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After V-E Day, the 40th Tank Battalion was redesignated as the 40th Amphibious Tractor Battalion. Company B soldier John Hazenberg was a member of the Battalion. When the Battalion was stationed at Terneuzen, Netherlands, a local family there realized that Hazenberg was a surname (Haasenberg) from the Dutch province of Groningen, and they too were Groningers. So the Dutch family began corresponding with the family of John Hazenberg. Though the family were living in Grand Rapids, Michigan, they could still read Dutch. So the letters from Terneuzen are all in Dutch.
Scanned images of the original letters are also available in the Images folder of the 7th Armored Division Document Repository web site (www.7tharmddiv.org/docrep) in the 7AD/40 Tank folders.

The letters are in order by date. There were a total of 15 letters, but only the following have thus far been translated.
1. September 14, 1945

2. November 14, 1945

3. December 2, 1945

4. February 8, 1946

5. March 4, 1946

6. March 5, 1946

7. March 21, 1946 (Rotterdam)

8. June 18, 1946 (Grootegast)

To learn more about, read "The Netherlands at War: 1940-1945" by Walter B. Maass and watch the movie "Soldier of Orange".

September 14, 1945

Terneuzen, September 14, 1945
Nellie Heersma
Scheldekade 46
Terneuzen
Netherlands
Dear Mr. and Mrs. Hasenbeek,
     It will seem strange to receive a letter from someone totally unfamiliar.  This is how it happened, your son John lost his portfolio with letters and photos and my brother Jan found them. Father looked to see whose letters these were and saw the name Hasenbeek.  Father said to us he was sure this is a Groninger.  Father sent a letter with an American to his camp with the instruction that he could retrieve his pocket book at our address.  The following evening they already phoned, and later father and John, having a deep conversation about Groningen.  Because Father is a real Groninger, he is drawn to other Groningers.  Mother at first was hopeful that the soldier could speak Dutch, but it disappointed her that he had to do it with gestures.
     Otherwise we found it pleasant that he came.  It is too bad that he didn’t loose his pocketbook earlier, because he thinks he has to depart on Monday.  Hopefully he will soon be home. Now he is coming every evening, and Mother invited him for the whole Sunday, but he did not think he could come.  Father said to us that at least we have a soldier who could tell us much..  Since we were liberated September 20, 1944 we had many soldiers over.  It was always to give them them hospitality because in the service they had to miss home.
     We had a soldier from the R.A.F. for each evening in January from London, and while he was here, his wife wrote me once.  Afterward we corresponded regularly.  It is different, for it is difficult for me to write in English, because it has been a while since I was in high school.  For Dad it is easier because he taught English in school, but I thought it amusing to write a Dutch letter to a foreign country.  So I asked John if it were OK to write him.  I teased him that I would write a lot about him.  We are also members of the Gereformeede (Christian Reformed) Church.  It’s sad that in our country there is so much feuding with the followers of Schilder.  Maybe you have heard about it.  In certain areas it is hateful and divisive, and that does not speak well for the people supporting Professor Schilder.  In many places this feuding has caused church splits.  Fortunately it is a minority that supports Prof. Schilder.  He promotes a whole different teaching which we cannot call Reformed anymore.  Every day he has speaking engagements and travels throughout the country to see how many people he can convince to support him.
            Do you have a longing to come to Holland, or have you become through and through American, that you don’t care much for poor, little Netherlands.  
            We have experienced much under the tyranny of the Germans, of which thankfully you were spared.  During that time I often said that maybe we should go to another country. Fortunately our liberation went successfully, although we had 14 fearful days.  But in the northern parts of the country it was terrible, especially the famine. In Amsterdam alone 5,000 people died of hunger.  My brothers were in Rotterdam, my married brother was almost in Germany when he was able to escape, which almost cost his life.  The young men who were walking on the streets were shot dead.  To hide these men became more and more dangerous because of the Nazi raids.  For nine months we did not hear from him.  Mother worried much, and we thought we would never see him again.  In addition, Mother is very week and often sickly, but we can thank God that he provided the right outcome.  When the danger is the greatest the delivery is at hand.  It is sad you hear so little of gratitude from people.  Everybody always seems to complain.  The people suddenly think they can now buy everything again, and are disappointed that the stores are still empty.  They forget the Germans plundered us a little remains in our country, and the Netherlands is worse off than most.  September 20 we now had a great celebration of the liberation, and many of the Poles who liberated us joined us for the festivities.  We also had a pleasant Queens Day celebration for the first time since liberation.  I hope I will soon receive a nice big letter in return from you.
