of benefits, doles and allowances. There were fierce discussions about ethical questions like discrimination, the emancipation of womankind, education, good manners and customs, freedom of religion and free expression of opinion. They did a lot with the daily news from the newspapers and the television. There were computer lessons. And from the beginning there were weekly outings, in order to see in reality what Eileen had explained in the classroom. 

They had already gone to the tulip fields in the Kitchen Court, the cathedral tower in Utrecht, the fairy tales in the Efteling, the Euromast in Rotterdam harbour, always with a luxury bus of Intertours. And now they were to make a trip to the national wildlife park ‘de Veluwe’. They would study three themes: protection of nature, Calvinism and Vincent van Gogh. Besides miss Eileen herself, and Frank and Ibrahim, some ten other naturalizers had enlisted for the trip. Some brought their partner, others a child or a friend. Ibrahim brought one of his sons, thirteen year old Abdullah. At the time of departure, an unexpected guest turned up: director Jonas van Santen, who had invited himself. There were twenty fellow travellers altogether.

A few persons among them knew Jonas rather well, like Eileen and Frank and Ibrahim. They weren’t  happy with his participation in the day trip. But they restrained themselves, and Jonas twisted all others round his finger. Dressed in corduroy trousers, checkered shirt and wine red pullover, he entered the bus with a broad smile, and introduced himself as the director. He joked with the ladies and the children. He said during the ride the driver was asleep, and roused him. He impersonated a farmer from the countryside, a Limburg manager, and a football trainer of Feyenoord in Rotterdam. He sang the Feyenoord song ‘Hand in hand, comrades’, boasted of the famous deeds of the Dutch national football team, and invited everybody to stand up and sing with him the national anthem. Before long, the bus was already at the entrance of the park. They would first visit the exposition with paintings of Vincent van Gogh.

It was beautiful summer weather. Even Ibrahim found it very warm, although he was used to high temperatures at home in Morocco. But the humidity of the air was greater here in Holland. However, if they left behind the heavier clothes in the bus, it was fine to stay in the open air. The scent of flowers and woods was very different from the Amsterdam atmosphere of exhaust fumes. Everybody was in high spirits. The adults were chatting about the bus ride, while the kids were tumbling through the grass like young dogs. Finally, Eileen came out of the museum office with the tickets, and invited them all to come along with her. In the next hour they saw nothing else but the paintings of Vincent: the famous Potato Eaters, the oppressing field of Sunflowers, the dismal self portrait on which Vincent had cut off his ear, etcetera. Eileen gave explanations about the life of the inspired man with the reddish beard: the son of the preacher from Dutch Brabant, the apprentice to an art dealer in London, the young missionary in the Belgian miners’ region the Borinage, and finally the poor artist in the Netherlands, in Paris and in Arles. And how the development of his genius was allied to the increase of his madness. 

Frank MacMillan had reluctantly been looking at the busy acts of Jonas in the bus. In the museum, Frank stayed in the background, to observe Jonas’ behaviour from a distance. But in the museum, Jonas couldn’t be caught in improprieties. He had spirited chats with varying conversation partners about the paintings, often pointing at a detail with one eye shut. Once he even talked to Ibrahim, although the imam tried to break off the conversation. But the subject they were talking about seemed to be rather important, and Ibrahim got a bit excited over it. Was Jonas badgering him? Frank went to them and stood next them. It soon appeared they were talking about Islamic art: the geometric ornaments on the mosques. Jonas jokingly called it ‘embroidery’. In fact, this art was based on the higher mathematics that was to lead the mortals to heaven ever since Plato. Frank had read a lot about the symmetry groups belonging to it. He began an amazing argument about the beautiful paintings of Escher that express impossible threedimensional constructions. Ibrahim was listening with open mouth. But Jonas shrugged his shoulders and he talked disdainfully about ‘plane stuffing’.

After the visit to the exposition, the company walked into the woods of the park. Eileen said they should be silent, not to chase away the animals even before they could be seen. There were deer and foxes and wild boars. Everybody kept walking on in silence, even the kids restrained themselves. So Jonas had the opportunity to think. He hatched evil designs. The attack on Frank had failed, but Frank didn’t even notice that he, Jonas, had been the waylayer. Now he would aim his arrows at Ibrahim. For this Moslem had backward ideas about women, and had an eye to Eileen on the sly. And Eileen was a female employee of himself, Jonas, wasn’t she? Frank and Ibrahim were only allowed to look at her, not to touch her. Didn’t they respect the director? In fact, Eileen didn’t notice her own director, either. That should change quickly and without mistakes. Jonas looked around, and his perverted eye fell upon Ibrahim’s son Abdullah.

“What is your name, young man?”, he asked him. 

“Abdullah, son of imam Ibrahim”, was the answer. “My father is also here.”

“Yes, I know him. He is your pastor, isn’t he?”

“No, he’s our imam, our spiritual leader.”

Jonas’ eyes began twinkling. He already knew how he could tackle this.

“Well, what’s the difference?”, he said in a baity voice. “Pastor or rabbi or imam, it’s all the same. Allah doesn’t exist, does he? Humankind is autonomous, we ain’t responsible to any higher power.”

The boy grabbed his knife, while his eyes sparkled with rage. Jonas got a fright and shrank back. He didn’t expect this. But he recovered quickly. In fact, this happened very conveniently. It was a stroke of luck.

“What kind of fool are you?”, he said in a loud voice. And he cried for help. “Help!!!”

The boy was standing there with his threatening knife. From all sides, people came running on. Jonas told exactly what happened. But he didn’t say how baity his voice had been. Ibrahim, Frank and Eileen came to them too. Ibrahim quieted his son. They soon understood the real hang of the thing, but didn’t want to discuss it now. 

“We’re here for the nature, dear friends”, said Frank. “Not for a quarrel.”

They continued their walk in silence. Jonas murmured something about bearded Moslems who allowed their little sons to play with knives. The day wasn’t perfect any more. However, the day wasn’t at its end, either.

After another couple of hours, the company arrived in a little village. They had seen one or two deer indeed, and many birds, but they hadn’t seen, heard or smelled any trace of wild boars. Had they lost their way? Yonder a man was walking. He wore a black farmer’s suit with a small dark cap. A few metres behind him, there was a woman walking. She wore an oldfashioned local costume: a dark skirt, red blouse, little black bonnet. The man first pretended he didn’t see the group of tourists, but when Ibrahim was the last who passed him, he gave the imam a friendly nod. Ibrahim used the opportunity to have a nice chat with a real native of the Veluwe region. 

“Good afternoon, sir. The sun is kindly disposed toward us, today.”

“He is, sir. We profit by it. The sun shines on the good and the bad alike.”

“That’s true. Allah be praised. But I see you’re a righteous man, and your wife is obedient and docile.”

“We put our trust in Jesus our Lord. For in Christ alone we find our redemption. Without Him, we, miserable sinners, are justly damned.”

“Isa was a great prophet. If you follow him, he shall lead you on the right path.”

“But God alone chooses them who shall be true to Him until the final days.”

“Our hairs have been counted, our fate is in the hands of Allah.”

“Well, I see we can agree on many things. But Mohammed taught a false doctrine.”

Ibrahim heaved a deep sigh. It seemed the conversation took a turn for the worse. Bad luck! Fortunately, Abdullah was already some hundred meters ahead of them. The imam thoughtfully looked into the eyes of the good farmer. He tried once again to have contact with him. 

“What wrong did Mohammed say?”

The farmer was a bit embarrassed. He saw the Moroccan meant no harm. His wife answered in his stead.

“He preaches ‘an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth’. However, Jesus says we must forgive our enemies, doesn’t He?”

“He does, but all things go by comparison. The Christians also wage war against terrorists, to protect their fellow creatures. In fact, we don’t harm these terrorists if we give them a good hiding. Then we carry out God’s will. That is good for their souls, because, this way, they have already got their punishment.”

“But how come so much terrorism originates from Islam? These boys don’t shrink from blowing up a bus of school children.”

“Alas, they don’t. Allah will punish them. But the Christians plunder the whole world. They think their riches is a sign of being elected by God.”

“I admit that. Yet it’s more difficult for a rich man to be admitted to God’s kingdom than for a camel to pass through the eye of a needle.”

Ibrahim laughed heartily at this comparison. Then he greeted the farmer and his wife very courteously, and walked fast to gain ground on the company that almost had disappeared at the horizon. And he pondered on what the Veluwe people and he himself had said to each other. In fact, it doesn’t matter whether you are a Christian or a Moslem, a Hindu or a Buddhist. Only the disposition of the heart is important. Even then, nobody can judge of the sinners except God. Who can ever know the wounds that cruel people and evil spirits inflicted upon their minds? Who can judge of the poor heart of Jonas van Santen? Suddenly, a statue of Jesus came into his mind. He saw it somewhere in Catholic Limburg. It was a statue of the Sacred Heart, with the inscription ‘Regi suo cives’ – ‘the citizens (devote this statue) to their King’. Jesus probably loved all people, inclusive of Jonas van Santen. Then he could be the very king of heaven. 

Meanwhile, the object of Ibrahim’s thoughts, Jonas, was already sitting in the bus that would bring them back to Amsterdam before long. He grinned to Abdullah, who was sitting before him in the bus, but the son of Ibrahim disdainfully shrugged his shoulders. Eileen entered the bus too. Jonas tipped her a wink, but she didn’t deign to look at him. This made Jonas furious, and he pondered on how he could bring her to her knees. He couldn’t fire her. In fact, he could only dominate her as long as he was her director. He had to build up his earthly power first. Only then could he hang a new fish before her nose, which he hoped would rouse her desire. 

The bus trip back home was very quiet. The children slept, or coloured a picture of the Veluwe park. Near Hilversum they had a stop to drink a cup of coffee. It began raining and blowing. Abdullah had to deliver up his knife to Eileen. She gave it to Ibrahim, and warned the imam she would call in the help of the police next time. 

When they stepped out of the bus in Amsterdam, they all shook hands and kissed each other goodbye. After that, everybody went his own way.

Jonas consulted his new friends from Hilversum, and his comrades with the Motorboys. He borrowed a large sum of money and invested it in shares with diverse internet providers and web networks. Both with Wikipedia and with Russian Brides, he bought an important share in the rights. He travelled to Los Angeles and Moscow and overbeared on the spot the meetings of shareholders with innovating ideas which he invented straight away. No more annoying pop ups henceforth, but only silent spyware. Hints to surprising zipfiles in the cache. Changes in the encyclopedia texts should remain indelible for one month. Etcetera. He regained his investments within a few weeks, and was to become ever richer without further efforts. 

However, Jonas didn’t intend to sleep very much. He only slept four or five hours a night, except for a few cat naps during the day. He was an alert youngster, wasn’t he? But he had a diabolical character. Whoever wasn’t for him, was against him, and got a letter with a bullet and other threatening stuff. 

One day, he met with a big boss of Windows. They both recognized in each other the exact likeness of themselves, the image of Satan. They deliberated about the loopholes in the laws of small countries like North Korea, Guatemala and Pitcairn Island. And they put everywhere their agents, lawyers and brokers. 

In september, Jonas became the new boss of Javer Productions. That was very easy indeed. He simply stepped up to Jan Vervoort, and showed he was already the boss everywhere. He was the best friend of a big toff of Windows. He could make any employee suspect, if necessary. Within one day he made an arbitrary employee suspect, to demonstrate to Jan he was able to do that. The victim, a certain Charles, was flabbergasted. Someone seemed to accuse him of some malversations he had never heard of before. At the end of the day, he had lost his job. He was fired on the spot.

Jan was down. He offered Jonas a partnership. Jonas gave him a jovial tap on the shoulder, and said he could use Jan for the time being. But he was thirsty. Would Jan be so kind as to fetch a cup of coffee for him? And a topless student, please. During his last visit, he enjoyed the topless student very much. 

The student came within ten minutes, with the coffee. Jonas asked Jan to sit down next them. He demonstrated in a plastic way how a busy manager can inspire a topless student within a few minutes. After that, Jan was allowed to drink the coffee himself. Yes, indeed, Jonas thought as much. Jan didn’t want the coffee. Apparently, there was poison in it. Stupid, stupid, stupid. Did Jan really think Jonas didn’t leave traces behind him that would lead the police to Jan Vervoort? The student went to fetch new coffee, with brandy beans and cookies. They had a nice evening. 

However, it wasn’t nice enough for Jonas. He had remained director of the naturalization school all the time, on the lurk for Eileen like a snake for a little mouse. He gnashed his teeth when he saw how Eileen kept smiling at Frank and chatting with Ibrahim. In fact, he did highly esteem her superior attitude, which would never allow these two confidants to claim the rights of a husband. But what could be the end of all this chastity? This way, she probably wasted the years in which she could become a mother, and she would become in the long run a sour old spinster. She had been brainwashed in that Catholic environment where priests called the body a prison of the soul. She didn’t even have the faintest idea of the feelings she was capable of. He would quickly teach her to feel them thoroughly. How was he to set about it? Well, it was easy, wasn’t it? He should show Eileen he could break down anybody, like he showed it to Jan Vervoort. She was to lie at his feet before long, and beg him, Jonas, to leave her friend Frank MacMillan alone.

“Mark my words”, he said to Eileen. “I’m going to tackle that son of Ibrahim.”

He called up the burgomaster of Amsterdam, and let him know there would appear annoying reports on the internet. Next he went to the police to tell about the incident in the Veluwe park, when Abdullah drew a knife, and warned that their boss, the burgomaster, was angry about it. The police summoned Abdullah to the office. He had to deliver up his arms, and was taken into custody. Furthermore, on the internet there appeared a report about a forthcoming terroristic attack, planned by Moroccan youngsters. Allegedly a certain Abdullah was involved, who was in prison now because he had attacked somebody with a knife. And the daily newspaper Parool printed a letter to the editor in which an alarmed citizen complained about the weak municipal  course of action as to Moslem terrorism, and referred to the site that reported about Abdullah. 

Eileen thought she’d better not make this public. That wasn’t in the interest of Abdullah. Ibrahim thought the same. His son was to be in the hands of the police for months, anyway, and he wouldn’t have any chance on the labour market henceforth. They could only express their displeasure with the discrimination of the Moroccan young adults in general. However, the city council disapproved of a leftist proposal to give subsidy to a Moroccan youth organisation, in spite of the burgomaster’s plea to approve of it. Eileen stuck to her position as a teacher. She thought this way she could best look after the interests of the naturalizers. Perhaps it would have been better if she had resigned.

 One evening, Jonas bumped into Eileen at school. He rubbed his hands with pleasure and said: “Why, there’s miss Eileen, ready for a new evening of naturalizing. For my part, we begin to denaturalize these Moroccan knife drawers.”

“You’d better become director of denaturalization”, said Eileen. “Then you’ll have the opportunity to lustfully bring the unsuccessful asylum seekers to the plane.”

“That’s not a bad idea!”, said Jonas. “But first I have to speak to you. There are quite a few complaints about your functioning. I want to prevent you from becoming a regular client of the school doctor. Can we have a chat presently at nine o’clock?”

Eileen sighed. “Okay, but I don’t stay one minute longer than the charwoman. I don’t want to be alone with you any more.”

“Agreed!”, said Jonas, and he went to the sports club of Henk Bak to loosen the muscles. He should be well trained for the talk with Eileen about her achievements. He trained so hard he made the fur fly. And Eileen gave an enthusiastic lecture about the Dutch management of  mentally disabled criminals, which set derailed youngsters to work in the rural province of Drente. Pips was laying on a little red cushion in a corner of the classroom. Eileen used to thoroughly  clean this cushion every week shortly before the lesson. The doggy mostly lay with her head on her forepaws, the eyes closed. But every now and then she would look up at her boss to see whether she was honestly busy with the class yet. The hour passed by quickly, the break was only short, and the evening was to be concluded shortly with the usual waving goodbye. And there came Jonas. 

He waited with a stern face until everybody was gone. Frank looked inquiringly at Eileen, but she shook her head to set him at ease. She bore Pips in her arms, and followed the dapper stinker to a room where the charwoman was already mopping. 

“I want to speak to you presently at half past ten”, said Eileen to the fat charwoman, who was wearing a checkered apron and a striped head cloth. “Will you leave us alone now, for half an hour?”

Jonas cast covetous eyes on Eileen. She was more beautiful than ever, her raven black hair was glossy and her blue eyes were shining. This was the moment. As to him, the feast was about to begin. He began walking to and fro with large steps, the hands in the pockets of his jacket. Suddenly he stood still and looked right into her eyes.

“Mark my words!”, he said. “I’ll destroy your Frank. I learned he beat down a ship owner, for whom he was working in Amsterdam harbour.”

Eileen was frightened. She didn’t know anything about it, but she could imagine it very well. 

“I thought we’d have a talk about my functioning as a teacher”, she answered. “What’s the problem?”

“I see no problem for the present”, said Jonas with a grin. “But I foresee problems for Frank, if you won’t do exactly what I say.”

“And what am I supposed to do for you?”, asked Eileen with a sigh. “Can’t you do anything by yourself?”

He withered her with a look. He pointed at Pips’ red little cushion on the table. The doggy jumped upon the table and wanted to lay down on it.

“Undress. Lay that cushion on the ground, and kneel down on it for me. Look up at me, pleading with folded hands, and ask if I will please spare Frank.”

Eileen hesitated. She knew Jonas really meant it, and she didn’t want to put Frank to a lot of trouble. But if she would give in, it could be the beginning of even more problems. If she continued to refuse calmly, she’d eventually conclude things could be worse. For she knew, in that case, Jonas wouldn’t allow himself to lose her. In fact, it was she who bossed the show. She smiled. Now she got at once a merry feminine little idea.

She began to undress very slowly. She acted as though she enjoyed it ever more. Jonas began already feeling comfortable. She swung the jersey which she had pulled out just now. She never wore a bra. She pulled out her chemise as well, and Jonas saw her wonderful breasts. She sat down on Jonas’ lap, and opened the zipper of his trousers. She took his dick outside with an experienced gesture, as though she had recently passed through a term of probation in the Amsterdam red light district ‘de walletjes’. She teasingly bound her chemise before his eyes. She solemnly threw the little cushion onto the ground. Pips sat down on it immediately. The doggy didn’t know what was going on, but it seemed to be something funny.

All of a sudden, she closed the zipper. Consequently, Jonas’ upright dick got into a tight place. Jonas cried. Apparently, it hurted. In no time, Eileen had her chemise and jersey on again, threw the door open, and called the charwoman. When the surprised maid entered, Jonas was still wrestling with his dick. Eileen went home, but Jonas had to listen to a longwinded sermon. The charlady explained to him a man should use his sexuality only in marriage: first, to bring forth offspring, second, to express his faith in the Lord, and, third, to show his love for the wife who was united with him in eternity. 

CHAPTER 4

In the street where Eileen lived, and where she let out her doggy Pips every morning, there was also the oecumenical church Daybreak. One drizzling Sunday, she left the dog at home with  a tasty little bone, to attend the eucharist.

It was not crowded. There was a longhaired junky in corduroys and a fragile old miss with a tuft and spectacles. There was a shaky curlyhead with a guitar. Furthermore, there were an aged couple with a packet of shag tobacco from which they rolled cigarettes together, and the little girl they had to look after. 

At the green wall, there were hanging a few Picasso-like images. They had to illustrate bible stories, as appeared from the childlike subscripts: ‘There’s bread and fish for everybody, isn’t there?’. It looked more like a bare club room than like a chapel, although you might find a pious icon somewhere in a corner. 

Eileen sat down on one of the little seats. Now she discerned a table whereon a little basket of bread and a mug of wine were standing ready. From behind a dingy curtain, there suddenly appeared a tall man with a little beard, dressed in black trousers and a red fisherman’s shirt. He wore a tiny abstract cross on his revers. He distributed the blue song booklets, and presented himself at the same time in a gay voice:  he was pastor Kwint.

“Howdy, friends”, he softly said, “take a look on page number thirteen.”

Eileen needed a minute to find the page, because the pages thirteen and eleven had changed places. The guitarist played a few chords, and after a hint of the pastor they sang a song of the wellknown liturgist Huub Oosterhuis: ‘God knows it’s okay’. 

After the last chords of the guitar which saved the rather chaotic singing from total downfall, the pastor explained that ‘God inside us’ knows the world will in the end be okay. He murmured a reference to Teilhard de Chardin, who ‘basically saw everything a bit more clearly than Sartre, you know?’

The lectures followed: first the visit of God himself to Abraham, second the fight of Jacob with the Angel, last the temptation of Jesus by Satan. And the pastor explained we are wrestling with God, but our good side shall finally gain the victory over our evil side, and God promises a new earth for all of us. And please look on page number four.

The old guitar softly marked the time, and they hesitantly sang ‘We are rowing to the shore, allaluia!’. 

Then the pastor fetched the bread, looked around to see how many people there were, and broke it into eight pieces. He first made a round with the cup of wine. Everybody drank some wine. Then he gave everybody a piece of bread. After the meal, it was discussion time. 

“What will really become of the world?”, said the aged man, while rolling a wet cigarette. “The leaders of America and Israel are only protecting their damned oil interests, and shit on the Palestinians.”

A murmur of approval resounded everywhere. The pastor nodded thoughtfully, and stroked his little beard.

“Pax Christi is doing its best. That reminds me of the demonstration, next Friday. Who will go along with us to protest at the square before the American embassy? Our good old little bus will come round here, next our door, at ten o’clock.”

“Are we allowed to bring tar and feathers?”, asked the old man, laughing in his sleeve.

“Or cake with shit in it?”, asked the miss with the tuft.

The pastor smiled, but didn’t immediately answer in a clear way. He murmured something about Jesus Christ who swept the temple clean, and about the revolutionary movements in South America. At last he made the V-sign and he solemnly said: “We shall overcome”.

Eileen found this happening didn’t deserve the name ‘mass’. The event was as worthless in comparison with the Holy Mass of the Saint Michel fraternity as an evergreen of Tom Jones in comparison with the Passion of Johann Sebastian Bach. After thinking and praying for a while, she decided to beat the alarm with the bishop of Haarlem. Virgin Mary had told her to do what her heart suggested, hadn’t she? She called up the reverend bishop. The telephone number was in the telephone book.

“Hello, this is the bishop of Haarlem speaking”, said the monseigneur through the telephone. Eileen told she had something very delicate to talk about, and they made an appointment for an interview in the afternoon. Eileen took her handbag immediately, put a lead on Pips, and went to the railway station by tram. During the train ride and the walk in Haarlem she thought about what she was going to say.

The bishop opened the door himself. He hung up her coat and guided her to his study room. In the passage and in the room there were standing some statues of virgin Mary: the statues of Lourdes, Fatima, Banneux, and also a polychrome wooden statue from the early middle ages. Monseigneur noticed how Eileen kept looking at it, and explained the veneration of virgin Mary was a hobby of his. He called someone with his white telephone, and soon a thick man in a black suit entered. He brought coffee. His employer presented him to Eileen as ‘dear servant Johannes’, and thanked him in a friendly way. Poor Johannes sweat like hell, although it wasn’t warm. He took a handkerchief as white as snow, and wiped his face with it.

