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This is the first of eight
| installments in the story of
Diet Eman (pronounced
DEET AY-MAHN), a woman
who worked in the resistance
movement in the Netherlands
during World War Il. Eman
now lives in Grand Rapids,
Michigan, where she is a
member of Seymour
Christian Reformed Church.
Her story, which she
cowrote with author James
Calvin Schaap, will be
published in book form
' by Eerdmans Publishing
Company in June 1994.
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December 11, 1939

bank in The Hague where both

gain, a conversation with
the doctor. We always ‘

'~ come back to the same point: ‘

“The church may not mix in

politics,” he says. And I tell him

that when you are a Christian |
and profess that God is

" almighty, there is no area in

life where you can eliminate
God. (From the diary of Diet
Eman)

My friend Herman, from the

of us worked, played violin
beautifully. Before the war, he
would often come to our house \
and play trios with my brother |
Albert on cello and me on piano.

| Herman was a friend of mine,a |

friend of the whole family, and
he was Jewish. \
I remember standing outside
the bank where we worked and
feeling terrific anger when the
Germans stomped into the city.
Who had invited them? No one. |
Hitler himself had promised just
the night before the invasion that
he would never come into ‘
Holland.
But he came anyway, later
that night. I stood there on the
bank steps and watched their
arrogance, and I swore to myself
that as long as they were in our

| country, I would not speak a

word of German. |
It took some time before the



Jewish persecution began.

We started seeing signs of it in
little discriminatory laws. First,
Jews weren’t allowed in trams,
buses, parks, and shops. We

| would see signs announcing

these rules displayed on the

| trams or in shop windows.

Soon, Jews weren’t allowed
to go certain places in the
city, and they were permitted
to shop only at Jewish
businesses.

Herman and his family did

| not live in the Jewish area of the

city, but they, like all Jews,
were soon no longer allowed to
visit non-Jewish people; he
could no longer come to our
house and play his violin. It was
terrible.

Many of the Germans’
regulations seemed only
annoyances—the curfew, the
prohibitions from listening to
the BBC or wearing anything

| associated with the royal
| family—and we simply put up

with them. But the laws they

| made for the Jewish people

were not trifling; when Jews
were restricted from this place
or that place, it was for us
Christians a principle that was
at stake. We knew what had
happened to the Jews in
Germany.

Soon we began to see notices

- alleging that the Jews were
' infectious (the Germans called
| them lice and rats and all kinds

of names) and saying that
therefore they had to leave the
Netherlands. At that point some
of us began resisting the
injustice.

My friend Herman and his
family received notice to come
late at night to a specific place in
the city, bringing just one little
suitcase apiece. They were
going to be transported
somewhere safe—at least that

was the excuse the Germans
gave. Hitler’s people claimed
that all the Jews in Europe
would be put in one country

so that the only people they
could harm would be each other.

That’s when Herman asked
me, “Diet, would you go?”

We were at our house. He
had come at night, because at
that time already it might have
been dangerous for him, a Jew,
to be seen at our home.

“No,” I told him. “Everyone
knows it is a lie.”

He looked around nervously.
He wasn’t necessarily fearful.
Herman was a strong human
being. “Then what would you
do?” he asked.

I didn’t know exactly what he
should do, but his predicament
was something my fiancé, Hein
Sietsma, and I had talked often
about as the persecution of Jews
began getting worse: What
could Herman do? And what
could we do for him?

That night Hein and I talked
more about Herman. “If we
don’t do anything,” Hein said,
“when all of this is over, we
won’t be able to look each other
in the eye.” We knew we had to
do something.

December 3, 1942
he Jews are walking with
their yellow stars on, are
not allowed outside after 8 p.m.,
are not allowed to visit non-
Jews,; some streets are forbidden
to them.

O God, don’t you see that
they are touching the apple of
your eye? Is it still not enough?

O let us, in the midst of all
these things that drive us crazy,
still remember that you are the

" Ruler of everything and that the

punishment you will give the
Nazis for these things will be

| more just than all the things we

| Dr. James Calvin
Schaap is professor
of English at Dordt

College, Sioux
Center, lowa.

think of to punish them.