“What can I do for you, madam?”, the bishop asked, while Johannes left the room.

“Very much. I attended eucharist in the Daybreak church in Amsterdam, that’s an ordinary oecumenical church. It stroke me the pastor considers faith as a subjective personal experience, which doesn’t correspond with any objective data of faith. I wonder whether he does believe in a God who is a person, or not. He keeps talking about ‘God in man’. That’s the very influence of Protestantism and oecumenics.” 

“I agree”, said the Haarlem Church leader. “Daybreak and company are going through with oecumenics much too far, drifting away from the papal standpoint. It will go at the expense of objectivity indeed.”

“That comes of the Second Vatican Council”, said Eileen.

“I beg your pardon?”, said the bishop, who became red. He took his white phone again, with shaking hands, while staring at her with a vexed face. 

“Ever since the Council, churches and monasteries are becoming empty”, said Eileen, like a modern Jeanne d’Arc. And she continued in a imperturbable tone: “Where have all those large  congregations gone, of nuns and friars who always exerted themselves for health care and education, knowing heaven was to be their reward? People don’t even believe in heaven any more. They imagine a kind of paradise on earth. Whereas Jesus said His Kingdom is not of this world. And how come that? Because the metaphysics of Thomas of Aquino has been substituted by the philosophy of Teilhard de Chardin and popular philosophies of Protestant origine. The last Council cleared the way for the very modernism that pope Pius X warned against. New mass is the worst thing of all. It is mainly aimed at our fellow people, instead of Our Lord. The priests are unworthy of belief when they combine the old chasubles and the gregorian chant with modernistic profanations of prayers, offertory and holy communion. No wonder people don’t believe any more.”

Johannes entered the room again, and looked at his employer inquiringly.

“Will you please see this lady out, Johannes?”, asked the bishop. “I can’t help her, for she’s wandered away too far from the position of the pope.” 

And while the bishop began reading his bible again, Johannes put Eileen and Pips on the street without ceremony.

The leaves fell off the trees. Autumn passed by with much wind and rain. Frank MacMillan had joined the navy. During a storm, his boat capsized. He hardly could make his escape. Winter came with much snow and frost. The fleet lay near Texel for seven weeks. In these days, Frank teached his comrades boxing, and he organised a boxing tournament for the cadets. 

Eileen and Ibrahim and Jonas had not the slightest idea of Frank’s whereabouts. It seemed he had disappeared from the earth. They made inquiries, but this didn’t yield any results. For Frank had asked his superiors to be keep his address secret. One awful November night, Frank was shipwrecked. He appeared to Eileen in a dream as a drowning person. Pips howled like a wolf. However, Eileen didn’t exactly understand where Frank was. She tried to forget it.

With the navy, Frank’s star rose fast. The new spring came with another promotion. Frank now became lieutenant, and he became deputy commander of a war ship. His captain, an old salt, informed him about all tricks of the subject. Frank only lacked the experience of a real sea battle.

This need was soon met. In the long aftermath of the gulf war, Frank’s own ship left for Iraq under his command to go reconnoitring. The ship belonged to the fleet around a British seaplane tender. They patrolled the coast of Kuwait. There were many suicide actions of speedboats full of grenades. The little boats came rushing along, and the British exploded them with a kind of light harpoons. After two weeks, Frank and his marines received orders to go ashore and snatch an English reporter from the dirty hands of a gang of terrorists. 

A helicopter dropped them near a shed where the abductors allegedly were staying with their victim, a wellknown redhaired reporter of the Times. They immediately assaulted the little building and blew a hole in the wall without delay. They knocked down four bandits, using their machine pistols. They shot a fifth criminal, who had put a knife on the throat of the reporter. The reporter ran outside to save his life and jumped into the bushes. But his coat caught in a thornbush. Frank ran to the reporter and cut him loose, while his comrades continued to cover both of them. It soon appeared there were two more Iraquians in the shed. They were taken prisoners of war and brought to the British headquarters in Basra..

When a female USA general paid a visit to the Iraq forces, there was a short ceremony in the Basra headquarters. The distinguished lady pinned a medal of honor on Frank’s uniform on behalf of the American president, and thanked him with a smile and a kiss for his courage. That same day, Frank was promoted a colonel and he was appointed to the general staff of the British fleet. In his new function, he was the boss of all patrol boats, among which most boats were British, but some were Dutch or Polish or Italian. 

Shortly after, the Dutch government had its twelve ships come back to Texel. However, Frank stayed on his new post for another couple of months. He had asked the saved reporter to not explicitly mention the name of his rescuer in the media. The Dutch reporters had also been reticent about Frank’s role in the gulf war. As to the medal pinning, they only reported in general terms about it.

A long hot summer followed. Frank worked like a horse. When he finally came home, he was as thin as a lath. He got three weeks leave to put on flesh and to gain strength. He used this period to sleep, walk and cycle. He began with twenty hours of sleeping. He proceeded with a few days of walking: he maintained a plucky rate of march from den Helder to Amsterdam. There he rented a bike, and cycled to the sports school and to the little house of Eileen, taking care that nobody could see him. Once he saw Eileen and Pips entering a shop. It was the Etos drugstore. She had blonded her hair. Why did she do that? But he easily recognized her.

Why did he behave like a stalker? If he wished to know whether she was still a ‘single’: she apparently was. So, Frank decided to bring back his bike, and to march back to the navy base in den Helder. But in Alkmaar he saw something else: Ibrahim was walking there, and three women followed him. Frank kept himself hidden, but he wondered whether this Ibrahim had become a polygamist.

He wrote a letter to the editor of the ‘Alkmaarse Courant’, in which he posed the question whether or not the Muslems in Holland should be allowed to go in for polygamy. Apart from the moral implications, this was to require uncheckable expenses for the family allowances. As soon as the article appeared in the newspaper, Frank was ashamed of it. He should mind his own business. He quickly continued his march to the fleet in the roadstead of Texel, to participate again in public life. 

The Dutch admiral in those days was a certain fellow called Jan Pot. He didn’t know quite well how to deal with this new colonel Frank MacMillan. For the time being, he let him tell the sea captains about his experiences in Iraq. And he involved him in his plans for an exercise on the Dutch Shallows.

During the staff meetings, Frank noticed the three other colonels were smoking: cigars or pipes. So they flouted the ban on smoking. This wouldn’t improve their health, and it wouldn’t improve the atmosphere, either. In short, he couldn’t stand the stench.

Frank immediately made a sharp remark about it, and he demanded that the ban on smoking  be strictly maintained. It brought him at once into difficulties. Willem van Galen, a confirmed pipe smoker, bowled him over in one of the corridors of the main building. Frank felt his hands itching, but he restrained himself.

They didn’t smoke any more, but they apparently did gossip. Frank noticed the chats hung, whenever he came near. He already thought of resigning. But something unexpected happened: one of the smokers became ill, and the doctor diagnosed lung cancer. One of the two others stopped smoking, all at once. And colonel van Galen offered his apologies to Frank.

The cabinet fell. After the elections there came a rather socialistic cabinet. It soon decided to economize on the defence of the realm, and to cut down the staff of the navy. It placed the old admiral on the retired list, and colonel Frank MacMillan became the new admiral. The team of colonels was cut down from four to two: the remaining colonels were pipe smoker Willem van Galen and ex-smoker Jan de Korte. Frank and his colonels were now directing a fleet of thirty ships, each under command of a captain and a lieutenant.

Frank decided to maintain a strict discipline. He inspected all boats. He especially considered arrears of upkeep. One of the ships was in so bad a condition it had to be scrapped. Two other ships were sent to the dockyard. 

If necessary, Frank replaced the officers or the petty officers. In passing, he took away all ashtrays, all posters depicting nude women, and all drugs. He suspended two sailors who were dealing in marihuana, and expelled two others who were entertaining a homosexual relationship with each other. After this strict inspection round, all sailors respected him. Henceforth, they called him ‘sir Frank’.

However, only respect is not enough for an admiral. There must be affection as well. That’s why Frank invited all sailors for a personal interview: during a month, he saw the officers and the other crew members in alphabetical order. Six hundred men altogether. He inquired after their personal circumstances and asked what they thought about the navy. Whenever he bumped into some sailor later on, he knew exactly the name and interests of the man. In the lounge, he gave an inaugural address for all officers, as follows:

“Men, brethren, today I am appointed your admiral. We will make the navy a crack regiment again. The morale did sink down a bit, didn’t it? With us, there’s no room for wallies,  bores and sluggards. From now on, everybody will carefully do his duty for the fatherland. We are the boys of  Jan de Witt and the heirs of Michiel de Ruyter, ain’t we? These admirals kept a tight hand on their men. Thereby they were a match for those arrogant English windbags, and for those underhand Barbary pirates. In the same way, we shall make short work of the Arab jackals and the Indochinese sea robbers. 

Mind you, nobody can do anything on his own hook. Because in Barbary and Indochina there live not only pirates, but also women, children and honest fellows. The Arabs are most often damned nice, hospitable and generous. We only operate by order of the Dutch government which cooperates with the NATO. We fight against terrorism, and thus for freedom. Here we mean freedom of speech and press, and freedom of religion. That our country stay free from racism. That our world be free from discrimination and oppression. So that there will be ample opportunity to redistribute prosperity and pursue a good conduct as to worldwide environmental problems. Our task may in certain circumstances become almost too difficult for a man. So we must exercise, practise and train. Any ordinary seaman should be able to climb to the top of a threemaster within two minutes. And an officer should get on well with all sorts of modern apparatus and media. On all ships a good team spirit should prevail, while all these boats comply with the course of action on fleet level. There is no room for whimps who are too easily feeling huffy. On the other hand, we can’t allow that somebody is being systematically nagged. Respect each other’s oddities, as long as everybody is doing his duty. Help each other. If you will stand up for your men, they will obey your commands in times of danger, and go through fire and water for you.

Look after ‘Kettelbinky’. That’s the boy who was longing to go to sea. Who is hardly big enough for the navy, but secretly dreaming of his doggy at night. He climbs the rigging until the flag within two minutes, but always gets stuck somewhere while climbing down. He eats the pea soup you secretly pissed into. In short, everybody rags him, although he runs himself off his legs. In the infernal hours of fighting, nobody thinks of him. He does the best he can, but he’s exhausted by seasickness and hardships. If there’s an officer who will guide him like a father, we might bring him back home to his mother in health and prosperity.

Ah, I see you’re crying. Take heart, please: officers don’t cry. Okay, it’s my fault, because I began talking about Kettelbinky. But I didn’t do that to make you cry. You all know what can happen. Your boat may sink. Someone may shoot off your leg. Your misery may become so bad you’d rather be dead. You might be so furious as to be willing to do some gross injustice. Then bear in mind you’re a navy officer. You swore a solemn oath: the oath of resoluteness, fidelity and magnanimity. Well, okay, now we’ll have time for a bit of suitable recreation. Let us drink to our co-operation. Fill your glasses! I have every confidence in all of you. Here’s to you!”

The captains took the big bottles of Madeira wine, and poured them out for each other in the little glass bottles that were standing ready. Everybody raised his glass in the direction of the new admiral. They touched glasses with their neighbours very carefully. Splinters bring good luck, but they all wore a  freshly starched uniform. 

Somebody knocked at the door. A young cadet entered. He stumbled over the doorstep. He had red freckles, brown eyes, flaxen hair and big ears that stuck out. It was Bennie Meijers. Speeking of Kettelbinky, here he was in his very own person .... All officers kept staring at the strange cadet for a while. His sudden appearance surprised them all.

“Telephone call for ca-captain de Bruin”, stammered Bennie. 

De Bruin left the room. Now the eyes of some other captains began twinkling.

“Hi, Bennie, this is luck”, said one of them. “Will you please get a packet of cigarettes for me? Today is my birthday, and I’m standing treat.”

Bennie Meijers hesitated and looked at admiral MacMillan. He knew the admiral wasn’t fond of smoking. But Frank didn’t commit himself. He was very curious how this practical joke would come out in the end. 

“Con-congratulations”, said Bennie. “Which brand?”

“Golden Fiction”, said the joker. “Here’s five euro.”

He gave the money to the cadet. The latter saluted and left the room. The captains grinned a bit and leant backward, waiting in keen expectation for his return. Frank was sitting still, with lifted eyebrows. They were all silent.

After a couple of minutes, a portable phone rang. It was the telephone of the captain whose birthday it was, and who had ordered the cigarettes. He murmured an excuse and put the phone to his right ear. He listened to something which apparently struck him. He nodded ‘yes’ and looked at the door. He rose from his seat and opened the door. From the adjoining room there sounded the national anthem, the ‘Wilhelmus’. The captains rose together, and kept standing stiff and bolt upright at attention, as long as the oldfashioned gramophone was playing the anthem. Only the admiral remained seated, absorbed in thought. The first stanza was about the prince of Orange, the second was about God. Then someone switched off the gramophone disc, and there sounded a clear tenor. In the same solemn melody, but one octave higher, somebody loudly and  purely sang a third stanza:

‘We don’t like tobacco, we don’t like the smoke. The navy bans the chimney, so go and eat your coke. Dear sir, I beg your pardon as an upright cadet. I hope our dear Wilhelmus will make you’re not upset!’

Frank smiled and looked at his captains. The ‘hero of the feast’ looked a bit sour, but some others began laughing. One after the other sat down. The laughter swelled slowly but surely. In the end it was a roaring the navy could be proud of. The admiral went to the adjoining room, and he soon returned with Bennie Meijers. The captains made room for him, and poured out a little glass of wine for him. He pulled strange faces that intended to express amazement as well as appreciation. They apparently had a real comedian in their ranks. Of course they could use such a chap during the long voyages over the oceans. They certainly needed a cabaret.

They continued chatting for another couple of hours about anything and everything. Frank MacMillan participated in the chats, but from a distance. He saw it was good. They accepted his authority. For the time being, he was really the admiral. Things could be worse.

Frank decided to launch a special brigade, the ‘Franks’. It would consist of very courageous marines. They should be silent like the grave, and without a trace of dishonesty. Frank let them pass an examination. The candidate whom Frank himself had selected was brought into a shed somewhere in the Wieringermeer polder, stark naked. He had to fight against a bear.

Don’t ask where Frank found the bear. Perhaps he had relations with Ouwehands Zoo in Rhenen. Well, anyhow, the bear and the candidate came together in that shed, facing each other on the mud floor at the established hour of the evening. Frank stood watching behind a fence, together with a mysterious gipsy who probably looked after the shed and the bear. The bear had no nails at his paws, but of course he was at least three times as heavy as his adversary. 

The candidate had to throw the bear onto the ground so as to make him lie on his back. That’s no trifle, you know. But it’s possible. You may distract the bear, making him believe there’s something happening behind his back. As soon as he begins to turn around, you may suddenly jump against his breast with all your force. If he lies on his back, you can flee behind the fence. 

Whenever Frank selected a new man for his brigade, the candidate accepted the selection and he usually passed the examination. Then he was sworn by Frank and the gipsy there in the shed. He swore to be true to Frank himself, to be silent forever as to anything related to the brigade, and to be brave like a lion before danger. Afterwards, the gipsy would stalk him every now and then for a few weeks, to see how he behaved in his new quality.

This way, Frank had already allied himself with three Franks. But with the fourth, something went wrong. The bear didn’t believe there was something happening behind his back again. He refused to turn around, because he knew the man before him would jump against his breast. The new candidate had already thrown quite a few pebbles behind the bear, but the animal kept cool. He didn’t show any interest for a twig that fell from the sky, either. Frank thought he should help a bit. He made the sound of a cuckoo three times, and crumpled a paper bread bag. When the bear finally turned around, he got the full weight of his adversary … in his stomach. That wasn’t  so clever an act of the marine. He had aimed a few decimeters too low. Now the bear did writhe, but he gave a heavy blow on the head of the poor man at the same time. 

The man collapsed. Frank and his gipsy jumped into the arena, and began making noise behind the bear. At length, the gipsy succeeded in coaxing the bear along with a cookie to the bear’s own residence next the shed. Frank bent over the victim, who seemed to be dead. He took a closer look and found the man was in a coma. The gipsy carried him into the house and laid him on a sofa. What now? They couldn’t go for the doctor, or else they would have to explain quite a few things to the police. Frank realized he was in considerable problems. He had been grossly mistaken as to the strength of the old bear.

They decided to wait a day or two. The marine remained in coma. His eyes were open, but he apparently saw or heard nothing. The patient could shortly die if they kept waiting any longer. So Frank said to the gipsy he would go for help. He asked the physician of the village to come and see a man who was very ill. However, when Frank returned with the doctor in the house of the gipsy, there was nobody lying on the sofa. The patient was spirited away, and the gipsy had vanished into thin air together with his bear. 

“This is strange”, said Frank to the medicine man. “The patient has risen.”

“Well”, said the doctor, “then I’m afraid I can’t help you.” He put on his coat, shrugged his shoulders, and disappeared into the mist. Frank stayed in the house, and pondered a bit. He had only three Franks, but that was enough. He should make the best of it.

The police began diligently seeking the disappeared marine. Later on, Frank learnt, much to his relief, the cops had found the man in a distant meadow. He was rather confused and couldn’t exactly remember what had happened to him. He only maintained he had got a blow from a mad bear. And because, in fact, he didn’t want to fight the bear at all, he had to concede that the bear had won. Three lovely nurses brought him in a little blue bus to the psychiatric clinic Vijverdal in Maastricht.

The three Franks and Frank himself once assembled in a fine Alkmaar lunchroom, dressed in civilian clothes. There was a reception for a wedding at the moment, so they didn’t strike the eyes of anybody. They drank a big cup of coffee and had a nice talk. Frank explained his vision on the world and the society.

He thought there was in the Netherlands too much attention for the personal development of each person. Many people were always hunting for a bigger car or a greater house. They would drive into nature every Sunday, while their exhaust gases were polluting the atmosphere. The teachers were running away from their main task: to prevent the youngsters from becoming too superficial an adult. Instead of giving real lessons and laying a sound basis of knowledge, they organized a  ‘learning community’. They made the children believe that kids were able to decide all by themselves which subjects are the most suited to their development. The managers of the large nursing homes pursued a crazy policy of demolition. They wanted to give high quality care to the people who could pay for it, at the cost of the number of people who could be cared for. Etcetera. 

Frank argued there could come a time in which the whole society was to fall to pieces of small groups and ghettos because of all that egoism. Simply because people wouldn’t be able to stand each other any more. There would be terror and violence of bombs everywhere. Then the navy should be ready to restore order, and to interest people in simplicity and servitude again. Think of the goodness of nuns and friars in the first half of the twentieth century. The motto and slogan was: ‘serviam – I will serve’. This motto guaranteed education for countless children and nursing for countless sick people, free of charge. He, admiral Frank MacMillan, would entrust them, the three Franks, with special tasks at the service of the restored society. They might take the king to safety, or something like that. Their own motto would be the same as pope Pius X’s motto: ‘Restaurare omnia in Christo – restoring everything in Christ’. However, for the time being, they should keep silent.

They laid their left hands onto the table, close together. Frank looked into the eyes of each of them in turn, and gave each a code name of his own: Alberto, Beowulf and Cedric. Alberto ‘the pear’ was a young marine of Surinam descent. He was engaged to an Antillian girl, and played football with the main league football club Enkhuizen. Beowulf was a Frisian. He was an expert player at ‘Frisian ball’, and the first acolyte of the navy chaplain. ‘Mad’ Cedric was a young Guelders cadet. He had already distinguished himself as an excellent decathlon athlete.

When the guests of the wedding began going home, each of the Franks went his own way as well. Frank himself took the train for Amsterdam. He didn’t intend to show up in public, but only to see if he could find somewhere a suitable pied-à-terre. He rented a little apartment in the Amsterdam city district Sloterdijk from a Surinam letting office.

In an other corner of Amsterdam, at the mosque of Ibrahim, the imam was trying to improve the relations between people and groups in the Netherlands. He did this in his very own way, by erecting a Moslem political party.  From a viewpoint of publicity, it was very smart of him to call the party ‘Jihad in Holland’. Thus he got not only the police in his house of prayer, but also the television.  He paid attention not to take phoney characters in his confidence. He foresaw he needed much time to keep screening the local departments of the party from infiltrators with bad intentions. 

In a television show, he got much room to explain his visions. He said many things in few sentences. All Dutchmen were children of God. So they were all brothers. They should honour God as a father. Modern people knew Jesus wasn’t God. The gospel of Saint John was not as valuable as the other three gospels. He invited all people of good will to vote for him and to help him building up the party. His jihad party wished to free the country from American excesses. He would give four examples. 

First: plastic. In America, people throw away all plastic rubbish, instead of recycling it. All kinds of victuals were packed  in plastic, and the same holds for magazines and books. Who the hell wants to saddle up their offspring with all that litter? In fact, the situation wasn’t much better in the Netherlands.

Second: fast food. In America a lot of fatties were walking about. One hundred kilos was normal, a hundred and fifty wasn’t exceptional. They were all lovers of a fast and fat bite with  MacDonald’s. They looked like the pigs they worked up into their food. This abuse was of too frequent occurrence in the Netherlands as well.

Third: soaps. In America, television gave many bad programs. Superficial sentimentality for the youngsters, like ‘Saved by the bell’. Evil sentimentality for the yups, like ‘Dynasty’. These programs were fabricated as lures between the commercials, because the commercials formed the real main menu. In the Netherlands, television was tending the same way. See for example the false humour of  ‘Hobnails’.

Fourth: pets. American pets were promoted housemates, spouses, demigods. The Americans would knit little jerseys for pussycats, open restaurants for dogs, and arrange weddings for couples of tortoises. They would waste big sums of money upon all kinds of frivolities that animals don’t need. Because these pet owners had too much leisure time. Because they didn’t want to engage in care for the poor and the lonesome. In Holland, we can often see the same things, although somewhat less grotesque. Yet, every exposition of dogs is an exaggeration.

Fifth: sports. Hold on, he would give only four examples. Okay. Dutch people allegedly are levelheaded. Why should they engage in excesses like these? 

Many people highly appreciated this television show. So did most of the liberal Protestants. Voices were heard demanding cooperation in the domains of things social, things political and even things religious. With the orthodox Protestants, the reaction was moderately positive: they  wished to associate themselves with the criticism of American abuses, but, mind, Jesus really was God! For God had become man to perfect the Old Testament in the New Testament. The Catholic bishops expressed themselves in similar terms, with somewhat different accents. They associated themselves more wholeheartedly with the criticism of America, and didn’t react as sharply against the Islamic condemnation of Saint John’s gospel. The reaction of the American embassy was piqued. 

However, all agreed that Ibrahim had built a bridge between the cultures and was a worthy representative of Islam. The jihad party grew like scarlet beans, and had soon five or six virtual seats in Parliament, according to some of the forecasts.

Some members of Parliament asked questions about the name ‘jihad party’. Why should the name be so inflammatory? Wasn’t  ‘Holland Islamic Party’ a better name? That would become HIP. But Ibrahim argued he just stripped the word ‘jihad’ of its sharp sense, and that was true as well. 

Other questions were about the position of womankind. Imam Ibrahim was always talking about his ‘Dutch brothers’, but there were also sisters. Ibrahim answered that women are as important as men, but God had entrusted them with a different task in the world. They shouldn’t provocatively flutter about, but stay at home to be caring mothers and housewives. The Calvinistic party SGP could fully associate itself with this standpoint, all other parties had more or less important objections.

When the ‘jihad party’ wasn’t in the news anymore, the forecasts gave the party at most four seats. Then the cabinet stumbled over the question of the European referendum. Before long, the government was to call new elections. It were turbulent days. In the Limburg town of Venray, riots broke out between the socalled ‘Lonsdale youths’ and the Moroccan supporters of imam Ibrahim, thereabouts called ‘hippers’. Ibrahim set up an inquiry. It appeared a veganist with a white beard had infiltrated the North Limburg department of the jihad party. For the occasion, he had called himself Mahmed ibn Islam and the Lonsdale youths ‘pale faces’. This way, he had been the instigator of the riots. Ibrahim advised to expel Mahmed immediately. But with the help of a lawyer the bearded man could prolong his party membership for another three months, although this cost him three thousand euros.

In the preamble of the elections, Ibrahim committed a big error. He had placed himself at the bottom of the list of candidates, because he relied on getting enough votes of preference. Now he put his own son at the top of the list. Some newspapers eagerly reported this as an example of nepotism, and wrote that the young man had threatened somebody with a knife on a day trip to the Veluwe park. On the eve of the elections most forecasts gave Ibrahim one single seat. Only Maurice de Hond gave him two. 

On the day of the elections, Ibrahim voted in front of the television camera in Amstelveen. He had brought his little daughter Fatima. The child made the happening into a show. She showed her most roguish smile, and put her signature on the glass of the camera.

Ibrahim and his faithful supporters followed the course of the elections on a television set in the mosque. He didn’t admit the people of the broadcasting company, but went outside two times to answer the questions of the reporters and to comment on the provisional results. The first time he was moderately optimistic, the second time a bit disappointed. There wasn’t a third time, because it seemed ever less probable that Ibrahim could grab a seat.

Next day, it seemed he could grab one yet. What happened? Certain polling districts in the largest three cities and in Zwolle had postponed the declaration of the results until the very last moment. Ibrahim had got a lot of votes in these city districts, and the declaration could have encouraged potential jihad voters too much. 

Ibrahim briefly commented in public on a possible first appearance in Parliament: “Well begun is half done”, he said. “However, it is only the beginning. The new Dutch interreligious movement has still a long way to go.”

Possible coalition partners began talks. Ibrahim first mixed with the Calvinistic SGP, then with the Socialistic Party. Alas, in the end it appeared he was one hundred votes short of a seat in Parliament. In fact, the four religious parties all ended up in the opposition. The colour of the new cabinet was purple: a mix of socialistic red, environmentalistic green, and  liberal blue.

While talking with a strict Calvinistic SGP representative, Ibrahim asked him to explain the significance of the devil in Christian faith. His conversation partner crabbedly answered he wasn’t going to discuss that subject with a Moslem. Ibrahim contacted Eileen, to ask if she knew somebody who could inform him about it. Eileen gave him the telephone number of father Jacobsen. The latter extensively answered the question by telephone. 

“The devil”, he taught, “is a fallen angel. God created the angels as pure spirits, who are not tied to a mortal body like man. The bible and the tradition teach that angels sometimes appear to people and present themselves as messengers sent by God. The devil haughtily turned away from God, and that’s why God cast him off. Now he is wandering about on the earth to seduce people to sin and drag them to hell.”

“That is rather well corresponding with Islam”, said Ibrahim. 

“Is it?”, said the father. “Furthermore, everybody, at least every Catholic, has a guardian angel of his own, who wants to save his ward from the danger of sin. The devil is sly, but he has little power before a Catholic with a fair prayer life.”

“How does the devil work his way?”, asked Ibrahim. 

“Most often he prefers to stay hidden. If anybody doesn’t believe in him, the devil feels so much the better. He whispers into the subconsciousness of people. In fact, so does the guardian angel. Modern man thinks his thoughts are mere associations. He doesn’t see anymore how his free will is involved in it. He doesn’t see anymore how important prayer is.”

“I know that the archangel Gabriel appeared to virgin Mary”, said Ibrahim.

“The little shepherds of Fatima have seen an angel as well”, said the father. “And the little boy, Francesco, saw a real devil: a dirty goatlike beast, stinking of sulphur.”

“Did the devil show up before him to frighten him?”

“I rather think God showed the devil to the little boy, as a special token of mercy. I say once again, the devil usually prefers not to be seen. But he enters into a treaty with many people.”

“How can I recognize the friends of the devil?”, asked Ibrahim.

“It’s mostly difficult. They represent themselves as reasonable people, and they often work in secret. They are the sworn enemies of  Christ: the leading freemasons and communists, the propagators of heresy and pornography. They are to be found relatively often among the free-thinking Christians. But also among the fanatical Islamites and the rich Jews.”

“As an imam, I agree with you that extreme capitalism and grim fanatism are clear signs of friendship with the devil. We have to shun these people. However, we are not allowed to judge of individual persons. Only God can judge of them.”

“Okay”, said the father. “I’ll pray for you.”

“I’m not an enemy of Christ. I only don’t see he’s God. There is no God but God.”

“Read the four gospels. The great mystery of God’s trinity will perhaps be disclosed to you. I say again, I’ll pray for you.”

“As to me, I’ll pray for you. Have a nice day.”

“Thank you”, said the father. And they laid down the receiver.

Several weeks passed by. Ibrahim got used again to the ordinary rhythm of his life at home and in the mosque. His children didn’t give him any reason for complaint. He was worrying a bit about his son Anwar, who apparently was predisposed to asthma. The windy and wet climate of Holland wasn’t good for him. But things could be worse. 

His ‘children’ in the mosque gave him more problems. There was a whole pack of thieves among them. They stole in all kinds of shops, robbed the little hand bags of old ladies, broke open cycle locks, dealt in drugs, etcetera. They only were little school boys yet, but what would become of them in the future? He had already unmercifully set them down. Next time he would beat with a ruler on their hands. If only they would come to the mosque … But, funny enough, they would certainly come. 

Ibrahim reluctantly watched the course of politics. There were no less than four women at high positions, as far as he knew. Wasn’t that a bad example for the youngsters? Weren’t there enough capable men in the Netherlands? Who could ever refute the assertions of women before themselves? They certainly wouldn’t react objectively. 

To begin with, there was Andrea. She was a famous discus thrower in former times. Now she was a heavyweight in politics, literally: for she weighed more than a hundred and fifty kilos. Ibrahim saw, as everybody did, she radiated optimism and a good nature. But wasn’t she too superficial to be such a big boss? Anyway, democracy is all shallowness, isn’t it? Just imagine the cabinet will some day invent really wise plans of management, based on a really sound view on social life. Okay, they begin to carry out these plans. However, before they know it, the cabinet falls over some false trick of the opposition. Then there comes a brand new cabinet with diametrically opposite plans. 

Next there was Margaret. She was an iron lady with a cynical nature. Just imagine she’s your mother. Then you have to go to bed without supper almost every night. Ibrahim remembered how she made the Alkmaar imam a sight, because, as an orhodox Moslem, he wouldn’t shake hands with her. Yet, he worthily apologized, didn’t he? If Ibrahim was married to her, he would first give her a sound drubbing. Anyhow, he’d rather seek some other wife. 

The third woman at a high position was Nathalie. She was a liberal as well. She was a ‘sharp aunt’, who could twist many men round her little finger. She had been married to that greedy burgomaster of  Willemstad, need I say more? The high assertivity of these liberal women was striking indeed. As kids they were spoilt pickles, as adults conceited squirts. This wasn’t of frequent occurrence in the Islamic world. But in Israel and in the United States, it was. 

Fourth, and fortunately last, was little Mary. Mind, she had switched over from the Christian party CDA to the Socialistic Labour Party, as a right minded Catholic weathercock. She had become a subdirector at Social Affairs, to finish the tasks she had once imposed upon herself as a director. She seemed willing enough to accept that the department began a brand new course of action. However, Ibrahim had a weak spot in his heart for her. She could laugh so very charmingly, and she had such a musical Limburg accent. If he ever could afford a harem, he would allow her to join it. 

A harem ... which women would he allow to join his harem? To begin with: his own wife, whom he loved dearly. She should be his main wife. Furthermore some festival misses, like the Rose of Tralee, Barbara Allen and Eileen Aroon, to chat with. He would have a relaxed laugh, after a day of hard work. Furthermore only teenagers, who certainly had to be virgins.

Ibrahim smiled and kept thinking it over for a while. Then a young Moroccan man came to take counsel with him. Life wasn’t that easy.

The young Moroccan told the following remarkable story: His fourteen year old sister went to the Amsterdam grammar school, just like he himself. She always wore a head shawl, was friendly and modest, and did her best to please everybody at school and at home. Her marks were good, and she could get along well with her classmates. Everybody respected her faith. She didn’t like discussions, but whenever she had to debate, she did it quietly and with cogency. In fact, she had only one property that could endanger her: her beauty. 

She was beautiful, but wouldn’t make a show of it. Mostly, she bent her almond shaped fawn eyes upon the ground. On the other hand, she was young and longing to grow up and go through adventures. On her way home from school she met a Dutch ‘loverboy’ of Italian descent, called Luigi. The conduct of this Luigi was very different from the usual behaviour of her dull school comrades:  he was charming, selfconfident and cheerful. He was young and handsome, but also … manly and adult. A new world opened itself before her. He called her Bamboletta. 

After that first encounter she tried to shun him, but not really. She would walk through the same street, at the other side of the road. Then he would suddenly emerge from a shop, and bump into her by accident. And he would offer his apology a thousand times, with a twinkle in his eyes. Or he would ride past her on a thundering souped up Vespa motorbike, dressed in a leather jacket with sun glasses and a baseball cap.

One sunny day in spring, after she hadn’t seen him since several days, she bumped into him in the park, where he was feeding the city sparrows. He drew her attention to the pigeons who were skimming in large swarms through the air over the roof of a gentleman’s house, and pointed at two pigeons who flew the opposite way all alone. He looked at her amorously, while holding both hands upon his heart, and explained: he and she were these two lonesome pigeons.  She had to laugh about it, but he kept serious. He seriously said, in his opinion, all Italians and Moroccans were children of  Saint Francis.

She read in the encyclopedia about the life of merry Francis. Next day she went along with him to his famiglia. She called up her parents to say she had to go to the library. The couple of lovers ate a pizza in the restaurant of an uncle, all free of charge, with a glass of red wine. Luigi confessed he dreamt about her night and day. He was happy if she was with him. Otherwise he was not happy. If she were to leave him, life wouldn’t have any value for him. However, he said these things with a beatific smile. 

In short, he quickly won her over. She thought of her Luigi always and everywhere. Before her family and friends got the hang of it, she went into hiding with the young Italian. Then there was big panic at school and at home. They called the police. The police questioned him, her brother. He said what his sister had told him. The police explained how loverboys work. They make their darlings believe they have no money anymore. They ask them to sleep with a mate whom they owe money. As soon as she does that, the loverboy changes his tone. Then he says she’s a poor slut and her family don’t want to see her anymore. The chosen girls soon find themselves in prostitution, much to their own astonishment. 

The father walked the streets of Amsterdam with a knife, searching for his dear lost daughter everywhere. The police extensively examined the Italian community. The Italians knew nothing. The police continued their search in the red light district, but they found no trace. They explored all sex lines of the newspapers, the telephone and the computer. She apparently didn’t work in Amsterdam. After a full week of research, the police didn’t believe they could find her yet. They made a first contact with the police of neighbouring countries. But now, he, her brother, had received a telephone call from her. She had stammered, in a hurry, she was near the city of Zwolle. She had seen that when looking out of  the window of the delivery van in which Luigi had carried her off.. Now she hastily called from a telephone box. The loverboy was fetching some food in a cafeteria. And now she had to hang up, because if he would notice she had called up somebody … Then she suddenly broke off the talk.

Ibrahim thanked the boy for his accurate report. He asked him to tell everything to the police as well. When the boy was gone, Ibrahim began pondering. Shouldn’t  he, as an imam, insist the Moroccan girls should get more freedom? Whatever had happened to this girl, had been caused above all by her lack of experience, hadn’t it? The Dutch girls wouldn’t have walked into the trap? Or would they? 

After having weighed the many pros and cons, Ibrahim began thinking the other way round. Loverboys do snare Dutch girls as well. The child just didn’t obey. She shouldn’t have gone to grammar school, anyway. Of course, now she had become a bit stuck up. Anyhow, why didn’t her brother beat the alarm earlier? The imam decided to go in for it. In the next sermon, he would give the Moroccan boys and men ‘what for’. 

Thus it happened. Next Friday, the men came in great numbers to the mosque after the call from the minaret. There was something tense in the air, as if something was going to happen. They prayed the ordinary afternoon prayer with extraordinary passion. Then imam Ibrahim preached the following sermon: 

“Men, brethren, welcome. You surely have heard what happened last week to the daughter of  Youssouf and Dahlia. No, there is no further news. She has probably been brought to Germany, to work there in some brothel. But who else can know this but Allah alone, praised be his name? However, I ask you: how did you allow this to happen? Have you grown childish, or cowardly? Did you mothers stuff you with sweet pies? Why can’t I see the ordinary noble and fierce firmness of a real Moslem? You smile when the Dutchmen eagerly look at your daughters. You turn away when they offend your wives. Become real men again, and protect the women Allah entrusted to you. Chase away the false grins from the faces of the infidels. Revenge the crimes of the scum that deceives your wife. And keep your wives and daughters in harness, with a hard hand, if necessary. Because we ourselves are the punishing hands of Allah. He shall repay in paradise the hand that executes his sentence. There, every man shall have seven virgins who comfort him with wine and singing and everything his heart desires.”

When the Moslems left the mosque, their eyes were burning with passion. Their wives soon noticed the wind was blowing from another quarter. The fathers banged the table. From now on, all rules were strictly maintained. 

That same evening, there was also hot news about the abducted girl. She herself appeared on television, in a program of Germany 2. It wasn’t clear where she had been filmed. She looked into the camera with a sad face, and spoke in a sort of code: she said ‘her pigeon had flown away’. Her parents went to Ibrahim to ask what this could mean. He explained in a muffled voice she wasn’t a virgin anymore. They decided to contact the community of Moslems in Cologne immediately. The community inquired with the broadcast. Within a week, there came a message from Nuremberg: ‘the piggy had been washed’. And Ibrahim explained to the family that justice had been done. But the women wept.

Of course, Jonas van Santen knew that women do weep often and with passion. He thought they should cry to their heart’s content; he would do his bit with pleasure. Sometimes he noticed some wify was really unhappy, and this made him slightly resentful. Although … he was almost cumming with excitement when he imagined how Eileen would suffer intense pain. He liked to see her pay for the hypocritical sermon of the charwoman, after Eileen had made him ridiculous. A woman like Eileen made him furious, because she always was radiating calm and strength. 

Where did she find this calm? He had already heard it from the nuns: ‘the calm certainty of faith’. To hell with it! However, Jonas saw with pleasure how Catholic faith was disappearing right now. As a freemason, he also knew the cause of this. For the actions of freemasonry aimed at the very disappearance of this backward faith. They did so since many centuries. Well, Jonas was a good freemason. He would personally make the last bastions of faith disappear.  

On the internet he lately noticed such a bastion: the cloister ‘de Kramer’ in Maastricht. What a website! A biography of one blessed Phita of Augsburg, or something like that, who had been reciting pious prayers with a hypocritical face all the time of her life. The miracles that ‘came to pass’ at her intercession. The suggestion that whoever joined de Kramer, was chosen by Jesus himself. That you had to go a long, narrow road, before you had the level of inner life of friar Bert, the rector and Apostle.

Jonas had enlisted for a  retreat in de Kramer, just to see how he could blow up this bastion from inside. It were three days of fast with only bread and wine and fish, prayer in the hall of Saint Peter and in the chapel of Saint Paul, processions both inside and outside the house, with palm branches and pamphlets. There were two lectures with the titles ‘eclectic belief is like shopping in the supermarket’ and ‘learn to pray with your heart’. He sang psalms in the chapel of Saint Joseph, while raising his hands upward, or like a hippie, sitting on his heels next the guitar of brother Bert. And on the morning of the third day, he suddenly understood that this ‘charismatic movement’ didn’t have any serious appeal whatsoever. It was a little club of unemployed people with motorial handicaps, who were at a loss what to do with their lives. If they couldn’t live without God, well, he himself couldn’t live with that harping on about this oldfashioned Tyrant. He was about to leave. Then suddenly something happened that interested him.

There was a lecture of sister Rosa, about strange events in her childhood. As she told more, the audience became ever more silent. After the lecture, at least ten people wished to pose urgent questions or utter protests. But questions were not allowed. They could either swallow it, or choke in it. What happened in her childhood? Her father, a rich gentleman farmer in Alsace, had bought a piece of land that a neighbour wished to possess as well. They had a quarrel about it, and the neighbour had pronounced a malediction. Then the devil moved into her father’s pigs. They broke out of the stable, screaming, and ran to a near ravine. They didn’t calm down before the exorcist came to expel the devils. This story made Jonas think of another one, which he heard as a child from the reverend sisters. About children near Strasbourg who were possessed by the devil. How they screamed like pigs and cursed like heretics. And how the exorcist finally cured them: ‘Vade retro, Satane!’

Jonas found these stories in themselves not very dangerous. Nowadays, most people would only laugh over it. The more he thought about it, the more he understood that the last bastions of faith were with the people who maintained thomism and the good old tridentine Mass: so with the Saint Michel fraternity. Everybody could read it in their pamphlets:

Thomism maintained that man with his natural intellect can, by philosophical reflection, ascend to God. Saint Thomas Aquinas, the ‘angelical doctor’ from the medieval flowering period of scholasticism, had united the two philosophical systems of Plato and Aristotle in one powerful synthesis, which the Church in the first Vatican concile declared to be the only correct metaphysics. Plato had said at some instant of Greek antiquity there would not exist concrete things unless there would have been abstract ideas first. However, Aristotle says the contrary: there must be concrete things before we can abstract ideas from them. Saint Thomas taught, in thirteenth century Paris, that God created the concrete things after His godly ideas. Aristotle’s doctrine holds for man, but Plato’s doctrine holds for God.

In his proofs of the existence of God, Saint Thomas showed that God is the first cause and the last purpose of His creation. All creatures strive after their perfection. For every man, there exists an ideal form, his soul, which he has to become. He cannot attain to that perfection on earth, but he can in heaven with the help of God’s mercy. The perfected person will have all features of the body, but in a perfected form. 

So the continued existence of man as a person, in communion with his Creator, is essential in the traditional Catholic conception of heaven. Only if people see this, they can fully understand what God revealed to them through Jesus. Theresia of Lisieux , the youthful nineteenth century nun and Church doctor, understood it and said it clearly: “I will spend my heaven in doing good on earth”.

In fact, who was Jesus? He spoke with authority, and preached a wonderful doctrine. Blind people saw again, and lame people walked. He was led to the slaughter like a lamb, just as Isaiah had prophesied, because his kingdom was not of this world. After his death, he appeared to the apostles. They recognized him when he broke the bread. He would stay with them until the end of the world. Who else could he be than the son of God, the second person of trinity?

Jonas understood he had to keep pressing people with a flood of worldly info, to prevent they could attain to higher thoughts. Well, nothing was easier. But, to dismantle the last bastions of faith, he first had to aim his arrows at the Saint Michel fraternity.

The brotherhood preserved the Gospel in the only possible way: by saying traditional holy tridentine Mass. For this Mass was the unbloody renewal of Jesus’ sacrifice at the Cross in the final shape which the sixteenth century concile of Trente adopted. Jesus Himself had established it. The Church handed it down since apostolic times. Pope Pius V declared this Mass should be the only valid one. If he happened to watch the heretical deformations of today from heaven, he would feel very sad. And Jonas was eager to increase this papal sadness. If he did, Eileen was to suffer pain as well. 

At the end of the three days’ retreat in de Kramer, there was another lunch together. Brother Bert appeared in a black suit and a white priest’s collar, sister Rosa in her white-yellow frock with white-brown  wimple on the head. Both had hung a brown scapular and a rosary with big brown beads around the neck, as a sign of their being joined with God and with each other. The way they were united with each other was another mystery nobody was allowed to discuss. The other friars and sisters appreciatively said the cohabitation of men and women in de Kramer was a daring experiment and a sign of modern spiritual life.  

They had a pleasant chat and lunch. Jonas had been pondering in silence, and they fetched him from the clouds back on earth with a little witticism at the expense of himself. They began to talk about the validity of Protestant baptism. They didn’t deny the validity. Brother Bert said, if an ardent Protestant would propose to baptize him, he would simply say he had already been baptized as a baby. When they were about to say goodbye, a friendly unknown priest entered, introduced himself as father Jan, and solemnly blessed them on behalf of the bishop. Then they shook hands. Jonas went home too. He was content. He knew enough. 

Next evening, Jonas had to go to a meeting of the lodge. For the Amsterdam freemasons met every first Saturday of the month, at night between eight o’clock and ten o’clock, in a room in the street called ‘het Singel’. It was a rainy Saturday in October. One by one, the conspirators came walking on along the canals, in a duffel raincoat and with a brown beret on their heads. 

Large curtains darkened the room. There was a round table, on which twelve candles were burning in a sort of Jewish candlestick. At the moment when Jonas entered, three men were already sitting at the table. The shadows on the walls showed they were busily whispering. They raised a hand to greet Jonas. He took a chair and lit a pipe. They were waiting for the others, and told jokes about American politics. As soon as everybody was present, they all laid their right  hands on the table, and pronounced a centuries old Gothic formula. Immediately after, Jonas begged permission to speak. He told what he experienced in de Kramer. They agreed this charismatic club couldn’t have any appeal, except when thomistic philosophy would first begin to flourish again. Jonas argued, to prevent this flourishing, they should hit the Saint Michel fraternity in its heart. 

He explained the brotherhood had a chapel in Limburg, and a certain father Jacobsen was the leader. He proposed they would liquidate this father. It should look like an accident, because otherwise they were to spread abroad too much the existence of the fraternity. He himself, Jonas van Santen, would go and take a look near the Limburg chapel, to see how the father could best be liquidated. Strictly according to tradition, the freemasons uttered three objections. Was the father ever so important, was he perhaps susceptible to corruption, couldn’t they put out the dirty work to contract? Jonas refuted the three objections with the routine of a dyed-in-the-wool maffia boss. Subsequently, he took a satanic oath. Next they only chatted about nothings yet. But at a quarter past ten, everybody was outside again, and Jonas walked home through the rain in his duffel raincoat. He threw his threadbare beret somewhere in a dust bin. 