It is really ridiculous if you
think for one moment that these
people (IF you still can call
them people) who are now
harassing the Jews will
themselves need a Jew to go to
heaven. And it is unacceptable if

. you think that they are supposed

to have been created in the
image of God.

Please teach us Christians
now to put into practice what we
confess, especially to these
Jews. (From the diary of Diet
Eman)

Resisting. Hein said that out in
the country, in the Veluwe,
where his father was a Christian
school principal, many Christian
families would be happy to hide
Jews. All of us thought that the
war would be over quickly.
After all, this little man Hitler
was a barbarian, and we no
longer lived in the dark ages.
Surely the Americans would rid
us of this tyrant within a year.

We were wrong. The
occupation took five long years,
five terrible years for our little
country.

The next day I told Herman
that we could find a place for
him but that he would have to
leave The Hague for Gelderland.
There we would put him with a
farm family who would keep
him for the duration of the
occupation.

“But I have a girlfriend,
Ada,” he said—and so we had
another person to hide. “And my
sister, Rosa,” he told us later,
“and she has a boyfriend.” And
so it went, on and on. In a matter
of weeks we had fifty or sixty
Jews who needed places.

Hein got on the train to
Gelderland and talked to the
farmers around Nijkerk and
Barneveld and found places.
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But almost immediately we
ran into a problem. The
Germans required the Jews to
have fat, black J’s on their
identification papers. So the
farmers wanted the Jews they
were hiding to carry false IDs.
The Germans had made it clear
that those caught hiding Jews
would be treated like Jews—in
other words, everything they
owned would immediately be
confiscated. To protect both the
Jews in hiding and the farmers,
we needed false IDs.

When Hein and I first started,
when the number of Jewish
people looking for a place to go |
was still small, we devised a
crazy plan to get IDs. ‘

In the Netherlands, people
have big celebrations on
birthdays. My father was a twin,
and every year our family would
throw a party on his and his
sister’s birthday. That year, the
whole family met at our house
for the event.

It was winter, and everybody
doffed their jackets once they
came inside. The place was full
of people—the stove pouring
out heat, jackets and coats

corridor, purses and handbags
left lying around.

The opportunity was simply
too rich.

“But should we tell them?” I
asked Hein.

Hein rolled his eyes. “If we
do and then they ask for new
ones, the Germans will certainly |
ask them what happened to the
originals,” he said.

“Then they will have to lie,” I
told him.

“And what happens if they
blush or squirm or their voices
break?” Hein said. “It will put
them in a very dangerous
position.” He shook his head.
“For their own good, we won’t
tell them.”

“After the war,” I said. ‘
“We’ll tell them all after the
war.” ‘

It was not difficult for us to
| gather identification cards that
night, not difficult at all. While
everyone was having fun, we
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That night
dozens of
Jewish people
suddenly
became my

uncles and
hanging on the coat rack in the ‘ aunts.

felt through all those coats and
handbags and came up with
more than a dozen IDs. We were
careful not to take too many
from one specific area or
household because we didn’t
want them talking to each other.

That night more than a dozen
Jewish people suddenly became
my uncles and aunts.

But one has just so many
relatives—certainly not enough
for the growing number of
Jewish people who wanted to
refuse relocation. Our only hope
to secure more false
identification was robbery and
forgery—stealing IDs and blank
documents, and breaking into
government offices to steal
ration books.

We began to work with
other resistance workers called
knokploegs, who actually
planned and carried out armed
robberies. I remember attending
their meetings, and always
before they did their crimes,
they got on their knees in
prayer to God. I saw it with my
own eyes. “Lord,” they would
say, “you know that we have
to do this. Now please be with
us.”

And so our work—and the
danger—grew quickly. What
started with helping my friend
Herman tied into an ever-
widening operation of resistance
against the Germans. It was a
dangerous, full-time job for
both of us—hiding Jews,
keeping the families supplied,
sneaking downed British and
American pilots out of the
Netherlands, and doing
espionage necessary for the
advance of the Allies.