It was about midnight that Sunday evening, when Jonas arrived at the little railway station the journey planner indicated, and he went on foot in the direction of the chapel. It was pitch dark, he hadn’t ever dwelt on that. For, in Holland, the night was nowhere as dark as here. What now? He didn’t even have a pocket lamp. And he couldn’t ring the bell somewhere, without leaving traces of his stay in Limburg. He bit his lips and started his walk. A Dutch shepherd’s dog barked at him, as if he, Jonas, was possessed by the devil. In fact, this dog got to the heart of the matter!

When the freemason had walked one kilometre on sunken roads, up and down seven hills,  over a lonesome table land, where some farms were standing out among the shelving meadows under the starry sky, he suddenly heard the noise of heavy motors. He was frightened to death. It must be the Motorboys. You’d better not meet them at night on a lonesome spot, because they certainly would play dirty tricks. In white terror, the walker dived into a lonely little bush, and kept lying there flat on the ground with the hands on the back of his head. 

During five anxious minutes, he was lying there with a wildly throbbing heart. The clammy sweat stuck to his undershirt. The sound of the motors had faded out. He rose again, while trembling. Now he had to pee. Go ahead, nobody saw him. But while he stood dripping, he heard far away the swelling sound of a motor again. He now thought the bandits probably were crossing the sand hills. Then he couldn’t easily come across them. He continued his walk with leaden feet. 

After having walked for several hours, he got to the chapel. Jonas looked for a sheltered spot, and found one behind a couple of trees. He peered at the chapel in the dark night. His eyes got ever more used to the dark. There was a brooklet a distance of some ten metres apart from the presbytery, so that was good luck. They should make it appear the father had got a heart attack and consequently drowned in the brooklet. If they were to commit the murder on a Monday, it could last several days before somebody found him. They could send ‘blond Arie’, that was a skilful boy. If he would lie down here on a Monday morning, and wait until the father came outside, he could give him a injection with strychnine, and put him down in the brooklet. Hold on, wasn’t there a maid servant in the presbytery? He should call them up, and ask for the maid. They’d best wait until she had a few days off. 

Jonas took a nap. When he woke up, the horizon was blood red. The sun gloriously rose above the horizon. A rooster crew, and a woman came out of the prebytery. It was a jolly fat one. If he only could pump her, but then he should have to make his appearance. Now what did he see? She mounted her bicycle with a shopping bag, and rode over the sandy path to the stone road on which he had come here. A quarter of an hour later on, the father himself came outside. He went to the chicken house to feed the chickens. If this was daily routine, it would be easy. He only had to go back home unseen. 

Jonas waited until the father was inside the house again. Then he ran through the meadows in the direction of a church tower that was standing out high above the far away horizon. A swarm of sparrows was flying high above his head. Now he got to another sandy path. Wasn’t there approaching a farmer with a herd of black-and-white frisian cattle? He’d better stay hidden. He kept standing still for a while, looking around for a place to hide. Fortunately, the cows were led into a meadow. He sat down next the path, to wait until the farmer was gone. Then he fell asleep. 

When he woke up, he was surrounded by Motorboys. There were a lot of motors and fat guys with leather jackets and weird tattoos on their nude arms. They stared at him and grinned. 

“Whot are you doing hereabouts?”, asked one, in a heavy Limburg accent.

“I’m swerfing”, said Jonas, in his Amsterdam way. 

“It’s a Hollander”, said one, in almost correct  Dutch. “Whot shall we do with him?”

“We’ll give him a ride”, said another, tipping a wink. He carelessly lifted Jonas and put him at the back of his motor. The big cracking machines began to move with thundering noise, and the gang rode away at breakneck speed. Poor Jonas was in mortal fear. Sometimes they rode over the metalled road, but often they went right across holes and through heaps of sand. It seemed the bandits were in a good humour, for they suddenly left their prey behind. They bound him fast to a thick tree with a rope around his neck, as if he were a dog they wished to get rid of, and rode away, laughing. 

Don’t ask how Jonas got home. After a few hours, some children happened to pass. They immediately beat the alarm with the police. A policeman came to pick up Jonas, and brought him to the railway station in Sittard. And in all national newspapers there appeared a short report about the wellknown Amsterdam media magnate Jonas van Santen. He himself declared seven rude Amsterdam Motorboys had carried him off, and bound him fast to a tree in distant Limburg. 

When Frank MacMillan read this report, he had his own thoughts about it. Why should the Amsterdam chapter of the Motorboys do anything like this? What interest had they in drawing attention to themselves? What was this Jonas really doing in far away Limburg, only a few kilometres apart from father Jacobsen’s presbytery?

CHAPTER 5

Shortly afterwards, Frank Macmillan got an inexpected visitor. A small but tough gipsy man coolly stepped onto the Texel quay, where Frank’s free time boat had its mooring place. He asked if he could talk to the admiral. Frank looked out of the window of the ship’s cabin, to see what sort of chap was searching for him. Goodness gracious! It was the old bear man, with whom he had cooperated to select the candidates for his own elite team, the three Franks. 

“What do you come for, my friend?”, asked Frank.

“To help”, said the gipsy. “I smell a poisonous snake at a distance of a hundred metres. You once told me something about Jonas van Santen. Lately, I read in the newspaper the Motorboys had kidnapped him. Ever since, I shadowed him, with the help of a girl friend. He went into a large gentleman’s house at ’t Singel in Amsterdam. My girl friend then accosted another man who went into that house, and she used her charms to collect information during several days. It is a freemasons’ lodge. They meet every first Saturday of the month, from eight to ten o’clock in the evening. I thought you wished to know this.”

“Grandiose”, said Frank. “Please come in, then you get a cup of coffee and a cookie.”

And he opened the door to let the bear man in. He stayed to eat soup, watch television and sleep the clock round. Next day, Frank brought him back to his little house, somewhere on the heath near Rhenen, in a jeep.

As soon as he returned at the navy base, he covoked the three Franks. Antonio was with his old grandma in Hoorn, when Frank called him via his mobile phone. Frank had him picked up by a helicopter that was on its way from Amsterdam to Texel, carrying medicine. Beowulf  and Cedric were at the base. Within an hour, the four of them were sitting at the table with a big cup of Grolsch beer. 

“We’re going to raid a freemasons’ lodge”, said Frank. “The freemasons intend to make the world a building in accordance with their private insight. They think they know things better than the great Master Builder who created them. It will be the tyranny of ‘reason’, in which there will be no room for what they call ‘inferior life’. All people will be equal, but, of course, the grand masters will be more equal than the others. They will live in the green parks and in the glass houses, surrounded by the tableaus with the weird symbols of freemasonry, like the tools of the mason and the marble pillars of Solomon’s temple. You can guess what will become of the world. It will be a rubbish heap of plastic, concrete, tin and exhaust gases. The electronics of Big Brother shall hold everybody like tied in an iron strangling cord. 

There shall be no more place for the Church of Jesus Christ. Yes, of course, there shall still be a pope in Rome, but a treacherous one, a freemason, the antichrist. The last foundations of real Catholicism are being undermined right now, at this very hour. Because the Amsterdam lodge is determined to murder the bearers of these foundations. Be prepared to go with me to Amsterdam next Saturday. At nine o’clock in the evening, we’ll raid the Amsterdam lodge.”

“Whom are they going to murder?”, asked Beowulf. 

“A priest in Limburg”, said Frank. “But if we raid the lodge, they will certainly cancel this murder. We needn’t even warn the priest. For the freemasons won’t ever do anything rash, but everything in concert.”

“They are like old women”, said Cedric. They drank to the good outcome, and returned to their work. And the old granny of Antonio got a loving little e-mail with some explanation. The arrival of the helicopter had given her quite a bit of stress.

At the evening of the action, the admiral went with his three Franks to Amsterdam in a ‘deux chevaux’. Frank had obtained this little car only a few days ago in the Medemblik showroom of a dealer in second hand cars. Yesterday, he had extensively tried the vehicle, and found in order. Tomorrow, he would sell it again, because he didn’t like air pollution. 

Frank gave extensive instructions to his comrades in the car. So, the purpose of the action was to restrain the lodge from committing a murder attack on father Jacobsen. They should let the freemasons clearly know that a brisk team of marines was watching them. They should neither do more than that, nor less. Everything had to be done quickly and efficiently. They’d better not show their faces. 

They had no plan of the house itself, but they did have one of a house in the neighbourhood that had been built in almost the same style. Since nobody was usually living in the freemasons’ house, it was probable they would find the freemasons in the largest room at the first floor. In this room there probably would be no light, except for a few burning candles. They themselves should rush in there with much light. Frank would shortly address the flabbergasted freemasons. Thereafter, they should disappear without leaving a trace, before these poor people recovered from their fright. 

While Frank and his comrades were parking the car and surveying the neighbourhood of the house at ’t Singel, the conference in the darkened room had begun. Jonas van Santen began to speak, as follows:

“Companions, you know my Limburg reconnoitring trip didn’t end according to our plan. The Limburg Motorboys chapter, not the Amsterdam chapter, tied me up to a tree. These people stank of cheese and bad Brands beer. I propose I’ll instruct our Volendam friend, blond Arie, to move this Limburg trumpet of scholasticism, father Jacobsen, to the ‘other world’. I will make Arie believe it’s a settlement for personal reasons. He doesn’t mind anyway, if only he’ll get his thousand euro. We have to act fast, for it’s quite possible people will, little by little, see the relation between, on the one side, my stay next the tree, and, on the other, the near chapel of the hypocritical holy father.”

“They could see the relation after the murder as well”, one freemason objected.

“I don’t think so”, said Jonas. “Anyhow, they can’t prove it. I only hope the father won’t cut and run beforehand. Well, we’re going to vote. Who votes against this plan?”

At that moment, the world perished. With an infernal noise and with much light, admiral MacMillan and his Franks entered the room. They had military camouflage clothes on, and they wore black knitted caps over their heads, with holes before the eyes and the mouth. They bore light machine guns, with which they held the gang within shot. The conspiring freemasons were trembling in their chairs. 

“I vote against”, said Frank in a ghostly voice, which his own comrades didn’t recognize. “That’s a bad plan, Jonas van Santen. And it wouldn’t help you, because all freemasons shall go to hell anyway. If you’ll hurt father Jacobsen, I can’t guarantee you’ll stay alive.”

A full minute passed by in dead silence. Then Frank took some ten rosaries out of his pockets, and threw them onto the table. He gestured to Jonas he should lead in prayer. Each of the assembled freemasons took a rosary, and they all began loudly praying together.

Meanwhile, Frank and his comrades rushed away. They threw their camouflage things and caps  in a corner of the house, and ran to the car. Frank started the deux chevaux and heard the siren of a police car at the same time. However, the police were still far away. In no time, they disappeared into the traffic of Amsterdam.

The city of Amsterdam has always been acquainted with all kinds of unrest: demonstrations of students againts the increase of the lecture fee; demonstrations of leftist rascals against the royal house, or against war; confrontations of squatters with the military police; parades of the gay; parades of caribbean carnival celebraters; wild processions of motorboys; wild processions of hooligans and football supporters; etcetera. But in the long, hot summer after the raid into the lodge, the nidnodding sparrows fell off the roofs, because they were too sleepy to fly. And people were too lazy to quarrel. 

On such a hot summer day, Eileen Fraser decided to go to the post office to buy stamps. It was already late in the afternoon, when she arrived there together with Pips. She bound the true dog to a peg for dogs in the front hall of the building. She whispered to the doggy the usual words to set her at ease, looked around to see if there were no dognappers, and quickly entered so as to be quickly back again. Fortunately, there was only a short queue before the stamp desk. She joined the queue, and took her purse from her pocket, to fetch some change. Suddenly there was a bright flash of lightning. It became terribly warm, and everybody just fell over. There followed a dull sound, like of thunder. Eileen lost consciousness. As soon as she came to, she saw everywhere people lying with open mouths and vacuous, staring eyes. There was blood everywhere. Glass splinters. Scattered papers. Dead silence. 

She had pain in her breast and in her left arm. And there was Pips, thank heaven, licking her hand. Attendants in white coats arrived with stretchers. Far away, there was the sound of sirens. Now she saw policemen at the entrance of the post office. What on earth did happen? There was a little movie in her head, which was playing time and again. She saw back in slow motion what she had unconsciously seen when she lately entered the post office with a whole skin: a Moslem in traditional clothes with a big heavy shopping bag.

This man was lying near her, his head covered with blood, and the tongue out of the mouth. His eyes were staring at nothing. He was stone dead. His bag had burst asunder into little rags of plastic. Everywhere around there were lying pamphlets, written in Arabic script. Apparently, he was guilty of this miserable attack. 

The hospital attendants came to her only now. They superficially examined her, lifted her without fuss, and quickly laid her on a stretcher. Pips jumped onto the stretcher as well, and snuggled against her feet. They drew them outside to a near church that had been furnished as a temporary hospital. She lost consciousness again.

She woke up in the hospital. Frank was sitting next her bed, with Pips on his lap. This made her happy beyond description. She would love to touch him, but she wasn’t strong enough. Her arm was hurting so badly. Frank gestured to calm her down. He nodded to set her at ease. And little Pips looked at her with loving eyes. The doggy put out her tongue, and yelped softly.

In the next few weeks, Frank frequently came to see her, always together with the doggy. When Eileen inquired after all the facts of the case, he explained it was a terroristic suicide attack again, of an Islamic jihad fighter. In the pamphlets that he carried, there were a koran text and warnings for Dutch politics. To begin with, all women had to pass out of public functions. But the worst of all was: the terrorist belonged to the mosque of their mutual friend, imam Ibrahim. He had been a regular hearer of the tirades of the imam against the emancipation of women and homosexuals.

According as Eileen recuperated, Frank became ever more angry at the imam. Why should this failed druid be ever so afraid of women? Or was he in fact afraid of his own suppressed  sexuality? Even then, why should this fake shaman stir up his young lads that much? Didn’t he know anything better to preach about? And did he really think a state without women in public life would have no problems? Eileen noticed Frank would often be dreaming next her bed, frowning his eyebrows, while, in fact, she needed a pleasant chat. Fortunately, Pips was always there. The dog got enough hugs indeed. 

One day a surly charge nurse came to say no more dogs would be allowed with the sick. She also said Eileen could go home next day. This was the moment Frank had waited for. He hastily said goodbye to Eileen. Tomorrow night, he would come round at her home, to bring back Pips. Now he had to do something very important. 

He sped to Ibrahim’s mosque. The imam just came outside. Frank made him stand. In a high tone, he called him to account for the suicide attack of his pupil. Fortunately, there were no other people around. Far away, a little group of Moslems were having a chat yet, but they didn’t notice what was going on here.

“Listen”, said Ibrahim. “That boy was a bit crazy, wasn’t he? I only said the Moroccan men should stand up for their wives. Furthermore, that they have to defend their sisters and daughters and keep them in harness. I think this adolescent contacted a group of foolish fundamentalists in Eindhoven, for instance via a forum on the internet. He was rather solitary here. He stammered, and didn’t bother about anybody or anything.”

“Then you should keep your eye on him. I’ve read in the newspaper how you use to preach. You are so addicted to the lectures from that silly Islamic poetry album, the koran.”

“Don’t mock at the koran”, said Ibrahim in a crabbed voice.

“Why not?”, answered Frank. “The Gospel is the fulfilment of the Old Testament, isn’t it? So, why should an Arab replace the New Testament, seven centuries later on, by that prophetic jingle?”

Ibrahim’s eyes shot fire. He suddenly made a nervous movement. In a reflex, Frank himself beat him down with a bare fist. The imam sighed and collapsed. The world spun round before his eyes for a moment. Then he lost consciousness. 

Frank immediately regretted his fit of temper. Of course, he knew very well Ibrahim was in fact a decent fellow. He bent to sit down next his victim for a while. The imam came to after a few minutes. Frank apologized, and the other man smiled. He knew Frank thoroughly. He laid his right hand on Frank’s, and declared he had already forgotten the queer incident. 

In the evening of the next day, Frank rang the bell at Eileen’s front door. She opened the door in keen expectation. She first embraced the doggy. Pips was also glad she was with her mistress again. Then Eileen looked into the eyes of her true Frank. He was a bit shy. He told what happened between himself and Ibrahim. Eileen sighed. She appreciated that Frank was so dead honest. But she didn’t appreciate his fits of temper. Would he ever grow up? And now he came close to her, and grasped the arm that was still hurting. Could he never be quiet and think? She kept him off, and asked in a cold voice if he would quietly sit down for a moment. She explained an adult man was straightforward indeed, but would act with discretion as well. Frank felt she didn’t understand him and she rejected him. He took his coat and went outside without saying anything.

Ibrahim felt rejected as well. His chin was still hurting because of the blow Frank gave him. But he also felt he was responsible for the attack on the post office. He realized Islam stressed too much the sense of honour of the Moslems. The grief that the jihad fighter had caused was indescribable and beyond repair. Perhaps he could make amends for it himself. He called up the police and asked in which hospital the victims of the attack were being cured. It turned out they had been placed in distinct hospitals, in Amsterdam, Leiden and Utrecht. Ibrahim went to the Academic Hospital in Utrecht. There he made further inquiries. This way, he eventually got to the bed of an old wify who had no family or friends.

It was a little, slim wify with silvery grey hair. She had large dark eyes that kept inquietly looking around. She couldn’t keep lying quietly, because she had a restless nature. When she saw Ibrahim, she calmed down a bit.

“Good day, madam”, said Ibrahim. “I am the imam of the mosque in Amsterdam.”

“Buddha or Christ, that makes no difference”, said the wify. “They are all alike.”

“Yes, madam, you mention two great prophets”, answered Ibrahim. “However, there is no God but God. He brought you into the hospital, but he’ll compensate you in heaven.”

“Thank you!”, echoed the wify. “I can’t walk any more. That bomb in the post office has blown away my legs. My insurance doesn’t cover heaven.”

“Your hairs have been counted”, tried Ibrahim.

“Yes, indeed”, said the little sick lady. “I have a hundred and twelve hairs.”

Ibrahim burst into a laugh. “And what is your name, madam?”

“Elise Meurs”, was the answer. “Happy to meet you. I find you a nice chap.”

Ibrahim was a bit confused. He began explaining his mosque wished to help the poor and the helpless. But in the Netherlands there were also fundamentalists who corrupted everything.

Elise answered she did believe in God, but she didn’t usually go to church. At home, she had a little altar with a statue of virgin Mary. Every now and then, she would pray a novena there. In the churches there were only rich swankers who would deceive other people. You can’t find real saints in the churches, mister Ibrahim. You’ll find there only fake saints. 

Ibrahim didn’t agree at all. Of course, there were many hypocrites in the mosque, especially at feast days. But whoever went to church every day, to pray, would in the end become a better person. Such people were the salt of the earth. 

Elise nodded. This was true, mister Ibrahim. She didn’t want to generalize. If only she could keep her feet, without falling or becoming dizzy, she would like to go to church once again. Or to the mosque, that made no difference. For there was only one God. 

“Shall we try if you can walk?”, asked Ibrahim.

He lifted her out of the bed, and carefully put her onto the floor. But she seemed to collapse immediately. He hardly could hold her upright, and laid her into bed again.

 “Next Sunday, I’ll put you in a wheelchair”, said Ibrahim. “Then we’ll go for a walk in the woods near Bilthoven.”

She nodded. Now Ibrahim raised his hand to say goodbye, kissed her on a cheek, and walked out of the hospital.

Mrs Meurs clearly found mister Ibrahim nice. She was glad he paid her attention, and picked up visibly. When Sunday had come, it appeared the sun was willing to cooperate in the outing. Elise carefully sat upright, and she slowly let her legs down onto the ground. Hold on, now she was a bit dizzy. A nurse with frowning eyebrows came to lay her into bed again.

She watched television. It was Anglican praise singing on BBC one. It’s always nice to see singing children. But when the kitchen nurses brought coffee, about ten o’clock, her Ibrahim also showed up. He brought beautiful flowers for her, and a wheel chair. She smiled at him, put on a waistcoat, and took her little hand bag. The feast was about to begin. 

He put her in the wheelchair, and wheeled her out of the ward. They took the lift and went out of the hospital, while tens of amazed people were staring at the unusual combination of a whistling Moslem in traditional Arab clothes and a fragile lady in pyjamas.

They took the bus to the large shopping center next the railway station, drank coffee with apple pie, and went to Bilthoven by train. After they arrived there, they leisurely walked into the village. The sun was shining through the fir trees.

“Is she your mum?”, asked a boy in the street, looking at Ibrahim. He was about twelve years old.

“Yes, I am”, said Elise. She had a look at the boy, and then she pointed to a beautiful white villa with a thatched roof. “My dear, do you live in this villa?”

“No, I don’t”, said the boy. “In former days, mrs Fleur van den Berg, the widow Bosman, lived there. People used to call her ‘the blue widow’.” 

“Who was she?”, asked Ibrahim.

“Bosman himself was a nazi”, said the boy. “He was a traitor to our country during the war. And his widow kept ventilating that those crookbacked Jews should be subservient to the blond people with blue eyes. She thought the world would be more harmonious, then.”

“Subservient to those wild pot bellies with thick eyes?”, said Elise, scornfully. “My Ibrahim is much more beautiful.”

Ibrahim laughed in an unpretending way, and said in his turn: “My dear, can we see here in Bilthoven other things that are interesting?”

The boy thought for a while. Then he pointed to the horizon. “When you walk into yonder forest, you come in the domain of the former Zeijlmans clinic. There is still a playing garden.”

“Whoopee!”, said Elise. “We’re going to swing.”

They continued their walk. It was a very beautiful walk over a sandy path in the forest. The birds were lustily singing. After an hour, they arrived in the playing garden. Ibrahim put Elise onto a swing, and he carefully swung her to and fro. She closed her eyes and enjoyed. 

There was also a tall man, about fifty years old, sitting on a bench. He had come by bike, and was eating the bread he’d brought. 

“How do you do?”, asked Ibrahim.

“I’m fine”, said the man. “Is she your mother?” And he pointed at Elise.

“Everybody thinks so”, said Ibrahim. “Please, tell me: what kind of clinic was here in olden times?”

“The antroposophical Zeijlmans clinic.”

“Antroposophical?”, asked Ibrahim. “Could you explain me what that means?”

“The adherents of antroposophy form a peculiar club”, said the man. “They are idealistic people, who believe in reincarnation. They once nursed my nephew. He didn’t like it. There was no television, and the food was flat. Bit he did learn to paint and to garden. He had a tumour in his head. The antroposophs said he developed a tumour because he didn’t feel at home in this world. I think he didn’t feel at home in this world because he had a tumour.”