No Other Name. We were
young—in our early twenties—
and when I think of it now, I
can’t imagine how we dared
take on such dangerous and
difficult work. I think of what
I did during the war—of what
we did, Hein and I. Then I look
at young people today, and I
realize how fast we had to
grow up, how much of a
beautiful part of life we missed

altogether.

We were committed to the
work of our group, a group we
called Group Hein. It was not
named after my Hein; the name
came from the first letters of
help elkander in nood, which
means “helping each other in
need.”

Hein and I were also
committed to each other—even
in long periods when we didn’t
see each other, when both of us
were up to our necks in our
work and, after our arrests, when
we were suffering in the prison
camps. All that time we were in
love.

Most of all we were
committed to doing what we
thought was right in God’s eyes.
Through all of that time, God
was with us.

All of the work, all of the fear
and danger, and all of the good
times too—everything that

| happened during that time—

formed and shaped me
completely, because so many
times I had no other name to
rely on in my distress than the
name of the Lord.

June 4, 1940
P entecost I could not
celebrate. War of five days,

and we were conquered. Bitter [
have been. Hate I felt. Courage,
for I did not shrink from death.
Only Diet was there—because
of her I still was careful.

[ have been in the flames of

| the hell of Rotterdam. And the

sun I saw through the black-
gray column of smoke was
changed into blood. It spoke to
me.

Now we wait, sometimes
impatiently, for we don’t know
the future. One day we will
have peace again. One day we
won’t hear the engines of
warplanes any longer. One day
we will again live freely—lives
of happiness and love and
Dutch luxury. Maybe then
people will acknowledge that
neither the one, nor the other,
but that he rules the world.
(From the diary of Hein
Sietsma) O
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APARTMENTON
REINKENSTRAAT

- March 16, 1941
his morning, Rev. Barkey
Wolf [preached] on “Father,
forgive them for they know not
what they do.” “For they know
not what they do” does not
mean that they did it
unknowingly, but that what they
did was so absolutely horrible,
he greatest crime that ever will
p en on earth, that for this
2 was not even a punishment |
befitting. So it had to be forgiven |
| So that nobody, ever, would ‘
" | think that for his or her sin there |
could be no forgiveness.
This afternoon to the




cemetery. The graves of
Germans killed in the invasion
were bursting with the most
beautiful flowers and wreaths.
Two large swastika flags hung.
Also two soldiers stood at
attention at a very large cross
on which was engraved, “You
died, so that Germany may
live!”

How utterly rude to do such a
thing in another country, and on
top of this—it screams to
heaven—to do it in the cemetery
where the victims are buried of
your cowardly invasion! And do
I then have to pray for you and
forgive what you did to us???

Yes, I will pray for you, but
only if God will see the injustice
and be our Judge and if He will
take revenge—for us and the
poor Jewish people, whom you
are crushing under your boots,
the people to whom also
belonged Jesus, whom you will
need for forgiveness of all your

| crimes.

How do I dare to use Your
Name in what I just wrote? I do
not show Your spirit of love.
Teach me to remember that

" before You we are all the
| same—they and we: sinners.

| supplies regularly, I was able to

(From the diary of Diet
Eman)

During those first years of the
occupation, I lived at my
parents’ house in The Hague.
Hein had an apartment. Even
though we were still hiding Jews
in the Veluwe and bringing

stay at home with my parents.

What made me have to leave
my home—and what made Hein
have to leave The Hague
altogether—was an incredible
situation in an apartment on
Reinkenstraat. We had
established connections with
other underground groups, and
we had been asked to find places
outside of the city for some of
the Jewish people in hiding at
this address.

When I came to the
apartment on Reinkenstraat, I
had to say some prearranged
sentences to identify myself. I

| guests were talking and talking,

" had mattresses piled up against

rang the bell and said the correct
words, and the lady, a woman
named Mies, invited me in. I’1l
never forget that apartment—it
was very small, designed for
only one person, and it was built
rather cheaply on the second
floor of a six-story building.

Mies was a single woman in
her fifties. When I first entered
her apartment, I couldn’t believe
what I saw. She had a small
living room, a tiny bedroom, a
kitchenette, a shower and toilet;
and in that little place, the first
time I came, she had nineteen
Jews hidden, right in the middle
of the city of The Hague.

At farms out in the country,
we never kept anywhere near
that many—we wouldn’t have
placed that many in any one
place, even if the address had
been really out of the way.

Not Too Smart. The moment I
saw how many people were
there, I felt something tighten
around my heart because all her

making all kinds of noise. Mies

of English at Dordt
College, Sioux
Center, lowa.

the wall to look like a divan, so
that they could sit comfortably.

| At night she would roll those

mattresses out for them to sleep
on.

She was a sweet woman and
very brave, and she meant
well—she really meant very
well. But she wasn’t smart.
During the war, many problems
began with people who had
wonderful intentions.

Among those she was hiding
were an elderly married couple
and a young couple expecting a
baby. In fact, there was a little of
every kind of person at that
place. Once, later on, a baby was
born in that apartment, and once
a man died—I had to arrange to
sneak the body out of there. It
was an incredible situation, and
right away, the moment I
stepped inside, I was afraid. I

| couldn’t believe my eyes.

“How long have you lived
here?” I said to Mies.

“About eight years,” she said.

“And always alone?” I asked.

Dr. Jaes Cali;z V
Schaap is professor

She said yes.

While I was standing there, I
heard next door—in an adjacent
apartment—the hum of talking,
so I knew that the walls were
anything but soundproof.

“Do you know your
neighbors?” I asked her.

“No, no,” she said shyly.

“Do you know if they’re
German sympathizers?” I said.

She had no idea.

“Well, listen,” I said, “can
you hear them talk?”

She turned her head. “Why,
yes,” she said.

I was amazed. I said, “You
mean you’ve lived here all those
years alone, and now you have
all these people in this
apartment—almost twenty
people!” To me, it was
astounding. “This is so
dangerous,” I said. “Do you
understand how dangerous this
is?”

In the meantime I heard, next
door, the toilet flush and the
water run through the pipes.

“If I can hear them go to the
bathroom next door,” I said,
“they certainly can hear you.
Besides,” [ said, “when you are
here alone, you flush the toilet—
what?—maybe four times a
day? With twenty people here,
that toilet must be flushed eighty
or ninety times. Do you
understand how much danger
you’re in here?”

She didn’t say anything.

“You’re living on top of a
volcano,” I told her. I was
nervous just standing there
talking to her.

So I told her that I would take
a lot of her Jews away and place
them elsewhere in the country.
“I’ll leave you with two or
three,” I said, “and then you’ll
have to try to get those people
through the war with you.”

Call Me Toos. Mies meant well,
but she never seemed to see the
danger of her situation.

“How can I reach you?” she
said.

This was such a dangerous
address, I thought, that I really
didn’t dare to have her reach

NOVEMBER 15, 1993 / THE BANNER 9



me—except under the safest of
circumstances. Besides, you
never left your real name
anywhere during the war—you
never used your own name in
resistance work.

The fact is, you didn’t want
to know anyone else’s name.
The more you knew during the
war, the more dangerous it was
for others, but the more
dangerous it was for you too. If
you were arrested, the Gestapo
would pull one fingernail, then
another, then another, until you
talked. People talked—they
couldn’t hold back. So we didn’t
want to know anyone else’s
name. The less you knew, the
safer it was for everyone.

So I told her, “You can call
me Toos, and listen, I'll call you
every morning before I go to
work, and I'll call you an hour
before my lunch break, and I
will call you two hours before
curfew. If you need me, I'll be
here.”

I was at that apartment three
or four times a week under the
name of Toos. I took Jews away,
I brought ration cards, and I
brought IDs without the J.