Ibrahim smiled. There were so many distinct opinions in the world. He put Elise in the wheel chair, and walked further. They walked the whole afternoon. It was already about eight o’clock, when Ibrahim finally put Elise back in her bed in the hospital. The ward matron rebuked them. However, Elise Meurs had a bloom on her cheeks. It had been a happy day.

Meantime, another political party appeared in the Netherlands. The attack on the post office seemed to remove a last remnant of latent restraints and start an avalanche of emotions. A man called Arnout Wildebeest took advantage of this. He was a giant. His face looked a bit like the late Spanish dictator Franco. But there never was a twink of humour in his eyes.

Arnout Wildebeest was born and bred in a village in the province of Zeeland. His father had come from South Africa to Zeeland, to set up a concern for the export of oysters and mussels. His mother was from Zeeland. Via the scouting, a Flemish Interest leader had contacted Arnout. This man also gave him political training. In the long run, however, Flemish Interest was too moderate for Wildebeest. He really wished to expel all Islamites. 

The great breakthrough came after a ‘silent march’ in consequence of the attack. When the procession reached the wellknown Leidseplein square, the burgomaster gave an address. Again he emphasized it were only a few bad individuals who spoilt everything for the other Islamites. Nobody knew how Arnout came suddenly next the burgomaster on the pulpit, but everybody heard him say into the microphone: “Yet, there are new attacks again and again!”

In an educative television program, Arnout explained his rigid political ideas: He wished an corporative state, with a strict dictator at the top. They should abolish monarchy. The dictator himself should direct the authoritarian leaders of the distinct sectors of trade and industry. Very important new sectors were telecommunication and the high tech defence industry. They should remove religion from public life and prohibit religious propaganda. Moroccans, Turks and other brown faces should be sent back to their own countries without delay. Public transport should get a protected position, and they should repel private transport as much as possible. They were to abolish large scale agriculture and cattle raising and favour the small farmer who was a friend of animals and nature and would grow vegetables in a biological way. They were to increase the number of policemen to ten times the present number. They were to manage education as in the olden times of the friars and the nuns, but give the future teachers a thorough education at state schools first, and pay them accordingly. And they were to appoint only men of European descent to high positions: all ancestors up to the fourth degree must have been born in Europe.

Of course, he didn’t tell everything in the television program. Like Hitler, he wished to seize power in a semi-democratical way. But, unlike Hitler, he wished to respect the corporal and social integrity of all people.

The name of the new party was Dutch Interest. The party immediately got a large number of adherents. The poll forecasts indicated an increase of two or three Parliament seats each week. This caused panic among the rulers of the country. After a month, the Secret Service advised to keep the forecasts secret. The rulers acted accordingly, but, of course, there were rumours. Meanwhile, nobody understood where all these adherents came from. 

All new party members had to undergo a severe examination. The strict party directors tested whether their motives were pure or not. And here it went wrong already, although nobody noticed that immediately. Because, who had a career as fast as blazes in Arnout Wildebeest’s movement? Who was nominated in no time as the new minister of Telecommunication? Who else but mr Jonas van Santen, the out and out opportunist? People soon could admire Arnout and Jonas together at Luxemburg Channel, singing ‘hand in hand, we’re comrades’. Arnout had the appeal of a robot, but Jonas brought some humour and conviviality in the party ranks.

For example, there was the funny appearance of Jonas during the ‘homeland days’ on the Wageningen heath. The organizers disguised this festival as a youth camp for nature lovers.  During three days, the party members were camping there together, without the press noticing it. At night they sang the old Dutch songs around the campfires. And Jonas acted there as a comical Roman Catholic parish priest. He had purchased a real priest’s costume, and gave an unctuous address in Limburg dialect. He praised the qualities of Foreman Arnout. The campers were roaring with laughter. 

At the end of his act, he sang the ‘Litany of Arnout’: Who’ll lead us to the clouds? That’ll be our Wildebeest. Who’ll voice our ideals? That’ll be our Wildebeest. Etcetera.. Arnout’s own word of thanks poorly contrasted with this. However, Arnout got applause when he said all problems should be tackled at the root. As an illustration, he pulled a little tree out of the earth, complete with its root. He carelessly threw the little tree into the fire. That was clear language. The pack of campers looked with morbid fascination at the burning  tree. When only ashes were left, Jonas came forward again. He said Arnout was a master in dealing with symbols. He had never underestimated Arnout. He wanted to add a small contribution of his own. He took out a brick. Everybody had to contribute his bit. Okay, this was his bit.

Then Jonas produced a wooden table and a few big cases from a little shed. He stood before the table, turning his back on the meeting. He took six candles from a case and put them at the back of the table next each other, three to the left and three to the right. Then he took a thick mass book out of the other case, and put it before the candles at the right hand side of the table. The campers by and by noticed Jonas was preparing a mass. The crucifix he took out looked very strange indeed: instead of Jesus’ face it had the mug of a devil. Now Jonas put a sort of black chasuble over his priest’s clothes and began to scramble through a queer black mass. He seemingly said ‘hocus pocus’ instead of ‘hoc est enim corpus’.

Meanwhile, diverse reporters informed Frank about the events on the Wageningen heath. He knew the number of silent adherents of Arnout and Jonas was so large that they could cause a revolution in politics. He decided to stop it all by himself.

He convoked his captains, and explained the Dutch Interest was holding a kind of neo-nazi meeting there on the heath. Now each captain chose three of his best marines. Frank brought them with a squad of helicopters to the Bilthoven airbase, and from there at double-quick time to the Wageningen heath.

The closing ceremony of the Dutch Interest was still at its height, with flags and trumpets, when the marines suddenly raced up the terrain. Of course, there was much consternation. The marines had brought special plasters, with which they pasted the hands of each camper together behind his back. They sealed up the mouths as well. They were finished within a quarter of an hour. The marines disappeared as fast as they had come. The last the campers heard was Frank’s voice through a megaphone. He warned they should go home. He informed them their leaders were coxcombs. He forbade them to meet ever again. He said it would take one day to remove the plasters. Terpentine would serve them well, if they were careful with matches.

Eileen saw such a coxcomb in her own street. He had removed the plaster from his mouth so far as to be able to say something, but he said nothing. The plaster still stuck tight to the little hairs on his chin. Of course, nobody knew what had happened to him, and, in fact, nobody cared. He quickly stole into his house. Next day, he appeared from it with a red chin. 

Eileen read a short report about it in the newspaper. About Arnout Wildebeest. About his movement, Dutch Interest. That Arnout wished to expel all Islamites from the country. That the movement had got an important number of adherents in little time. That he organized homeland days on the heath. That a group of marines had destroyed his camp. And that the marines had chasen the wildebeests away with a plaster on their mouths. 

Then she thought of Frank. Where was this fellow? She didn’t hear anything about him since so long a time. Where did he hide, while brave marines were defending the country against the radical right wing Moslem haters? Because, if she heard the word ‘Moslem’, she didn’t think of the attack on the post office anymore. Instead, she thought of gentle Ibrahim. However, she didn’t know her Frank was the boss of these marines. She didn’t realize she herself had put him to the door. Only because she thought he was too longsuffering as to the sinners, and would love to see them all go to heaven. Because he dared to refute the arguments of her mother, and of father Jacobsen. And, in fact, because he wasn’t thoroughgoing enough for her.

Eileen went to Limburg with Pips, for a short holiday with her mother. Of course, they went to the chapel of Saint Therese on Sunday. Father Jacobsen was to say mass. There was also a young man whom Eileen had never seen before. He was a tall lout with thin spectacles, brown wavy hair and a fluffy little beard. He wore a checkered shirt, manchester trousers, and sandals. When Eileen had a look at him, he tipped her a wink. He shook hands with her, and introduced himself as Jan Devriendt.

There was no altar boy. The couple of boys who usually served mass, were in the summer camp of  the Saint Michel youth movement in Brittany. So, father Jacobsen appeared in the chapel and asked for a volunteer. Jan looked at Eileen, and she nodded at him in an encouraging way. Jan stood up, and went to the sacristy with the smiling father. But did he ever serve mass before? Anyhow, Jan did rather well. He forgot something every now and then, but with the help of the little mass book he kept with him, and silent hints of the father, he managed to do it. The only real blunder was that he began saying ‘Suscipiat’ only after the consecration, when the father was about to pray ‘Pater Noster’. After the first words of the untimely prayer, when he saw the disapproving glance of the priest, Jan stopped immediately. 

After mass, Eileen conversed with Jan Devriendt. She gave him compliments for his brave conduct, and asked whether he did anything more for the brotherhood. He explained he was an adherent since a month, and still reading the tracts and books. He already did attend lectures of father Jacobsen. And he often searched the internet to see if the fraternity was doing well in all parts of the world.

Eileen pointed at an internet site about the essence of tridentine Mass, as compared with the new mass. The site was in English, and somebody should translate it in Dutch. Jan immediately offered to do the job. Eileen gave him a warm compliment for it. 

Eileen’s mother was also pleased with the young man. She asked the father for the address of Jan Devriendt, and sent him an invitation for the fraternity’s yearly pilgrimage at the feast of Jesus’ Sacred Heart. The march was to start from Versailles early in the morning, pause at noon in the Bois de Boulogne in Paris, and go on from there to the Sacré Coeur of Montmartre.

The feast day of the Sacred Heart came soon. Eileen had stayed with her mother in the past days. She rose at three o’clock in the morning, had breakfast, took her mother’s car, and rode to the village in Belgian Limburg where Jan Devriendt was living. At half past four she got there. Jan stood already waiting before his house. The big hall lamp was on. They rode to Brussels together. At six, they arrived at the church of Saint Anthony, one of the main churches of the brotherhood. The sun had just risen, and the birds were lustily singing again. 

Thirty or forty people were waiting on the square before the church. There were some elder ladies and gentlemen and some young families. All were neatly dressed: the girls in white, the boys in blue, the ladies in black with a bonnet or a veil, the gentlemen in a light coloured suit. Three priests came out of the parish house next the church, greeting the people to the left and to the right with half raised hands, and began merrily talking with everyone. A luxurious touring car arrived on the square. Jan Devriendt was one of the first to get in. He sat down somewhere at the back of the bus. A family with five young children sat down around him. It was the Valk family from Vlaardingen, and the children were called Pim, Piet, Paul, Elly and Esther. Pim sat down next Jan. He was a seven years old roguish wag, the youngest of all pilgrims. Eileen sat down before them.

After the bus had came into motion, a tall priest, called Smeets, took the microphone. He welcomed everybody and proposed they would pray the rosary together. They did accordingly. ‘Ave Maria, gratia plena, Dominus tecum. Benedicta tu inter mulieribus, et benedictus fructus ventris tuae Jesus … Sancta Maria, mater Dei, ora pro nobis peccatoribus, nunc et in hora mortis nostrae. Amen.’ They repeated the monotonous Hail Mary again and again, inserting some Our Fathers and little invocations. Then they were silent for almost an hour. They gradually began talking again. When they were almost in Paris, they sang a beautiful hymn: ‘For Thee, o king of creation, to praise Thee we blow our horn; Thine glory shall always be shining, through all the hate and scorn.’ They got to Paris about eleven o’clock, and stepped out of the bus on a large green meadow in Bois de Boulogne. Hundreds of pilgrims were already standing there in groups around their flag. There were an Irish flag, a Polish one, an Italian, an Austrian, a Dutch, a Swiss, and banners of distinct groups from France. Here and there somebody knelt down next a priest to confess. 

In the next hour, large groups of walkers marched into the field. They had departed from Versailles early in the morning, so they had already walked quite a long distance. The pilgrims cheered to reward this performance. Everybody now joined his own group. Under the Dutch standard, too, newly arrived pilgrims fell in behind: it were the sportsmanlike youths who had camped in Versailles under the guidance of father Jacobsen. The priest himself was still looking fresh. The walk hadn’t been too great an exertion for him.

They ate the long and thin breads of France, and drank fresh water from plastic bottles. Then they began the long march to the finish in Montmartre. Now they loudly sang the rosary and other Catholic marching songs. The big and the strong gave physical and mental support to the small and the weak. If  some granny really couldn’t go further, they carried her to Montmartre in a car behind the procession. 

Thousands of amazed spectators watched thousands of proud pilgrims in the streets of Paris. After a long walk they assembled on a hill next the Sacré Coeur, where a solemn high Mass was sung under a large canopy in the hot sun. The gregorian chants resounded till far away in the suburbs of Paris. Tens of priests served out holy communion. It made an impression nobody could ever forget. 

A few days later on, Jan Devriendt and Eileen happened to meet in a park near her house. He had got a job as a reporter with the Amsterdam newspaper ‘het Parool’, and was looking for a room in Amsterdam. It was about noon. They silently sat down together on a bench next a grass field where children were playing. Then, all of a sudden,  Jan knelt down before her and asked if she would marry him. Goodness gracious!

Of course, she immediately thought of Frank. Where was he? She hadn’t seen him since so long a time. Then she tenderly looked at the playing children. Some boys were playing football, and some girls skipping with a rope. There was a doggy who was a cross between a pinscher and a whippet. She had always been longing to have children. Finally, she looked at Jan who was still kneeling, and staring at her in keen expectation. 

“That’s okay, Jan. Just pick a date”, she answered. He quickly took his mobile phone, called an acquaintance with the municipality, and had himself connected with the civil registration. The first possible date was three weeks hence. He looked at Eileen. She nodded.

“Then we’ll also marry for the Church as soon as possible”, she said.

He dialed the telephone number of father Jacobsen. He answered immediately. Jan informed the priest about their decision. The face of Jan indicated the Capuchin approved of it. Jan put his hand on the phone and whispered to Eileen the father congratulated them. Then he continued his phone talk. 

“A week from Saturday?”, he answered after a question of their spiritual leader, and he looked at Eileen inquiringly. Eileen nodded. 

“That’s okay”, he said through the phone. “See you.”

Now Eileen gestured Jan should give her the phone. She wished to call her mother. Her mum was enthusiastic as well. That was no wonder, for Jan was a traditional Catholic, as opposed to  Frank MacMillan.

To cement their intention, they kissed each other for some minutes. When they were ready, seven children were standing around them. They were all laughing. 

“Congratulations!”, said one. Jan and Eileen smiled. The children resumed their play.

The next few days were very busy. Both had to adapt their agenda. Eileen rented a bridal gown, and Jan a suit. Pips got a fine red ribbon around her neck. At Wednesday they left for Limburg. Eileen’s mother read to them the paragraphs about the Sacrament of Marriage from her old tridentine catechism. And they went to the chapel of Saint Therese to pray together. 

At the day of the wedding, they rode together to the chapel in good time. There weren’t many witnesses, except for the family: one friend of Jan from Limburg, one old aunt of Eileen, three regular attendants of father Jacobsen, two altar boys. That was all. Mass began.

“ .. Therefore, what God has joined together, no human being must separate”, said the priest at the end of the Gospel. It gave Eileen a shock. She thought of her Frank again. What was she doing? How could this happen? But it was too late to regret her decision.

Eileen acted further like in a dream. She received holy communion like a robot. She strode out of the chapel next Jan like a zombie. When she came outside, she wished to scream. But she only looked at Jan, who smiled at her. At the same moment, she saw, next Jan, … Frank!

Frank had got wind of the intended wedding via the announcement in the Amsterdam town hall. He had visited the website of father Jacobsen, and noticed the wedding would take place that Saturday. He had booked a hotel in Sittard, and came deliberately one hour too late at the chapel, because he didn’t want to disturb the wedding. So, here he stood in multicoloured casual dress before Eileen in bridal gown, who was as stiff with fright as the flabbergasted witnesses.

“Hi, Frank”, stammered Eileen.

“Hi, Eileen”, said Frank. “Congratulations.” He turned to Jan. “I must cordially congratulate you, sir, for you couldn’t have chosen a better bride.”

“Ouf!”, said Jan. “I was worried about it.” 

They laughed. The priest invited them to sit down at table for coffee and sandwiches. To cheer up the memorable occasion, he distributed cigars. Even Frank lit a big cigar. They had a pleasant chat. Eileen’s mother introduced Frank and Jan to each other. But Eileen was silent.

“Where have you been for so long a time?”, she asked Frank, in a reproachful voice.

“I was where duty called me”, said Frank. “I serve the fatherland.”

He tipped her a wink, and said he would visit her more often in future. But now, he had to go back to that good old navy base in den Helder. He gave her a smacking kiss, waved goodbye to everybody, and stepped in the direction of the bus stop. 

The just married couple decided to stay one more night with Eileen’s mother. Next morning they travelled northward.

Outside the Amsterdam central railway station, Jan Devriendt and his wife Eileen Fraser met a few tramps they had seen before. It was a gipsy family: a man with black curls, a woman with a Slavic head shawl, and three children who were ranging from about five to ten years old. The man asked  for money to pay for accomodation. They had come from a region of war, he said. As a proof, he showed a portfolio with photographs. 

Of course, these dear people were illegal in Holland, but Jan and Eileen were in a merry humour. They wished to do something good, to say thanks to God who had brought them together. Eileen gave them fifty euro. The man muttered a word of thanks, and touched his hat, the woman raised her folded hands with great joy, and the kids were watching the events with open mouths.

When they walked on, one of the gipsy children followed them. It was a girl with black hair in colourful clothes, about eight years old. She clung to Eileen. Eileen was about to say she should go back to her parents, but there the other two children came as well. The eldest one bore a little letter on which it said: ‘the children are for you, please! God reward’.

The parents had disappeared without leaving a trace. What now? Should they take the kids to the police? They decided they would first go to a Chinese restaurant together, to have a good meal. Pips, too, was allowed to enter. The children ate as if they hadn’t got something decent for weeks. After dinner, they gave their plate to the lucky dog, to lick it clean.

Jan and Eileen looked at each other. Now they had at once three children. The kids looked so glad and expectant. However, their parents clearly wished to get rid of them. 

“What are we going to do with them?”, asked Eileen. 

“We take them to your mother”, said Jan. “She’ll baptize them, and take them to Mass each Sunday. Thus, we have automatically a few souls more for Our Lord. It will be a heavy job for your mother, but a joyful one.”

Eileen fully agreed. They could try. She called her mother and explained the situation.

“Okay”, said Eileen’s mother. “If you’ll contribute your mite, and guarantee their future, I’ll take them in my house for the time being. Come here next Saturday, and bring the kids.”

When Jan, Eileen and the little gipsies arrived by train in Sittard, Eileen’s mother was there waiting for them. She gave each of the three kids a smack. But where was the doggy, where was Pips? Jan explained the poor animal had been trembling on its paws during the last few days. It had been standing next her food trough, sighing with the head bent down, without eating one bit. Finally, it had fallen over, and died on the spot. 

They silently walked to the car of mother Therese. The three children were very submissive. The decease of Pips had assailed them. They rode through the town, over the hill called ‘de Kollenberg’, to see the Garden of Gethsemane, and further on to the village where the Frasers felt at home. There in the large garden of the late John Fraser, the kids revived. They threw off almost all their clothes, and jumped around in the sultry air of evening, while shouting loudly. Therese was glad to see they enjoyed themselves with a motor tyre that was hanging on a rope above the pond.

Eileen told her mother everything about the children. They were called Boris, Olga and Igor. They already knew quite a bit of Dutch. In the beginning, they had been very greedy, and they continuously wished to steal and hide things. Sometimes they also hid themselves, but they never inquired after their own parents. The girl, Olga, was often fearful, as if she didn’t trust the situation yet. The little boy, Igor, would often lie like a conjurer. For example, he asserted his grandfather had been a president of Slovakia.

Therese said Slovakia had a president of its own during the war, but this president was a priest, monsignore Jozef Tiso. So, for decency’s sake, he couldn’t have been Igor’s grandfather. Slovakia then was a vassal of nazi-Germany. After the war, the communists hung Tiso, because he allegedly had cooperated in the holocaust. But in fact, the communists wanted to settle accounts with Catholicism.

“I have been in Bratislava”, said Jan. “The gipsies are a big problem there. They steal like magpies.”

“They do”, said Therese. “In former times, the government wished to solve this problem by excluding the gipsies from public life. For instance, they weren’t allowed to enter the Pressburg city buses. The authorities wanted to re-educate them in special camps.”

“Just like the Jews, I guess?”, said Eileen. “Was this Jozef Tiso to blame for that? Then they have hung him quite rightly, haven’t they?”

“No, they haven’t”, said her mother. “President Tiso had the very best intentions. These were other times. The Aryan people thought it would be better for society if they would everywhere dominate, because they were superior, both physically and mentally. The other races would be happier in a submissive position. Like in Dutch India, where the native servants were living in harmony with their Dutch employers.”

“But we learned at school we can’t generalize”, said Eileen. “Indian people aren’t all alike, as little as two brothers have similar characters.”

“That’s true”, said Therese. “But you learned this after the holocaust. Before the war, people couldn’t imagine that the removal of the Jews from prominent positions in public life would ever lead to their final destruction in the concentration camps. People thought the Jews had a pernicious influence, and imputed this to their very special nature. The gipsies were by nature little thieves, and the Jews were big thieves.”

“But this Tiso was a president, and he must have known what happened to the Jews, didn’t he?”, asked Jan.

“No, he didn’t know it”,  said Therese. “He was like a little mouse, who always had to be on his guard against the big cat who was bossing the show yonder in Germany. He tried to organize Slovakia in accordance with the Catholic corporative principles. He tried to control the real vassals of Hitler who organized the fanatical persecution of the Jews in Slovakia. Only after a few months, the maltreatment of the Jews in the camps became visible. Then the brave Slovak president defied the rage of Hitler and stopped the deportations to Poland.”

“They are ordinary children, aren’t they?”, said Eileen, pointing at the three little rascals who were splashing in the pond. “Perhaps, one of them will ever become a president.”

Boris merrily waved to them, as though he wished to let them know he did aspire to this function.

“How did this Jozef Tiso become president?”, asked Jan.

“Those were the times of Catholic emancipation”, answered Therese. “The Catholic Slovaks were oppressed in their own homeland, first by the Hungarians, later on by the Czechs who were adhering to the liberal doctrine of Jan Hus since several centuries. From the beginning of the twentieth century, a certain Andrej Hlinka, also a priest, made the Slovaks conscious of their own rights. For instance, he founded agricultural corporations to defend them against the mean Jewish usurers. For this reason he was prosecuted, but he persevered. This way he became the spiritual father of the Slovak nation. Jozef Tiso was his successor as a leader of the Slovak national movement.”

“But why began Tiso collaborating with Hitler?”, asked Eileen.

“He had no choice”, said her mother. “Hitler wished to make Slovakia a model state, an example of a submissive state in the new German world. He needed a Slovak leader whom the Slovaks trusted. This man was monsignore Jozef Tiso. If Tiso wouldn’t have collaborated, the neighbouring states would have swallowed Slovakia.” 

Jan and Eileen looked at each other. Jan put off his clothes, except for his underwear, and went to the pond to play with the children. They welcomed him with much splashing and shouting. Eileen lapsed into deep pondering.

“What do you think of, my dear?”, asked her mother.

“Why do the Jews always call down disaster upon themselves?”, answered Eileen. “Why do they always stick to the idea of their being chosen by God? Why do they have such a rather strong position in science and knowledge, in the offices, and in the financial world? Why do they lead a state in the Middle East that is permanently at war with its neighbours? And why do they have so prominent a position in the United States of America?”

“These are many questions at the same time”, said her mother. “To begin with, we shouldn’t generalize. No two Jews are alike. It is true that they often stick to their traditions. We do the same, don’t we? Their tradition is a help to them when they are being discriminated. In history, they often have been made a scapegoat, and we, Catholics, among others, are also to blame for that. As a compensation, they diligently applied themselves to learning and scholarship and obtaining a mighty position. That causes envy. It’s a vicious circle.”

“Let’s forget all possible differences between the races”, said Eileen. “Let’s bring wisdom and prosperity everywhere. Let’s catch villains of all races. And let’s abolish the death penalty, because only God can judge.”

“Amen”, said her mother. She shouted to Jan and the children that she was going to lay the table, and went inside, together with Eileen. A minute later on, Jan entered with the puffing children who followed him in dripping clothes. The kids got the new clothes which Therese had collected with acquaintances and in little shops. They ate black bread with cheese and coffee. 

Summer passed by. Autumn came with wind and rain. Jan had put up with Eileen forever. Each day, he went by tram to the office of the newspaper. His work was rather dull. He had to edit the market reports. Eileen had no job, for Jonas had fired her because she had been married without his consent. The doggy wasn’t there anymore, so Eileen was home alone all day. It soon began annoying her. Now she would go to the public house of the city district to do some office work as a volunteer.

Alas, Eileen soon noticed Jan was nothing compared to Frank. Frank was always full of little jokes and ideas, Jan was above all full of coffee and cake. In fact, her marriage with Jan was a sort of revenge on Frank, who had deserted her. She herself had given Frank the sack, but he shouldn’t have resigned himself to it. In her conversations with Jan, she talked too often about Frank. In bed, Jan got nothing done. Most often, he slept within a few minutes, with a book in his hands. Whenever she came with him in risky lingerie, he would ask how much money it had taken. Only when she was washing up the dishes after dinner, all nude except for a pair of red pumps, he would come to seize her. She would turn over the crucifix, and whoopee, before she knew it, he had already delivered his blob and sat down in a chair to read the newspaper. 

One day, Jan came home on a motor bike. He had bought it off a colleague. Eileen was glad to be surprised like that. This was indeed a nice initiative of her spouse. To tease him, she asked how much money it had taken. It wasn’t very much, only two hundred euro. Next, he had the motor examined with the garage in the street ’t Singel, that was another hundred euro. Finally, he had bought a full tank of petrol. Eileen said Frank loved to ride a motor bike as well.

The weekend came with a lot of sunshine. They had breakfast together on the balcony. Jan had a strange nervous tic around the mouth, as if he had pain somewhere. Eileen asked what was up. Nothing was up. She told she wanted to pick up a new doggy in the kennel. If she did want this, he thought it was okay. She asked whether he wished to go along with her to the kennel. No, he’d rather go for a nice ride on his new motor bike, to test it on the broad highway. Eileen began thinking aloud about whippets, teckels, poodles, shepherd’s dogs, labradors and street dogs. But Jan was dreaming about something else.

Then she began talking about a new chapel in the Spiegelstraat. A queer club of painfully traditionalistic Catholics were running this chapel. They thought the pope was ‘de facto’ no longer a pope, because he had been neglecting his duty for too long. Eileen said she rejected this  ‘sedevacantism’. But he didn’t even listen.

What could she do? She said she would prepare a little bottle of rose water for him, because Frank would always smell so sweet whenever he came round to visit her in former days. Then Jan laid down his newspaper, put on his leather coat, and walked outside with a strange, mad glow in his eyes. 

He picked up his motor bike from the garage, and he calmly rode through the city in the direction of the Amstel railway station. There he turned into a street with trees, and was on the broad highway within ten minutes. Then he gave full throttle. With a speed of almost two hundred kilometres he raced over the road. 

While fixing the horizon with his eyes, Jan raced over mother earth. In his thoughts, he saw himself as a toddler again, holding his little head on mother’s lap, and as a school boy with his head in the clouds, because he was in love. He saw Eileen in her bridal gown and Frank in his multicoloured feast clothes. He saw Jesus Christ and the twelve apostles at table during the Last Supper. Then he suddenly fainted.

The police paid a visit to Eileen. They told that her husband on his motor bike had slipped off the road and dashed against a tree.  He was at once stone dead. Could she come along with the police to identify him? 

Eileen’s mother came to Amsterdam. She brought mourning clothes for Eileen. It was a kind of black bridal gown with a black veil. They arranged the cremation together. This would take place in Amsterdam. Later on, a memorial Mass would be sung in Limburg.

“At home, we pray for Jan each day”, said Therese. “The children have cried a lot. Igor was disconsolate. But to know Jan is in heaven does comfort him a bit.”

“Have you already baptized them?”, asked Eileen.

“That will be done before long”, said her mother. “We had to prepare them first. As yet, they didn’t know much. They thought Jesus was a kind of magician. Father Jacobsen teaches them every Wednesday.”

“Will you provide for the funeral cards for family and acquaintances in Limburg?”, Eileen proposed. “Then I’ll do the Holland side.”

They decided accordingly. The relatives were frightened to death when they learned the news about the fatal accident via a funeral card. It had been in the newspaper, but this didn’t strike many of them.

At the day of the cremation, Therese came to pick up her daughter from home. She brought the children, they were spick and span in black dress. Olga had a purple knot in her hair. They walked to the funeral center, where large black cars were standing ready to carry them to the crematory.

Few people had come to say goodbye to Jan Devriendt: some twenty people. But Ibrahim was among them. He was dressed in a black western suit. He also was the only speaker. When the organ tones of the sad ‘De Profundis’ had died away, and the funeral attendant asked if somebody wished to speak, Ibrahim came forward.

“Welcome, brothers and sisters”, he spoke. And he continued in a strange high tone, while raising his hands: “Our friend Jan Devriendt has died. God at once established the hour of his birth and the hour of his decease. He gathered him among the righteous and will now range him among the saints in paradise. Whatever God does, is well done. The name of God be praised.”

Then he benevolently nodded in the direction of Eileen, and said: “The Amsterdam Islamic community invites you to join them. We want to give you the means to live as a widow.”

Eileen looked happy, but her mother jumped up, as if she had been bitten by a poisonous snake. “We’ll have nothing of that”, she said, with flaming eyes. “We kindly thank you, mister imam. However, my daughter can take care of herself, or otherwise I’ll do it myself.”

Eileen smiled, and resigned in it. She gave Ibrahim a friendly nod. “Thank you all the same”, she whispered. Ibrahim shook his head. He sighed and went back to his seat. 

After a last procession past the coffin, the relatives drank coffee together. They got a slice of yellow cake, too. They stayed a bit longer to talk. Eileen suddenly broke down, and burst into tears. Her marriage with Jan hadn’t lasted very long. And the cremation went by much too fast. Anyway, where was Frank? When she needed him most, he wasn’t there.

Eileen walked home with her family. She saw Ibrahim walking some hundred metres ahead. All of a sudden, yonder near Ibrahim, a gang of scouts with brown hats appeared from a side alley. Eileen perplexedly saw how the scouts beat Ibrahim down. After that, the pack of brown shirts disappeared again, as fast as they had come.

Eileen and her mother bent over Ibrahim. He was laying on the footway and moaned, but it might have been worse. He tried to say something. Eileen bent over him again. He whispered it had been a street gang of that new political movement of Arnout Wildebeest. They had said all Moroccans should make themselves scarce. But it’s no easy job to frighten an imam.

An ambulance arrived. The stretcher bearers superficially examined Ibrahim and concluded he was in a reasonable condition. They offered to bring him home. Ibrahim kindly refused the offer. He slowly scrambled to his feet,  and returned home by tram and bus.

Frank MacMillan read the news about Jan’s decease in the newspaper. He was frightened to death, too. But he didn’t dare to go to the funeral. Instead he sat down and cried. The fact that Jan had smashed himself into smithereens caused him sorrow. However, he didn’t immediately understand that Eileen needed him desperately right now. She had put him aside so carelessly it led him astray. In fact, this caused him even more sorrow. 

A few days later on, he also learned the wildebeests had beaten down imam Ibrahim. The  movement apparently had become harder. They now even resorted to street terror. This bad news soon led him to a brave decision. He would pay a visit to Eileen’s mother, to discuss the situation with her. Maybe she could also better inform him about Eileen herself. 

Therese Fraser welcomed Frank very kindly. The children were at school, so they could talk freely. Yes, what happened to Jan was terrible indeed. The way her daughter behaved had made her see there had been friction between Eileen and her husband, but she never would have predicted this outcome. It was strange to see how calm Eileen was. She had resumed her work as a volunteer, and wished to adopt a new dog.

As to these wildebeests, Therese found them very dangerous. She asked herself who could be the ideologists of this movement. Arnout Wildebeest couldn’t operate all alone, could he? Frank was able to give her further info: Jonas van Santen was one of the leaders. And he gave her a detailed outline of Jonas’ character. Therese’s hands were trembling when she listened to Frank’s report. She recognized the devil in Jonas. They should take strong action. She proposed they would consult with father Jacobsen.

Father Jacobsen was frightened as well. If freemasonry was collaborating with fascism this way, the situation was bad indeed. People would soon be forced to evil by indoctrination via the mass media. Then tolerance and real solidarity were to disappear. The hard persecutions of the Moslems were already showing it. And when the wildebeests were ready with the Moslems, they would begin with the Catholics. They probably were already preparing a coup.

“I’ll act quicker”, said Frank. “Within a week, I’ll seize power with the help of my marines.”

“How would you do that?”, asked Eileen’s mother. “Do you have a sufficient number of marines for the action, and for occupying the top positions in the new government?”

“We don’t need so many of them”, the priest thought. “We can persuade the present top people in the country we have a much better program than the tyranny of Arnout Wildebeest and Jonas van Santen, can’t we?”

“If we proceed fast, we can”, said Frank. “I have a special unit that can perform any arrests I find necessary. I’ll send my trained team of marines to the centres of communication and government. Before people are aware of it, we’ll pull the strings.”

“That sounds heroically, Frank”, said Therese with a radiant face. “Perhaps we’ve been mistaken as to you, for now it seems to me you’re the ideal son in law.”

“I love Eileen”, said Frank, laughing. “And I thank you for your nice words. However, even if I couldn’t win Eileen with it, yet I would feel obliged to act against these savage wildebeests.”

“Go ahead, Frank”, concluded the priest. “Place your captains in the key positions. Put the  wildebeests into prison. Faint heart never won fair lady. Let’s pray for the souls of our enemies. May they win eternal life.”

“Win eternal life? But that doesn’t happen of itself, Frank”, said Therese, tipping a wink to the priest.

They went into the chapel, and knelt down before the altar together. After a few minutes of silence, the priest made the sign of the cross, and prayed aloud (coughing every now and then): 

“Deus, (hum, hum) pacis caritatisque amator et custos: da omnibus inimicis nostris pacem, caritatemque veram; et (hum) cunctorum eis remissionem tribue peccatorum, nosque ab eorum insidiis potenter eripe. O God, you love peace and you maintain love: so give to all our enemies true peace and love, and remission of all their sins; and vigorously free us from their attacks.”

After another couple of silent minutes, the priest stood up. They went outside together. The birds were singing as though peace had already been accomplished.

“Frank”, said the priest. “Do you want to be the godfather of the three children under the care of Therese? They presently come for catechism. We can accelerate their baptism, because of the circumstances. Jan would be the godfather, but he’s no longer among us. And when you start your actions, I don’t know whether we’ll have the opportunity to solemnly baptize them.”

“It’s a pity the children ain’t dressed for the occasion”, said Therese. “Or I must go home to fetch their beautiful baptism dress.”

“Go and fetch it”, said the priest. “It will last at least an hour yet before the kids are here. You’ll be back before.”

While Therese was away, Frank and the priest were talking about the role the Saint Michel fraternity was to play in the new government of the country. They agreed each captain on a key position should get an almoner of the brotherhood to assist him.

The children arrived just before mrs Fraser was back again. Frank introduced himself as a good friend of Eileen, and asked them whether they would accept him as a godfather. It was a glad surprise for them that the baptism was to take place right now, and they didn’t object. Therese gave the girl a white frock to put on, and each of the boys a blue little suit. They got a simple rosary as well. The priest now took a chalice with water, and led the company to an iron crucifix at a crossroads of sandy paths in the wood. They knelt down there, and prayed in silence. There were butterflies and bees and birds, and a mild sun peeped from behind the clouds every now and then.

“In nomine Patris et Filii et Spiritus Sancti”, the priest began. Little Igor was the first to be baptized. Therese and Frank, being his godmother and godfather, extended their hands over his head. Now he had to promise he would forsake the devil. Then father Jacobsen baptized him, in the name of the Father and the Son and the Holy Spirit. In the same way, it soon came to the turn of his sister and then of his big brother.

 They kissed each other and shook hands. The children were in high spirits. The priest had to tell them again the story about the holy martyrs in China, during the Rising of the Boxers. And he did, with much enthusiasm and cogency.

“It’s a pity Eileen isn’t here”, said Therese.

“I will pay her a visit and inform her personally about this christening ceremony”, promised Frank. “But I will not tell her about the other things we discussed.”

“Greet her on our behalf”, said the priest. “If things will proceed as we imagine, you’ll soon have the opportunity to ask for her hand. But it’s too early for that as yet.”

We won’t exactly relate how the visit of Frank to Eileen passed off.. On the return trip to Amsterdam, he had plenty of time to properly prepare. Eileen received him with open arms. They earnestly talked with each other as good friends, and efficiently cleared away all obstacles between them. After that, he cheerfully continued his trip to the Texel marine base.

CHAPTER 6

At the day of the coup, it seemed the sun rose faster than usual. Admiral Frank MacMillan was consulting his three blood brothers, the Franks. They should act quickly and accurately.

“Alberto”, said Frank to the proud bearer of that name, “arresting mister Arnout Wildebeest and mister Jonas van Santen is your task. Did you place six marines in position to lift these two bandits from their beds, as we agreed?”

“I did”, said the Antillian. “I’ll put away Jonas and Arnout with your accomplice in Rhenen. Furthermore, after the coup I’ll guide the five captains who in their turn will instruct the present Prime Minister and the Ministers for the Home Department, for Foreign Affairs, of Defence and of Communication.”

“Fine”, said Frank. “I thoroughly went through the instructions with the five captains. Now, Cedric, as to you, what are you going to do today for our noble cause?”

“I’ll do what I have to”, said the young decathlon athlete. “Nothing more and nothing less. So that’s the following: first, I’ll send my team of sixty marines to the main centres of radio and television. They’ll interrupt the programs. Then my own five captains will read aloud the news bulletins you’ve read with them. After the coup, they’ll instruct the managers who are there in the lead at the moment.”

“These news bulletins won’t alarm people very much”, said Frank. “They only say that the government has got military help to protect them against a coup of the wildebeests. And that I’ll make a statement as the admiral of the navy, later on today.”

Subsequently, Frank looked at Beowulf. Which was his task on this memorable day?

“I’ll give the sign for action to my own team of sixty marines”, said the Frisian. “They have been divided into five groups of twelve, each under command of a capable captain who stays in touch with me. These groups will presently take command in the headquarters of the land forces and the police.”

“The one hundred and fifty men involved in the coup have all been selected and tested by myself”, explained Frank. “Each one of them is ready for his task. Nevertheless, I’m holding a sufficiently large number of men in reserve, who can assist in an emergency. Well, my brothers, God bless our coup. I myself go to Parliament with my ten marines. We’ll occupy the building, and I’ll explain our intentions to the parliamentarians.”

The admiral and his three assistants took four helicopters, and each of them flew to the place where their brave men were standing by. They waited until the morning peak hour was over. It was now ten o’clock. The hour of the coup had come.

It wasn’t crowded in the Parliament building. Dressed in plain civilian clothes, Frank and his marines walked in. The grave porter showed them the way to the public gallery. There was a plenary session dealing with the agricultural management. Twenty representatives of the people were chatting or sleeping, while a self-important spokesman of the Protestant Union gave his opinion on the European subsidies. A Christian Democrat carelessly walked to the microphone to interpellate. In the public gallery there were, except for Frank and his comrades, some ten other observers. A servant gave a memo to the president.

It was five past ten. Suddenly an excited servant came walking on to tell the programs of radio and television had been interrupted. A few members of Parliament were already nervously talking through mobile phones, with visibly frightened faces. At that moment, Frank sounded a little whistle. The biting whistle caused a shock effect. The flabbergasted demagogues saw how Frank and his men jumped off the public gallery, with pistols in their hands. Frank jumped upon the table with the president, and one of his comrades shot a hole in the ceiling.

“Silence!”, thundered Frank, and he gestured to his men to indicate they had drawn enough attention. Then people heard him clearly say the following words, in a calm voice:

“Worthy members of the Second Chamber of the Staten Generaal! Just in order to protect the government against a coup of Arnout Wildebeest and his party, I have placed myself at your disposal as your military adviser. My assistants will help the leaders of all important centres of  the government. Parliament is suspended until further notice, and the Parliament building is closed. Go home, enjoy the beautiful weather, drink to the wellbeing of all, and listen to our messages on television.”

“Which channel?”, asked a Calvinistic spokesman.

“Holland 1, 2 and 3. Now I go to the queen. Good luck!”

And he leisurely walked outside. To his satisfaction, he saw it was still perfectly quiet in the streets. The entire coup apparently proceeded according to plan. There came his blue helicopter already.

The helicopter landed before the Parliament building. The public was amazed to see Frank step into the airplane. Within a minute, the heli had vertically ascended. It was flying over the roofs of the Hague in the direction of the palace where the queen was staying at the moment.

The monarch had got a telephone call in which she was informed that her usual program of the day had been entirely cancelled. Well, that was good news, because she didn’t feel quite fit. One of her court ladies would do the honours for her. It was lady van Schalmen de Sonneville. The adviser who had taken over the government of the country was to pay her a visit presently. Here he was already. A footman announced sir Frank MacMillan, and he walked into the room at the double.

“Hello, mylady”, said Frank, and he made her a bow. “I come to help you, in the interest of the country. Just say nothing. We’re going to get along well together. In fact, the queen will have more authority than she’s used to.”

“Do you want a drink?”, asked the court lady. She had already heard something from people who had seen the television program with the news bulletins. She understood this was a serious  coup, and the revolution was guided by a strong and righteous personality.

“No, thanks”, answered Frank. “I only came to make acquaintance. I presently have to go to Hilversum to make a television statement.”

“Good luck!”, said the lady. She smiled graciously. In her heart, she was glad they were getting rid of the whole gang of pocket fillers. Perhaps the country was to get over it soon.

Frank was already gone. In the helicopter he ate the sandwiches with cheese he’d brought from Texel, and he also took a few swallows of coffee from his case bottle. Okay, they were there. The helicopter landed on the roof of the studio where he had to speak.

“Dear spectators and listeners, this is your captain speaking. I’m Frank MacMillan. I was born and bred in Ireland, but subsequently I became acclimatized in the Netherlands. I’m the admiral of the Dutch navy, and I place myself at your disposal as a military adviser of the government. We frustrated a coup of the party of Arnout Wildebeest. He is under arrest. We advocate a strong government, and we wish to promote the mutual solidarity of all inhabitants of the country. Parliament is suspended. Further instructions will follow on this channel during the next days. Continue to do your usual work. Keep heart. Good luck.”

Then he called up father Jacobsen, who gladly congratulated him. After he’d hung up the phone, he lowered himself into his chair. He closed his eyes, and slept.

After a long and deep sleep, Frank woke up as fresh as a daisy. What happened? Ah, he had taken over the government of the Netherlands. What now? If everything would pass off exactly according to plan, his captains would have the present authorities of the country gathered this morning at eleven o’clock in the Scheveningen Kurhaus for a meeting with their adviser and admiral. Otherwise, they would ring him up. There had been no telephone calls, so everything passed off according to plan. Go it, to the helicopter! A bit of fresh sea air would do him good. 

When the pilot had decently put him down before the front door of the Kurhaus, at five past eleven, the red carpet lay ready outside. The three Franks were waiting for him in the doorway. He congratulated them with the successful coup. The four of them walked to the conference hall together. 

The hall was crowded. The court lady was sitting in the front row with a blue hat on. Next her, there was a baron in uniform. More backward, the most important ministers, managers, directors, commanders and generals were sitting next the navy captains who from now on would assist them by word and deed. And all these top authorities had brought their own assistants.  Frank ascended the pulpit. The court lady was the first to rise and applaud. The other attendants soon followed the good example.

Frank leisurely looked at the faces in the hall. One or two Parliamentary Undersecretaries seemed a bit annoyed, but most of them were very relaxed. Because the leaden responsibility for the government of the country in these turbulent times had been taken off from their shoulders. Their position wasn’t in danger. And the wildebeests apparently were safely under lock and key. They all were curious about the first instructions of the admiral. Frank began his solemn address as follows:

“Freule van Schalmen, highnesses and nobles, governors of the country and captains of the navy. We all are happy with this new start, after a velvet revolution. We don’t talk about the past any more, but from now on real men will control your actions. So there won’t be exorbitant fees any more, nor big profits. If bank accounts are too fat, we will take off the cream. We’ll henceforward give that money to the weak, the poor and the handicapped. Whoever doesn’t want to co-operate, will get a compulsory job as a farm hand together with the wildebeests in Veenhuizen. Constructive criticism is welcome, but we won’t tolerate destructive criticism. There’s freedom of religion, but we’ll appoint an adviser for each imam, in order to prevent excesses like those of the violent jihad. Furthermore, controllers will act in all branches of trade and industry to prevent exploitation of the weak. So, for instance, it won’t occur any more that cows are staying in the stable all year round, or that poor girls from the third world are forced to prostitute themselves in our country. We’ll strongly promote public transport, to embank the size of private exhaust gases. In principle, everybody should be able to get everywhere by bus and train, as quickly and comfortably as now by car.

In short: henceforth, we’ll not work for ourselves anymore, but for each other, as suits a Christian family. Because this revolution is rooted in our Christian culture, especially in the tradition of Roman Catholicism. Our ideals are those of the famous encyclical Rerum Novarum. That’s why the fraternity of Saint Michel, which is safeguarding Catholic tradition, will play an important role in the college of advisers. I hereby heartily invite you for the solemn High Mass with Te Deum that the reverend father Jacobsen will celebrate next Sunday at ten o’clock in our Amsterdam Saint Nicholas church.”

At this moment, at the rear of the hall a man jumped up. He wildly swung his arms, and apparently wished to shout something. But he collapsed. It was the honorable spokesman of the Calvinistic SGP. One minute later on, stretcher bearers in white coats carried him off. 