One day when I came to take
some people out, she had taken
six new ones in! I remember that
at one time—after I’d warned
her—she had twenty-seven Jews
in that one little apartment.

It was so scary. I told her,
“Mies, I am afraid to come
here.” I said, “From now on,
before I come, I’'m going to call
you from a phone booth around
the corner, and if you don’t
answer, I’m not coming.”

I don’t know if she ever
understood how dangerous it
was for her there.

“I have the feeling that one of
these days I’m going to ring the
bell here and I'm going to walk
right into the hands of the
Gestapo.” That’s what I told her.

The Gestapo. One day I phoned
Mies to ask if she needed any
supplies, and a man answered
her phone. A few hours later, I
called again, and a man
answered again.
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If you were
arrested, the
Gestapo
would pull
one fingernail,
then another,
then another,
until you
talked.

I didn’t like that at all. I was
scared.

So I called again later, and
again a man answered.

Across from Mies’s
apartment was a little grocery
store, and I thought that the best
way for me to sense what might
have happened would be to go
there and just listen to what
people were saying. If there had
been a razzia, a Gestapo raid, at
that address, the Germans would
have blocked off the street and
brought the soldiers and the
trucks and the bayonets on the
rifles. I was sure that if that had
happened, the people in the
neighborhood would still be

| talking about it.

So I took my ration cards and
pretended to go shopping. Sure
enough—they were all talking
about the Jews that were
arrested in the apartment across
the street along with the woman
who lived there. They all knew.

| It had happened, just as I had

thought it would.

Hein had been to the
apartment as well, so I told him
right away, and we both
disappeared. Instead of going
home, I slept at the houses of
friends. We thought it was the
smartest thing to do—just in
case. Neither of us were sure
that we’d been found out, but it
was the better part of wisdom
for both of us to hide out for a
while. For a few nights I slept at
my cousin’s.

Weeks passed, nothing
happened, and we began to think
that everything would be all
right. We went back to our
places—Hein to his apartment
and me to my parents’ house.

Then, one day, the Gestapo
came to my parents’ house while
I was at work. Later we
discovered they had found
Mies’s diary, where she had
listed everything: “Toos here
today”; “Toos brings papers”;
“Toos has been here, brought
IDs”’; “Toos has been here, took
Jews away.” I was there four
times a week for months. The
things I brought to that
apartment had all been stolen, so

the Germans knew that we had
to have been in contact with the
people who robbed their offices.

I was not home when they
came—my brother Albert was.
But his being home when they
came was dangerous too; Albert
himself had false papers at the
time.

Albert let these men in, two
Gestapo guys, and he spoke with
them, and they asked for me. He
told them that I was gone.

At first those two pretended
they were looking for me to help
them—that’s what they said.
They said they had heard that I
was a person who did a lot of
good things, helping people with
problems and so forth. They did
not say “Jews” or “Jewish
people,” but they acted as if
there was an urgent reason for
them to see me—they said they
needed me to help them.

But one of them had a
German accent; he could not
speak Dutch well. So Albert was
afraid and very suspicious. He
thought there was something
fishy about two guys at our
door—that was not how Jewish
people would operate. They
never asked to be hidden in that
way.

Once the two men left, my
brother quickly phoned our
office. I wasn’t there. I was out
at the government printing
office. A good friend of mine
named Nel worked there.

When my boss told Albert
where I was, Albert phoned Nel.
“Find Diet,” he said. “I think we
had the Gestapo at the door—I
don’t trust it. Tell her to call
me.”

I spoke with Nel, and when I
left her office, I didn’t go back
to my own office for fear the
Gestapo would next come there.
I did stop to see my boss for a
moment. I knocked on his door
and stuck my head in. “I have to
£0o,” I told him. “See you after
the war.”

His mouth fell wide open.