Frank looked around the hall again. Some faces were expressing doubt, but most of them still were indicating ‘good weather’. A loutish Christian Democrat stood up, and said he’d like to say a word. He got a microphone and said:

“Cool initiative, Frank. Your intentions are good. I wish things could be like you think. But alas, peanuts pass. Not every citizen has so positive an attitude as you have. Tomorrow, hell breaks out. Because bandits and criminals will be the leaders of the counter revolution. What are you going to do about that?”

“At this very moment, the marines are already arresting the top criminals. The secret services have given all necessary information. The land forces are being engaged for police services and as frontier guards. I’ll summon the people in the country via the television to keep their eyes open.”

The court lady rose. She waited for the microphone, and said to the Christian Democrat in a calm voice: “Sit down, man. Mister MacMillan is man enough. In fact, he’s more so than you yourself.” The Christian Democrat sighed and sat down.

“Thanks, mylady”, said Frank. “Well, dear friends, we’re going to make a fine start. As a warming up, we’ll get an act of  the wellknown comic of the navy, mister Bennie Meijers.”

Bennie entered, like a puppet on a string. He suddenly jumped for joy, took the microphone, and began to sing. He sang an Amsterdam song from the old city district de Jordaan: ‘At the foot of the Western Tower’, and received a warm applause for it. He continued with ‘Where the white dunes at the sea shore’, and received a thundering applause as a reward. Finally he sang the South-African ‘My Sarie Mareis’. As a consequence, most of the audience were fighting against their tears. Frank thought it necessary to intervene, in order to prevent that melancholy was to prevail.

“Dear people”, he spoke. “Go to work with fresh courage. I’m going for a short walk over the beach. Who’s going with me?”

Almost all the audience joined their new leader, the Admiral. They crossed the dunes, and began a long march over the beach to Katwijk aan Zee. Lady van Schalmen was walking arm in arm with her gallant protector, the baron. Frank had thrown off his clothes, and showed himself in swimming trunks with blue and white stripes. People could admire his strong brown body. The sun sometimes hid behind the clouds, but it didn’t rain. Some walkers stayed behind a bit, so in the end the procession had a length of about one kilometre.

In Katwijk, with the great pavilion, an enthusiastic crowd was waiting. Among them there was a princess who raised her arms and cheered when she perceived the Admiral. Farther away, there were some former prime ministers and ordinary ministers, among many others. Behind them, a slender woman with raven black hairs, dressed in a red blouse and a long multicoloured frock, modestly stayed in the background. It was Eileen. Next her stood imam Ibrahim, in traditional Moroccan attire.

Frank swung his arms, as a sign he wanted to say something. Everybody kept dead silent, so he could tell his thing in a calm voice. It boiled down to this: he wished to do a swimming contest. It was flood, and there was a fisherman’s boat at one kilometre off the shore. There was a marine in it, whom he had just summoned, with his mobile phone, to go there. Whoever would swim the fastest to that boat and back, would win the contest. Betting was allowed. Anybody might stake a tenner with the court lady, as he and she had agreed upon. She was to give one half of the staked money to them who had bet on the winner. The other half would be donated to a Roman Catholic fund for aged deaf  people.

Next Frank six other swimmers were to concur, and people staked like hell. Ready, steady, go. One tall Katwijk inhabitant was just a bit faster than Frank. Then Frank announced he was going to sleep. He thanked everybody, and left together with Eileen. They returned by bus and train to her house in Amsterdam.

In the next few days, little happened. The big authorities now had an adviser who kept an eye upon them, but the ordinary people in the country didn’t immediately notice the consequences. Frank had ordered his adviser with the media to take care there wouldn’t be large reports about it. In fact, it was summer and it was gooseberry season. Few people believed the rumours about a real coup. Did you believe it yourself? There were big sports events which diverted attention.

High Mass in the beautiful Saint Nicholas church in Amsterdam was rather sober. Most of the national authorities were present, and also their families. The advisers were all there. Frank MacMillan had taken place in the third row with Eileen and her mother. He was in his navy uniform. The bishops sat down in the pews as well. They wore simple priest’s attire. An African cardinal said he was glad there was finally an oldfashioned and traditional tridentine Mass.

Father Jacobsen wasn’t assisted by other priests on the altar. However, there were four adult acolytes instead of two. The two added acolytes took care of the incense. There was also a choir of virgins from Tongeren, who sang the solemn gregorian chants.

In his ardent sermon, father Jacobsen explained why he was against any democracy in the direction of the Church. ‘Fides non est apparentium’, he said, - The things obvious are not the object of our faith. How can anybody ever decide about things supernatural, unless he has been studying them all his life upon the strength of God’s mercy? In the government of the country, a modest representation of the people can be useful. The government has also a task of facilitating true religion, which must lead everybody to heaven.

After the High Mass, there was coffee with cherry pie for all invited, in a near establishment. Lady van Schalmen had a good talk with the new spiritual adviser of the government, father Jacobsen.

“What are we, Protestants, supposed to do now, here in Holland?”, she asked the father.

“For the time being, little will change”, he answered. “We do want to ask the fanatical pope haters to moderate their tone. But we value the moderate Protestants as much as the ordinary Catholics. In fact, the pope of Rome has gone off the rails a bit. He’s neglecting his main task, the true tradition of Catholic faith. Our Saint Michel fraternity wants to help him meet this task. I want to educate many priests in Holland, to restore everything in Christ.”

“That sounds well”, thought the court lady. “I support you. I’m glad those niggardly Veluwe poopers will pipe down. But that’s between us.” And she tipped the priest a wink.

Meanwhile, the baron had given up his initial objections against the coup. The court lady had pulled him through the barrier by giving him a few sound prods in the ribs. Now the national authorities and their advisers came by turns to have a chat with father Jacobsen. The last of them was a representative of the Calvinistic SGP, although it wasn’t the high president of the Veluwe department (who was still recovering from his heart attack). The SGP-man explained he gladly  acceded to the decisions of the monarch, and that was the only reason he was here, waiting upon the priest.

“Welcome”, said the priest. “Our Lord Jesus is gathering his flock in Amsterdam.”

“That remains to be seen”, said the SGP-man with a sour face. “I only give you the benefit of the doubt.”

However, he looked happier when he got a fine glass of gin and bitters from the priest. In the end, they had a sprightly chat about football on Saturdays. There were still many things they could agree upon. 

At the same moment, the old pope in Rome was consulting with his cardinals. The bishops had informed him about the recent events via a special messenger. The Curia couldn’t accept what was going on in the Netherlands. They thoroughly knew the Saint Michel fraternity. These people wanted to turn the clock back to the years nineteen fifty. And rather further back, to the middle ages. To the early flowering age of scholasticism and the ardent discussions about the universalia. All renewals since the decease of Thomas Aquinas were evil for this fraternity.  Because it didn’t consider the council of Trent, the counter reformation and the first Vatican council fundamental renewals, but signs of recovery. Indeed, if father Jacobsen could hear this deliberation, he would assent to everything.

In the Pentagon in Washington, too, the president and his staff were nervously consulting together. What was happening yonder in fucking Holland? Didn’t the government control things any more? Did the velvet revolution really add ‘advisers’ to all top people? These were mafia practices. You couldn’t call this real freedom and democracy, could you? The president angrily banged the table. They should settle the affairs quickly and effectively.

The Minister of Defence summoned the chief staff of the American airforce to come round with him. He explained the situation. What could be shortly done about it, before the Congress would get wind of it? To be perfectly clear: he wished to submit the actions of the airforce to the Congress for approval, afterwards. In a free country like America, one couldn’t obscure these actions, or else those damned Democrats were to impeach the president within a year. 

The highest airforce general proposed they should present this Frank MacMillan with an ultimatum. Either the rebel would retire together with his gang of advisers in some luxurious country house in Guantanamo Bay, or else the strong American airforce should drop a precision bomb on Amsterdam. He himself thought it would be a pity if this beautiful old city was to suffer. But this admiral could make the best of a bad bargain, couldn’t he? And the Dutch airforce captains wouldn’t quarrel with their American colleagues.

The minister doubted this plan could have a chance of success. Franky surely didn’t want to live in Guantanamo Bay, since he heard how uncertain the maintenance of human rights was in that place. He wouldn’t believe the Americans were willing to spend a precision bomb. It might seriously damage the relations between America and Europe.

A high CIA boss entered. He asked what they had been discussing. The general explained the risky plan with all its details. However, the boss soon doubtfully shook his head. He thought during a few minutes.

“No precision bomb”, he decidedly said. “And I don’t want new troubles in Guantanamo Bay, either. But perhaps we might utter a subtle threat with little tactical weapens in the country, for the sake of freedom and democracy.”

Only one hour later on, the American ambassador in the Netherlands stated the ultimatum to Frank MacMillan. He was terrified to death. He never could have thought of this. So, peace and justice weren’t possible in this world. He’d better place his hope on heaven. He took his mobile phone and called all advisers. They should retire in the positions they occupied before the coup.

He had attained one thing: Jonas van Santen was still a prisoner. He should remain a prisoner for the time being. Frank decided to pay him a visit.

Frank MacMillan immediately noticed he had no authority left. After the defeat, his marines didn’t answer the phone any more. The government had a new adviser, Carl Bremer from the CIA. Frank realized he should quickly go to Rhenen. Nobody could find him there. His former comrades did leave him, but they wouldn’t betray him.

Frank knew there must be a motor bike with a girl friend of a former captain of his. To reach her unseen, he had to walk quite a distance in Amsterdam, from the Saint Nicholas church to the southern city district ‘de Pijp’. He got there at his leisure, within an hour. He didn’t think fit to  ring the door bell. Instead, he walked past the house to the back garden. There he caressed the German shepherd’s dog, Bello, and broke off the shaky padlock from the door. He took a little key out of his pocket, started the motor, and rode past the house to the street.

Frank took care nobody was following him. He stopped somewhere on his way to drink a beer. The television didn’t broadcast tracing requests. The restored government apparently didn’t think it was important to arrest him immediately. Indeed, he wasn’t dangerous at all. People had got to know him as a righteous man. 

There was already the tall Cunera church of Rhenen. By the river, west of the town, was the farm where the gipsy was living. Frank rode into the yard with much noise and daring. He put the motor bike next the chicken house, and rang the front door bell. Nobody answered.

The ex-admiral walked around the house. Behind the house there were a pig stable and a shed. He climbed the ladder which was standing against the wall of the shed. He could look in through a little window. He saw Jonas van Santen and his friend Arnout Wildebeest, sitting on two hay bales. Steel chains fixed them to the wall. He knocked on the pane, and waved to them.

How could he go in? Ah, the gate was ajar. He walked in, and joined the two prisoners. Now he saw they both had a wooden manger and a cup of water. In the mangers, there were rests of  rice and vegetables. Quite tasty, wasn’t it?

“How do you like Rhenen?”, he asked.

“I don’t like it at all”, Jonas answered. “And Arnout is looking lost.”

“Lost”, Arnout repeated, with dim eyes. “Long live Arnout!”

“How comes that?”, asked Frank. “Didn’t my assistent care for you quite well?”

“Arnout quarrelled with that gipsy”, said Jonas. “One moment, Arnout attacked your man. Then the gipsy gave Arnout a blow on his head with a wooden plank. Ever since, Arnout is talking balderdash.”

“Balderdash”, Arnout repeated. And he laughed on the wrong side of his mouth.

“I must take away you alone, Jonas!”, said Frank. He looked around. There was a heavy hammer in a corner of the shed. He might use them to break Jonas’ chains. Jonas and Arnout were watching Frank with wide open eyes. Within a few minutes, the job was finished. 

Frank gave mister Wildebeest a friendly nod, and took Jonas outside the stable. He put him at the back of his motor, sat down on the driver’s seat himself, and raced off the yard. They rode in the direction of Limburg. Frank wished to provisionally hide himself there with Eileen’s mother. Then he could consult with her about Jonas van Santen.

On his bike, he thought this was a proper moment to lead Jonas back into the womb of his mother, the holy Church. He would explain to him no lasting revolution could take place in this world: neither a revolution of the wildebeests, nor a revolution of the Franks. It wasn’t difficult to see, was it?

He stopped the motor at a picnic place for tourists along the highway. He gestured to Jonas he should sit down on the wooden bench. It was a pity he’d brought no food nor drinks, but that wasn’t urgent.

“I want to talk with you, Jonas”, Frank began.

“Are you going to murder me?”, van Santen inquired.

“Are you crazy?”, said Frank. “You’re a bandit, but I’m not a murderer.”

“Did your revolution fail?”, asked Jonas.

“It did”, said Frank. “Just like your revolution. In this world, the American boys with much money are bossing the show.”

“You don’t belong to them ”, thought Jonas. “But I do.”

“You may win the world”, said Frank. “However, your soul belongs to God. His kingdom is not of this world. You’ll find out.”

Jonas looked upward thoughtfully. He pointed to a magpie, high above them in a tree. It was a funny bird, busy with its nest. Frank smiled. But not for long. Before he knew it, Jonas jumped upon his motor bike, and raced away on the road.

Frank took out his pistol, and aimed at the flying man. Then he changed his mind. He could have shot Jonas van Santen. But he didn’t want to have this on his conscience. Let him go, thought Frank, let him ride. One day he was to meet his Lord, in the hereafter. Then he would perhaps  have to sit in purgatory for years.

What now? He might walk to Amsterdam, to Eileen. But then he was to get her into troubles. Or to Limburg, to Eileen’s mother. Then he could also talk with father Jacobsen. This seemed a good idea. On the other hand, the government probably would in the long run like to track him down. He shouldn’t bother Eileen’s mother with that.

Back to Rhenen? No, the gipsy might be angry at him. He thought a bit, and called the alarm number of the police. He gave them the address of the gipsy, and said they were to find Arnout Wildebeest there. Then he called the gipsy, and said what he had done. So the gipsy could leg it.

Suddenly he got a marvellous idea. He’d love to go to a monastery! The Trappists in Zundert suited him. Although it was at least a hundred kilometres away, he could walk it within two days. Go ahead!

It was a merry trip. Frank was a born walker. He kept up a stiff pace. He whistled the songs of  the golden oriole, the cup of tea, all things in the wind, under mother’s umbrella, and the owl who sat in the pear tree. After a walk of almost one hour, hunger was getting beyond a joke, so he stepped to a farm. There he asked for water and a piece of bread.

The woman farmer gave him a cup of coffee, and a heap of sandwiches with bacon, eggs and apple treacle. There was a dog standing next him all the time, looking to this tasty lunch with a slobbering mouth and begging eyes. In the end, Frank gave the dog a piece of bacon. The dog swallowed the bit, and asked another one, while slobbering, barking and wagging its tail. Frank thanked the country woman with a smacking kiss and he merrily walked further. Now he lustily sang operetta songs, like Ich bin nur ein arme Wandergesell and Mein Herr Marquis.

At sunset he already was near Brabant, but Zundert was still far away. He was very tired, and decided to take a nap. He found a shelter in a trench, closed his eyes, and fell asleep.

After a few hours of sleep, he woke up again. It was dark now. He jumped up dapperly and resumed his trip. Now he marched on without a pause until noon. He had seen the blood red sun rising and the yellow sun climbing to the zenith. He entered a pub and drank water from the tap in the toilet. He walked on, and arrived at the Zundert Trappist monastery in the afternoon. When he told who he was, they gave him hospitality for an indefinite duration.

Meanwhile Jonas van Santen raced like crazy back to Amsterdam on Frank’s motor bike. He thought at feverish speed. His prestige had dropped. What could he do? How could he become the big boss of the Netherlands? Hold on, he should advise this Carl Bremer. Then he was at once the cabinet’s adviser. Bremer stood for freedom and democracy. However, each American knew you could buy with money the fact of being chosen by God and the people.

Those ‘bible belt’ fundamentalists were to cause enough trouble to him, Jonas. But now he could get even with these Saint Michel tridentines. He was to act before them as the ultimate freemason, the antichrist. First, a nice Islamic attack should take place. Then he could advise Bremer as to measures to fight terrorism. Hold on, imam Ibrahim had a very passionate son. The time had come for this quicktempered boy to blow himself up.

Jonas put away his motor bike in a stable near the railway station Amsterdam-Amstel. Next he went to Amstelveen by metro. He knew imam Ibrahim used to come home from his work in the mosque about five o’clock. Ibrahim used to walk the last hundred metres from the bus stop to his house. Then he was to pass the beech tree in the park. Near this beech tree, there were no children playing at the moment. Jonas climbed into the tree, and began waiting.

It was five o’clock. There was the bus. The bus stopped, and Ibrahim got off. He was very confused, and pondering over the failed coup. The imam began to walk, and was to pass the red beech tree before long. 

“Ibrahim!”, shouted Jonas in a hollow voice.

The imam took a fright. He looked upward. There he saw a dark shape between the branches of the beech tree, but the rays of the sun blinded him.

“Ibrahim!”, repeated Jonas in the same tone.

“Here I am!”, stammered Ibrahim. “Are you a tree ghost or a messenger from Allah, blessed be His name?”

“I’m the old djinn of Amstelveen”, said Jonas. “Allah sent me to warn you against this Frank MacMillan and Eileen Fraser.”

“I know those people”, said Ibrahim. “They are righteous.”

“Eileen is a witch”, spoke Jonas. “She’s enchanting Frank with her beauty. She wants to restore tridentine Catholic faith on earth, as though Jesus were a hypostasis of Allah.”

“That’s right”, said Ibrahim, after some thinking. “What can I do about it?”

“Go to your son Abdullah”, said Jonas. “Allah wants to use him, to punish Eileen. He has to explode a bomb in her house.”

“A b-bomb?”, stuttered Ibrahim.

“Go home and don’t look back!”, spoke Jonas, in a threatening voice. And while Ibrahim was walking home, Jonas climbed down at topspeed, and ran away in the opposite direction.

Ibrahim shivered, when he entered his house. He absently greeted his little daughter Fatima and his dear wife. They noticed he was confused. There was always something annoying in the mosque. They thought he had problems again with his shit Moroccans.

“Where is Abdullah?”, asked Ibrahim.

“Upstairs”, said his wife. “He’s making his homework.”

Ibrahim shuffled upstairs. He softly knocked at the door of Abdullah’s own room. His son suddenly made much noise with drawers and books, before he nervously shouted ‘come in!’. 

“Hi, Abdullah!”, said Ibrahim, and he entered. “What kind of homework do you have?”

“About Christianity”, said his son. “It’s soft stuff, if you ask my opinion.”

“It is”, said his father. “It doesn’t please Allah. By the way, what a coincidence. I have a message concerning Christianity for you. The Amstelveen djinn communicated the message in the name of  Allah. He was sitting in a beech tree in the park.”

“How is it possible?”, said his son. “What’s the message?”

And Ibrahim had a long and serious talk with his son. When they finally came downstairs and sat at table, Abdullah looked dead white. Ibrahim looked pale too. But both said nothing to their housemates.

One hour later on, Eileen heard the phone ringing. She took up the receiver and heard some bumping noise. Nothing more. She hung up again. How strange! Eileen felt in her belly a vague presentiment of some approaching evil. She thought a minute. Then she took her coat and her hand bag and left her house. Where would she go? She decided to drink a cup of coffee in the pub of aunty Marleen, at the corner of the street.

As soon as she got near the end of the street, she heard at the other end a thundering noise, like from a motor bike. She stood at a hidden place in the row of houses, and waited in suspense what was going to happen. A motor bike came riding on like crazy. It made a swing and drilled a hole … in her own little house. A big bang followed.

Where her house was standing until a few seconds ago, there was now a hole. Smoke was ascending from the ruins. Panic stricken, Eileen ran in the direction of the disaster. Then she suddenly stopped, and ran the opposite way. Gasping for breath, she entered the pub of aunty Marleen. She heard this good old Frits, singing a wellknown song of Johnny Jordaan with sentimental modulations: ‘I am born in the Jordaan’. But he fell silent as soon as he saw poor Eileen entering, thrown out of gear. Everybody was staring at her.

“What is up, girl?”, asked Frits.

“A bomb!”, cried Eileen. “Didn’t you hear anything? A bomb in my house.”

All was deadly quiet for a moment . Then everybody got outside. In a long procession, the company walked to Eileen’s little house, to see what was going on there. They saw from quite a distance that the police was already busy. The fire brigade just arrived. And there was the siren of the ambulance.

Nobody was allowed to come near the exploded house. Eileen said she was the inhabitant of the house, but the policeman who arrested her didn’t want to hear that. It wasn’t his task. She should go to the burgomaster. After a while, bearers came out of the house with a stretcher. There was a body on it, but it was covered with a white sheet. Eileen decided to inform the police about the attack on her house. Or could it have been an accident?

She went by tram to the Warmoessstraat police office. When she entered the office, every cop was busy. Eileen heard a few words from the conversation. It was about the attack on her little house. However, it was impossible to have a private talk. At her wit’s end, Eileen sat down in the waiting room. There she met with ... Ibrahim! He was waiting there too.

“Ibrahim!”, shouted Eileen. “What do you do here?”

Ibrahim looked at her as if he saw a ghost. Then he collapsed.

“Eileen!”, he groaned. “Are you still alive? My son Abdullah is probably dead.”

Eileen took fright. She at once understood what happened.

“Did Abdullah commit the assault on my house?”, she asked. “Why, Ibrahim? Why did he do that?”

Ibrahim hid his face in his hands. He didn’t know why. He heaved a deep sigh. Then he told Eileen everything about the tree ghost, and what the ghost said. Eileen listened with tears in her eyes. She explained to Ibrahim there are no tree ghosts in Holland. She didn’t know whether there were tree ghosts in Morocco. But not in the Netherlands.

Suddenly there stood a policeman before them. Ibrahim and Eileen informed him together. They told Abdullah was the son of Ibrahim, and learned he was dead indeed. But they kept silent about the tree ghost.

Eileen went outside with Ibrahim. They sat down on a bench by the canal.

“I forgive your son, my dear Ibrahim”, she said. She laid her hand on Ibrahim’s. “It’s terrible for you to learn Abdullah is dead.”

“Would Allah still accept him in paradise?”, asked Ibrahim, desperate.

“I’m sure he will!”, said Eileen. “The boy thought he must act like this. You thought you should act like you did yourself. Both of you have been too impulsive again.”

“We always want to fight for the honour of God”, Ibrahim softly said. “But we’d better count till ten, first.”

“Count to thousand”, answered Eileen. “For if anybody offends God, he usually doesn’t do that intentionally. Most people never get to know God very well. They have no time for it.”

“Shall I take you home?”, asked Ibrahim. Then he thought again. “O no, you have no home anymore. Where shall I bring you?”

“Bring me to the house of the naturalization course”, proposed Eileen. “I still have a key of it. Tomorrow I’ll go to the municipal office to apply for new accomodation.”

So they walked hand in hand to the Kloveniersburgwal. Eileen opened the door, and they entered. There was nobody else. But there wasn’t a bed for Eileen to sleep on, either.