Then I left. Of course, I
didn’t go home. I couldn’t go
back to my parents safely, not
until after the war. O
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ber 14, 1943
e ; : ill it be exactly a year
Her story, which sh e ~ BT ay? Will I be with Hein
' with author James T ; 4 r own home? Will Jan be
) e ¢.again? Will we have heard
book form by Ee o | Y : rother Arjen?
Publishing Compa _ i T S % ‘oul know the answer to all
1994. It will be a < e PagiE » @8 Whese questions, Father, and we
through CRC Public B _ i ave to wait quietly, even
5 : : : 3 ugh we are longing so much
D know.
- My peace [is] in your hands,
mmanuel;
Break our chains and make
‘all things well.
Tonight I would have loved to
walk into the St. Gerardus
. Church just to pray quietly,
‘alone. But it is always busy,
| always something to do, never a
| quiet moment. When at long last
% g0 to bed, I am so sleepy, and
| in the morning again it is always
a hurry. Still, during the day in
my work, I am praying and
singing. (From the diary of Diet
Eman)

On April 26, 1944, Hein, my
fiancé, was arrested in
Leeuwarden, in Friesland, while
carrying loads of ration cards |
and false identification. He was
traveling under a false name,
with papers that said he was a
preacher. Preachers, unlike most
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other able-bodied men at that
time, were not routinely picked
up and sent off to Germany to
work in factories.

I was devastated, but the
intensity of the work that had to
be done kept me from slowing
down.

Hein managed to sneak some
instructions out of the prison
where he was first kept. They
were quite specific: he told our
whole group that we had to
empty the post-office box where
we’d hidden illegal documents
and materials, that we should
notify everybody in our
operation that he had been
arrested and would likely not be
released quickly, and that I
should not, under any
circumstances, go to Friesland
because the Germans knew of
specific instructions that he had
given me. Hein said they would
certainly be looking for me.

I was assigned to distribute
the things we had hidden and to
tell all the guys in Zwijndrecht
and The Hague what had
happened. I got the job because
it was getting more and more
dangerous for men to be on the
street.

On May 8, I remember—a
Monday—I was to travel around
and distribute the things we’d
emptied from the post-office
box. I was also to tell the others
more details of what had
happened to Hein.

Black Underwear. That
morning I had such a strong
feeling—I don’t know how to
explain it. I knew I was going to
be arrested. Hein and I had been
engaged already for some time
by May 1944, and I loved his
ring on my finger. But I thought
that if I was arrested—and that
morning I was sure I would

" had thought it through in my

| be—then the ring could be used

against me and against everyone
else, too. The name Hein was
engraved in it, after all. The
Germans would surely ask, “So,
Willie Laarman [my false name |
at the time], who is this Hein
whose name is in your ring?”
So I took my ring off, which
I'd never done before, and I
hated, just hated to do it; but I
did—and I gave it to Alie, my

stayed the night. “Alie,” I said,
“today I am sure I am going to
be arrested. Will you keep this |
ring?” I slipped it into her hand. | |
“I'm sorry,” I said, “but I have |
such sure feelings.”

“Willie,” she said, “you’re
nervous—that’s all. With Hein
arrested, you’re just extra
nervous.” ‘

“I’m very nervous,” I told
her.

But to me, even when I was
getting dressed, it was very clear
that I was about to be arrested.
Almost all the underwear I had
was light blue, but I had one pair
that was black. I was so sure [
was going to be arrested that I

| friend at whose house I had
\

AN
Dr. James Calvin
Schaap is professor
of English at Dordt
College, Sioux
Center, lowa. \

mind: when you go to prison, at
least you won'’t see all the dirt
on black underwear. So that’s
what I wore.

Off I went that morning, in
my black underwear, with no
engagement ring on my finger.
Inside I was torn to pieces by
what I had learned about Hein.
Everything I’'d hoped for in the
future, all of the plans I'd
made—we’d made—all of that
was put in jeopardy now. I knew
even then that being caught in
the way he was, carrying the ‘
things he was, knowing what he
knew, Hein—the man I loved so
much—was in very, very serious
trouble.

I was carrying all the stolen
stuff from the post-office box. I

had placed it, as always, in an
envelope in my bosom. It was
very dangerous stuff—
photographs for false IDs for
Allied pilots, lots of ration cards,
other false identification, and
money—about 500 guilders. |

False ID. When I got to the
railroad station at Zwijndrecht,

the train was standing there,

even though I knew it wouldn’t

be leaving for forty-five

minutes. During the war, the |
schedules were usually off. ‘

The train was practically
empty, so I took a window seat.
I had a book—Toen De Herten
Riepen (““When the Deer
Called”). I'll never forget the
title, even though I haven’t the
slightest memory of the story
itself.

I sat and read as the train
slowly filled up. Then, at about
a quarter to two or so, it
suddenly started moving, jarring
me away from the book.
Automatically I looked out of
the window, and I saw six
Gestapo guys right outside.

They jumped on and started
checking everybody’s IDs. The |
Gestapo often did random ‘

|
\

checks of trains—just here and
there, hoping to come up with
something.

They spread out over the
whole train, each of them taking
a car. One started checking
identification right across the
aisle from me.

“Ausweispapiere! \
(identification papers!)” he’d ‘
say to the passengers.

I was fluent in German, but I
was determined to stick to my
vow never to speak a word of
German as long as those men
occupied my country.

The lady across from me
showed her ID, and he gave it
back—and so it went with the
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next passenger and the next. He
went fast, really fast.

My heart was going bump,
bump, bump because these guys
had been looking for me for
more than a year. It had been a
year already since the raid at
Mies’s apartment. They’d been
coming to my parents’ home in
The Hague every two or three
weeks—sometimes at three in
the morning, other times at four
in the afternoon—always
searching. Besides, I had false
papers that I had just gotten,
| under the name Willie Laarman,
and the envelope with all the
stolen stuff.

I kept my head down, reading
in my book, and when he finally
got to me, I gave him my new
ID. When he’d checked
everyone else’s IDs, he had just
glanced down and given them
back—but not mine.

“Wann haben Sie das
bekommen?” he said.

I told him I didn’t speak
German.

He kept on jabbering at me.
He seemed inflated with a sense
of his own importance.

Then a helpful passenger said
to me, “He wants to know when
you got this ID.”

I said, “Oh, the date of issue
is on it. Everybody my age got it
November 1941.”

Then he wanted my ration
card as well. In the meantime,
the other five Gestapo had
finished, and they all came to
look at my ID. When they did,
all of them started laughing.

You see, in 1943 the
Germans had run out of IDs.
They had handed out millions,
to everyone in Holland age
sixteen and older. Then they
printed a whole new batch—
millions of them—in a slightly
different shade of gray.

The one I had was supposed
to be an old ID, but it was
printed on the new, slightly
different paper. I had walked
straight into their trap.

Miracle Raincoat. When the
train stopped in Delftsepoort, the
six Gestapo guys made me get
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When you

' go in prison,
at least you
won't see

all the dirt

on black
underwear.

off and sit on a bench in the
station and await another train.
Dutch railroad stations are often
cold and blustery and full of
people sitting on benches or
milling around on the platforms
where trains arrive and depart.

Immediately I opened my
blouse, even though it was a
chilly day and I"d always hated
my neck to be cold. I opened the
buttons as if I were hot. I
probably did have flames
shooting out of me—those
papers I was carrying were
really my death warrant, as well
as the death warrant of so many
in our operation.

At home, my wedding dress
was hanging. I didn’t want to be
arrested. I didn’t want to die. I
still had so much life in front of
me. I was really scared to death.

So I prayed on that bench in
Delftsepoort like I’ve never
prayed in my life. I pleaded with
God. I said, “Lord, if it’s
necessary, then we will give our
lives, but if it is at all possible,
grant that those six men give me
a half a second so that I can get
rid of this envelope.”

But if one wasn’t looking, the
other one was. If it had been
only one or two Gestapo, I think
I would have had a chance, but
six in half a circle around me
was just too many.

It’s easy to think that
miracles don’t happen anymore,
but I found out that they still do.
The t<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>