“I’ll send someone with an inflatible bed and a blanket”, said Ibrahim. He tenderly looked at her. “I find it fantastic you forgive us.”

“Do you know the story about the good murderer?”, asked Eileen. “Three crosses were set up on Golgotha. To the left and to the right of Jesus, two murderers were hanging. One of them mocked at Jesus, the other one asked for forgiveness. Jesus promised to this repentant murderer he was to enter with him in paradise.”

“Yes, I know that story”, said Ibrahim thoughtfully. “And he also forgave the men who had crucified him.”

“I’ll go you one better than that”, said Eileen. “God has become man and he died at the cross to lead all people to paradise. They can’t do it alone.”

Ibrahim hid his face in his hands. “Dear Eileen”, he sobbed. “Now I begin to understand you Christians have always been right. You just showed me who Jesus is.”

“But the Christians are corrupting things, nowadays”, said Eileen, with a lump in her throat. “Only the Saint Michel fraternity is preserving the pure faith.”

“I find the ideal of the Franciscan friars so beautiful”, said Ibrahim. “They don’t seek riches and power, but poverty and freedom to do good. And they really respect nature. Saint Francis preached before the birds in the fields, didn’t he?”

“He did”, said Eileen. “You may be a fine Franciscan friar, Ibrahim. You’ve got sandals already, and a beard. You have a sort of habit on. Put off that dumb cap, and you’re ready.”

“I go home now”, shouted Ibrahim, enraptured. “I’ll say goodbye to my family. I’ll arrange somebody will take care of them. And I’ll join the Amsterdam Franciscan friars.”

“That’s you”, laughed Eileen. “You are quick.  But it’s a good idea. Don’t tell your family where you’re going. They would murder you. And let the friars contact father Jacobsen.”

“I return within an hour, bringing all the things you need”, said Ibrahim. He rose and he left. 

Eileen made coffee. The things she needed to do so, were still standing on the same spots as a few months ago. A sweet cup of coffee was what she wanted.

There was also a basket full of magazines. She took the Intermediair, and read an article about ‘new learning’. Was there ever something new under the sun? Yes, the computer was new. There was such an apparatus in the office of Jonas. Eileen switched the computer on, to check her hotmail. No new mail. Hey, she heard the front door opening. Was Ibrahim already back? She went to the door to have a look. It was Ibrahim indeed, with somebody else. But this second man was Frank... And Frank was wearing a grey suit with a little white cross!

“Hello!”, said Frank. He laughed over the flabbergasted face of Eileen. “I’m a novice with the Zundert Trappists. I’m on a few days’ leave. In short, when I saw your house was gone, I went to Ibrahim.”

“Fine!”, said Eileen. “We’ll pray the rosary together.”

“Can I have a beer first?”, asked Frank. “Or did Jonas drink the last beer to stress he’s the naturalization director?”

Eileen walked to the refrigerator, and returned with a tin of Heineken. “Jonas saved this one for you”, she said.

“Yet this Jonas won’t go to paradise”, thought Ibrahim.

“I bet he will”, said Frank. “In the end he’ll go there, perhaps after some years of purgatory.”

“Frank is a sweetheart”, explained Eileen to Ibrahim. “But he’s too soft.”

“God will decide about Jonas”, said Ibrahim. “He might also send him back to the earth as a donkey or a frog.”

“Goodness, no”, said Eileen. “I don’t believe that. An eternal treadmill of suffering and being born again, God is too good for that.”

It became a pleasant evening. Frank explained how his coup failed, by the threatening of the  Americans. He told that Jonas escaped, but God knew his little game.

Ibrahim told about the way he communicated the news of Abdullah’s death at home. He had  said to his family he must go on a journey to Switzerland. A white lie, because he was to be a  Franciscan friar. A nephew of his would attend to his duties in the family and in the mosque for the time being. Later on, he, Ibrahim, would take all necessary steps to convert his family and his community to tridentine Catholicism.

I won’t expatiate on how the Franciscan friars in Amsterdam received Ibrahim. He stepped up to them that same evening. He could sleep there for one night only, but they didn’t intend to immediately accept him as a novice. He first had to show he was serious by participating in the Thursday night prayer and discussion hours during a few months. They also found a little room for him, with a landlady in the main street called ‘Rokin’.

Next morning, Eileen applied for new accomodation with the municipal house agency. She was to have a new house within only one week. She went to her mother in Limburg. And Frank returned by train and bus to the Zundert monastery. On his way he sang the beautiful song he had learned as a boy at school in Ireland: ‘Youth must in time decay, Eileen Aroon! Beauty will fade away, Eileen Aroon! Castles are sacked in war, chieftains are scattered far, truth is a fixed star, Eileen Aroon!’

After his evil act as a ghost tree, Jonas learned, much to his spite, the attack on Eileen had failed. He had ordered some private detective to stalk her, and got to know she was staying with Frank and Ibrahim in the house of the naturalization course.

He didn’t give up. On the contrary, Jonas got a taste for it only now. He quickly went to the Amsterdam club house of the Motorboys. There were some ten thick and bald hooligans there, in leather trousers. They had pendulous nude arms with some strange tattoos on it: like unicorns, mermaids, declarations of love for daddy and mummy, runes and swastikas, hearts and rosaries. They already knew Jonas. He walked to the jukebox, chose a noisy disc of the Rolling Stones, and sat down in a rocking chair with a tin of beer and a cigar.

“Do you mind playing a joke?”, he inquired. He expectantly looked at the ‘little angels’, who came near him to hear what he wanted to say.

“What have you got to say?”, asked a squinting lout. “If only there are chicks involved, and gin, because otherwise we have no fun.”

“No, this is even funnier!”, said Jonas. And he continued in a low whispering tone: “Just imagine, we’re going to roast three holy greenhorns. It concerns this failed admiral who wanted to commit a coup lately, and his darling girl friend. And some foolish imam from Morocco.”

“That sounds well!”, thought the captain of the chapter, who was standing next Jonas. “In fact, I liked this admiral. But we’ll catch him. Or, even better, Arie and Willem will catch the admiral and the imam. I myself will catch the girl. What’s going to happen?”

“Well, listen. They are stricter than the pope. They also believe Jesus Christ will return in glory, at the end of time. That’s going to happen right now. Who can play the role of Christ?”

The Motorboys looked at each other, and began grinning. One Paul stepped forward. He had a beautiful beard, and he was still young. With a bit of make-up, dress-up and exercise, they must be able to make him a Jesus.

“That’s him!”, said Jonas. “Each of the others will become either an angel or a devil. I need somebody who can play the trumpet. He will blow the sign for the last judgment. Willem, that is a suitable role for you.”

“Are we supposed to perform this spectacle before only three people?”, asked a dodger.

“Yes, indeed”, answered Jonas. “We’ll invite them on a special place, at a particular point of time. We’ll confront them with the Apocalypse. We’ll ask them to make the biblical choice:  whether they wish to post themselves at the right side of Jesus, or at the left side. Whoever will post himself to the right, shall go to heaven with God. So we’ll shoot them. You, angels, will bear pistols, hidden under your wings. Whoever will post himself to the left, shall go to hell with Satan. So we’ll take them to the club house of the Motorboys.”

“I hope they’ll all post themselves to the left”, said the captain. “Then we’ll be able to play with them for a while.”

“You must do exactly as I say”, warned Jonas. “I save one million euro for everybody who plays the game according to my rules. Agreed?”

“Agreed!”, roared the Motorboys, all at the same time.

Jonas rose from his seat. He extinguished his cigar next the ash tray and emptied his glass at one draught. He nodded to them all with a serious face. And he calmly walked to the door.

“I’ll give you further instructions”, he said. “Practise a bit, and collect the things we need.”

He opened the door, and went outside. He whistled a tune. Life was beautiful enough, if only you had money. Then you could give fate a hand. So, who was the boss, God or Jonas? And Jonas van Santen impudently looked up to heaven, and made a long nose at Our Lord.

He walked straight home. He immediately sat down behind his computer, and wrote the following letter:

‘Sirs Frank MacMillan and imam Ibrahim, and miss Eileen Fraser, God be with you!

Next Saturday, a secret meeting of the Saint Michel fraternity is going to take place. Please don’t inform other people. We’ll meet at eleven o’clock in the evening on the Amsterdam Dam, before the entrance of the New Church. After a short prayer, we’ll take action in order to put an end to the pernicious influence of mr Jonas van Santen on society once and forever. I’ll inform you on the spot about the means we dispose of for this purpose. We’ll not come into conflict with the ten commandments. 

Be there in time. Pray for success. Father Jacobsen.

(PS I’m not within reach until Saturday night.)’

He put the letter in a large yellow envelope. He walked out of his house, while whistling a tune, and he quickly stepped up to the Kloveniersburgwal. There he personally put the letter into the letter box, and ran away. He walked at a trot to the Leidseplein, and ordered a cup of coffee on the terrace of the Grand Café.

Ten minutes later on, Eileen found the letter on her door mat. She took fright when she read what was going to happen. She called Ibrahim and Frank, and read the letter aloud to them. The three of them felt confident about the authenticity of the letter. It had been written in the very style of father Jacobsen.

Jonas walked from the Leidseplein to the freemason’s lodge at ’t Singel. There he met two old comrades. He didn’t tell them what he’d just done. Instead, he began boasting before them about his sweet self. He said he was the antichrist. He showed the ‘sign of the beast’ on his right shoulder: there were three sixes visible, which Japie Slak from the Amstelkade had tattood there. He boasted he would sweep away the last remnants of tridentine Catholicism. He hated the parish priest of Ars, the four popes Pius IX to XII, Jeanne d’Arc, Elisabeth von Thüringen, Therese de Lisieux, Bernadette Soubirous and the whole lot of saints. He would call his children Adolf and Benito, as soon as he’d ‘taken’ a wifey and two little sons.

The biggest of his two mates mockingly asked where he would find a wifey in so short a time. Then Jonas took his purse out, and produced three thousand euro. He gave each of both mates a thousand euro, and gestured they should come along with him. They walked all the way to the red lights city district. The three of them chose three ‘chicks’. They first had a beer, and then they went to bed together: a giant bedstead in the inn called Le Lion Rouge.

The good ladies did their duty. Jonas’ chick was a red one, with freckles. She could fake very well, so it seemed Jonas was a potent fellow. But he didn’t really impress his friends. Because, in the end the smallest of both friends remarked Jonas couldn’t procreate sons this way. Which woman would present him with boys, if he was so ugly?

“Just you wait!”, said Jonas, and he took out a cheque book from his inner pocket. “I’ll bet you a hundred thousand euro I’ll have a son called Adolf within ten months.”

“Take care!”, said one of his colleague freemasons. “It might also be a daughter.”

“It can’t”, said Jonas. “I’ll make five kids, there will always be at least one son among them. And the harder you fuck, the greater the probability it will be a boy. And I’ll only recognize the boys as my own children. Well, how much money do you stake?”

Each of the two mates staked one thousand euro. Jonas found that enough. There were work horses and race horses. He himself was a race horse.

The municipal office gave Eileen an apartment in the concrete city district ‘de Bijlmer’. She moved into it on Thursday. She liked the flowered wall paper. She bought matching furniture in the recycle shop. On Friday, she bought a cage with singing birds and the statue of virgin Mary of Fatima. Saturday was the day of the secret meeting on Dam square. She expected in the course of the afternoon the two men and brethren who were to accompany her in the evening.

Ibrahim arrived about three o’clock. Eileen had to get used to his new outfit. With his brown suit and silver cross brooch, he looked like all Franciscan friars of his generation. He had had his hair cut and his grey beard fashioned. On the occasion of his baptism, he had got a new name: Abraham. After his profession, the friars probably were to call him ‘father Abraham’.

Frank came at five o’clock, bringing three folding chairs as a present for Eileen. He wore a grey suit and a black cross brooch. He congratulated Abraham with his daring choice of a new way of life. Some members of Abraham’s family thought they must kill him. Some others wished to follow his example and become monks. But Frank thought this premature. They should carefully prepare so important a move. Anyway, the monasteries weren’t ready for it.

Eileen informed them she would also enter a convent. She wished to be at the full disposal of God. Then she could devote her life to prayer and labour. Perhaps, she was to take care of ill people, or look after children, or clean the cloisters.

“Will you put a pebble in your shoe, as a penance?”, asked Frank.

“I won’t”, laughed Eileen. “That makes no sense. You have to accept suffering if you can’t evade it without saddling others with it. The question is: how can we best serve God and his creation? Others often see this better than you. That’s why it’s good to obey a prioress.”

“Aren’t you afraid your talents will stay unseen and your development nipped in the bud?”, asked Abraham.

“On the contrary”, answered Eileen. “Because the simplicity of the action shall shed clearer light on the talents.”

“There’s another serious problem”, thought Frank. “Where can you find a suitable convent nowadays?”

“I already know one”, said Eileen. “I’ll join the Carmelite nuns of Saint Michel in Mons.”

“It’s a pity we won’t see each other very often ”, sighed Abraham.

Eileen laid the table in the Franciscan way: for each of them a wooden platter with rye bread and butter and a bowl of coffee. They prayed an Our Father and a Hail Mary. Then they ate in silence. At the end, Eileen read aloud a passage from the New Testament: ‘Blessed are the clean of heart: for they shall see God’. The three friends continued to talk about the bible, with a glass of water within reach. About the glad tidings of the angel in Bethlehem, the testimony of John Baptist, the parables of the prodigal son and the rich young man, the addresses of Jesus to the Samaritan lady and to the adulterous woman, the dispute with the Pharisees about the Sabbath, the Passion, the appearance of the risen Christ to Mary Magdalen, and finally about the disciples at Emmaus: ‘how they recognized Jesus when he broke the bread’.
Subsequently they all rose to walk to Dam square together. They silently supposed they would meet there with father Jacobsen. He was to inform them about his plans. But they didn’t speak about that. They kept talking about the bible: the vocation of Abraham, the journey of the Jews through the desert, the prophesies of Isaiah. And when they arrived at Dam square, about a quarter to eleven, they were talking of the conversion of Paul on his way to Damascus, and his journeys through the lands around the Mediterranean.

They sat down before the New Church, on the folding chairs which Frank had brought. It was warm. There were only few people, strange enough. But it was already late in the evening, almost eleven o’clock. There were some street cats: a black tom cat who was slowly scratching his head behind the ears, a white puss who carelessly walked around a pigeon. A lonely cyclist passed by, whistling. Far away was the sound of a  tram. There were only a few minutes left ... 

Exactly at eleven o’clock, a young man came walking on with a firm step from Damrak street. He bore something in his hands. Was it a wooden wind instrument? His hair was very short. When he got nearer, he raised his hand to greet. The three friends answered the greeting with a bit of doubt. They stared at the young man.

“Good evening”, he solemnly said. “I have to be somewhere in this neighbourhood, if I’m not mistaken. Are you witnesses of Jehova?”

“Well, that depends”, answered Frank. “We are witnesses of  Our Lord, but we don’t usually call Him Jehova.”

“God has many names”, added Abraham. Eileen said nothing at all.

“We’re going to the Kingdom hall, aren’t we?”, asked the newcomer.

“Are we?”, said Frank. “Who are going there with us? Where is this hall?”

“I don’t know that, either”, said the young man. “We were to go to the hall together, starting  from Dam square.”

“Do you come on behalf of Saint Michael and his brothers?”, Frank carefully inquired.

“Yes and no”, said the boy with his clarinet. “We’re going to make music, and we’ve some lecture about the archangel Michael. We do call him our keeper, but not Saint Michael.”

“I’m afraid we’re not the mates you’re looking for”, Frank said. “Keep seeking.”

The four of them began looking around. Far away, at the other side of the square, they perceived a group of people with tracts in their hands.

“Yonder is your kin”, said Frank. The young man thanked him, and walked away in the direction Frank had pointed to.

Abraham consulted his watch. It was five past eleven. What was keeping father Jacobsen?

Suddenly there was the sound of a car which was approaching fast. A police car took the bend from Damrak street with screaming tyres. The swift car stopped right before them. Three cops  stepped out.

“What’s all this about?”, asked one of the cops, looking at Frank.

“We’re waiting here for a good friend of ours”, answered Eileen.

“And then you’re going to make whoopee?”, asked the policeman. His colleagues grinned like sheep.

“Well, we don’t know the plans of our friend, either”, said Abraham.

“You don’t?”, said the copper. “And why did you bring folding chairs? Are you going to play at cards tonight?”

The three friends looked at each other. Then they looked at the cops. Frank realized he had to explain the situation. Otherwise the coppers would take them to the police office.

“We’re sitting here to drink a beer”, he tried.

The three policemen looked at each other. They shrugged their shoulders.

“Have a nice evening”, said the spokesman. They stepped into their car. The car started forward, and disappeared again in the direction of Damrak street.

Now Eileen consulted her watch. A quarter past eleven. What the hell kept father Jacobsen?

Suddenly there sounded a clarion. The dark sky became white for a moment. Then a weak shine remained, and seven angels stood in a wide half circle before our three friends. They heard motor bikes sputtering. Seven devils with red heads came riding into the square and closed the circle at the rear of Eileen, Frank and Abraham. Behind the seven angels they saw another angel, with a copper wind instrument. He put the thing at his mouth and played The Last Post better than they had ever heard before. Far away, two men came slowly striding on to them. When they came nearer, our friends clearly saw that one of them was ... Jesus Christ. The other one wore a kind of burka.

Far away, they heard the hymn Vidi Aquam. Jesus kindly smiled at Frank, and asked him in a soft voice whether he would post himself at the right side of his Saviour. Frank needed not be told twice, and he seized Eileen by the hand to take her along with him. Jesus gave him an  approving nod, and he lovingly gestured to Abraham that he should join Frank and Eileen. 
The man in the burka stood at the left side of Jesus, but he seemed nervous. He suddenly  threw himself onto the ground before Jesus. This caused much consternation in the circle of angels and devils.

Jesus blessed the man who lay stretched on the ground before him. He helped him with standing up. The man threw off his burka, and now ... Jonas became visible. Big tears trickled down his cheeks. He turned around and said to the devils, in a soft voice: “Sorry, boys, I’ve changed my mind”. And he posted himself next Eileen, Abraham and Frank, at the right side of Jesus.

Now the angel with the copper wind instrument stepped forward. He folded the thing up as if it were made of paper. Then he unrolled it again, and made it a sort of machine gun. He took a sound damper out of his sleeve, and put it on the gun. Jesus the Saviour was silently looking on. Jonas stepped one pace forward, and made a gesture to defend himself. But it was already too late. The angel with the machine gun mowed down the four of them. Jonas fell forward like a window dummy. Eileen and Frank had embraced each other and collapsed together. Abraham fell on his knees, and then backward.

When it was all over, four corpses were lying there before the New Church in a puddle of blood. The devils raced off the square on their motor bikes. The angels threw off their wings, and revealed themselves as ordinary criminals in blue manchester suits. They put their clothes and things in bags, and walked timidly off the square.

“Where ever has our Jesus got to?”, asked one of them, looking at his comrades with fright in his eyes.

“It wasn’t our Paul, who played the role of Jesus, was it?”, said another one. “Who the hell was this Jesus?”

“I didn’t know him, either”, said a third one. “I wonder whether this Jonas has rented a new man? Or did Christ come back Himself?”

His comrades were about to grin, but their voices broke. From the four corpses they saw ascending four doves, ever higher. They disappeared into the clouds, blowing in the wind.

And the fallen motor angels made themselves scarce. Now it was dead quiet on Dam square. However ... four tramps came walking on, from the Leidsestraat side. You may have learned already that these tramps dragged the four corpses to the police office. Afterwards the police tried in vain to keep these events dark. We ourselves put the tramps through their catechism in their Paris hiding places. Our research revealed the important facts. But how to explain them?

The police paid a visit to Eileen’s mother in Limburg, and told her the sad news. When she heard it, she smiled uncomplaining. As soon as the policemen were gone, she called up father Jacobsen. First he took a fright, but he soon began to advise her. It was all in God’s hand. ‘The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want’. The father gave to Eileen’s mother the address of an old Carmelite father in Italy, a learned and holy man with many supernatural gifts: father Giovanni Callomattini O Carm, Monte Sarretto, Cerni Albi Bari, Italia. She should go to him. He could give her further info about the hereafter of the four deceased.

Therese Fraser departed immediately. She went to Sittard by bike, that was one hour. Then to Aachen by train, with change in Heerlen, that was another hour and a half. Then by train to Cologne, again one hour and a half. She drank a Kölsch beer on the square before the Cathedral church, and ate a sandwich. Then she took the rapid velocity train that flew over the rails via Frankfurt to Munich. In Munich she ate a pizza with red table wine, and booked a cheap bed and breakfast, ‘Zimmer frei’, for one night.

Early next morning she ate two slices of rye bread with bacon, and drank a cup of coffee. She took the train to Inssbruck, and from there the fast train to Bologna. It was past noon again, time for a cup of coffee and three croissants with raisins. Then she took the Eurostar to Rome.

It was evening. Therese walked to Saint Peter’s square. Maybe she could see the pope. He was there on her beck and call, so to speak. Because, when she arrived on the square, a window opened somewhere up there. The pope appeared in a window, and waved to her. She kindly waved back.

In the dark she searched for a one night shelter. Via a maze of little streets she arrived with a little church, where she prayed the rosary before the statue of virgin Mary. An old wify smiled to her. Therese asked her ‘una camera per dormire’. The wify brought her to her own home. Eileen’s mother slept there like a princess in a large double bed. Next morning she got a cup of water with a couple of dry panini, that was sufficient. She thanked her hostess with a kiss, and went to the main railway station by tube.

She took the express to Bari. On the way, this train broke down, so it was already late in the afternoon when she arrived in Bari. That same evening there went a bus to Cerni Albi from Bari. Therese didn’t fancy any food now, she only drank half a litre of cold water, because the sun was hot.

Cerni Albi was the final stop of the bus. The blood red sun was slowly disappearing at the horizon. An old man pointed at Monte Sarretto. This mountain was clearly visible far away. On top of it was the Carmelite monastery. The man brought her to a simple inn, full of crickets. She slept like a log.

Next day, a friendly farmer’s wife gave her a free ride till the foot of the mountain, and a big apple. It was already afternoon now.

She had to go the last kilometre on foot, uphill to the monastery. Then, finally, she stood next the gate. She pulled the cord to ring the bell.

“Father Giovanni?”, asked the gate keeper. “Prego entri – please come in.”

He guided her through long cloisters to a patio where the famous scholar was praying his breviary. The priest welcomed her with open arms, as if he had been expecting her since a long time. She told him in a few words what she was worrying about. The old father kept staring at a far away orchard for a few minutes. Then he communicated the following:

Her daughter had gone straight to heaven. Frank and Abraham had followed her after one hour of purgatory. They were now sitting eye to eye with God, and therefore they were happy beyond description. And Jonas .. was just on this moment on his way in charge of an angel, after almost a week of purgatory which had brought him undescribable suffering, to join his three former enemies. Heaven opened its gates right now, even for him. 
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