With hearty greeting from Father and Nellie.
November 14, 1945
Terneuzen, November 14, 1945
Dear Mr. and Mrs. Hasenberg,
            We have received your letter, and by this communication are becoming acquainted with you.  You sent greetings to your son, but some time ago he had already been transferred to France.  Too bad that we could only visit each other for such a short time.  He came here almost every evening for about four weeks.  You were writing about Schilder and Hoeksema.  John gave me a several copies of the Standard Bearer, which already included articles about the church strife.  The initial information was vague, but slowly on you will no doubt receive more information about it.  In our neighborhood it is serious.  In Terneusen it is not so bad yet.  Here three elders left the church.  We all received a circular from them stating we had to choose for or against Christ.   Underneath was the name of the Gerevormeerde Kerk of Terneusen and the three elders.  Interestingly they never complained about the old teachings and discipline of the old church.  The point of their complaint is baptism.  What men like Kuyper, Bovinck, Lindekoom and Bos and drew up in 1905 suddenly is no longer right with the support of Dr. Schilder.  According to him the baptism of a believer and unbeliever is equal.  Through baptism you go through a certain date, then you have to choose between heaven or hell.  Baptism is an invitation of grace—now you have to choose if you will serve God or not.  Eventually you come to the free will of people.  They reason too much and want to explain too much.  
            So you have to explain to the baptized one, believe you are a child of God and you are OK.  When you make profession of faith you say OK, I am a childe of God, so now you are a child of God.  This develops careless people.  A minister can no longer ask whether you have true faith, because this is an insult.  These are strange reasoning that do not depend on God’s Word and confessions.  These are positions that synod never approved.  They read into the synodical pronouncements that a child is regenerated at baptism, thereby trying to deceive members of the church.  Their conclusions are clear.  We view them as regenerated as long as they live it, and the same for those who made profession of faith.  It is a strange time after the war.  People are loosing their balance and do foolish things.  They often take all kinds of rumors for truth, not only in spiritual matters but in other matters as well.
            Many are searching for work; most do not have steady jobs.  Strong, healthy young people have no desire to work.  Some enjoy relief and never find a full time job.  Everywhere there is much work to be done, but not much comes of it.  They could build houses, but there is no cement.  There is no lumber.  They do not want to work in the fields because the wages are insufficient.  I think 60 cents per hour is reasonable, and on rainy days they still get paid.  How high must the price of products become?  Higher cost of goods and then complaints.  
            We are happy that the war is past, but we are not on top of the after effects yet.  We are thankful that America has helped us, because with this help the church has become independent again.  During the war the church was crystal clear on its positions as well as fought against the teachings of National Socialism.  Many pastors suffered in concentration camps as a result.  The church protested against the abduction of many men who became slaves in the factories of Germany.  Eventually the Germans destroyed the church just like it destroyed Germany itself.  There it started with the youth.  On Sundays the children were forced to attend the meetings of the Hitler Youth, and they made sure there was no time left for the church.  Those who dared to protest that would land up in the concentration camp.  Those who survived confirmed how terrible these concentration camps were.  It takes a strong faith to sustain the suffering for our Lord and Savior.  Many succumbed through fear and intimidation.  Thankfully the church can breath again, and strangely out of gratitude they are splitting the church.  
            Priority must be given to the victims.  Those who lost everything must be helped first.  But when is it the turn of the others.  The last five years we could buy nothing and everything is depleted.  When you need something you must first fill out papers and wait a few months for an answer.  You must fill out more papers and then get permission to buy something.  Then you find the stores empty.
            We are making progress with food, but extremely expensive—five times more expensive than before the war.  For example, apples cost 50 cents per kilo, but before the war they cost 10 cents, and so it goes on.  We live in a land where this you may not do and that you may not do.  So we hope that real freedom will return and we can live as we choose as we lived before the war.  
            Traveling is terrible.  Recently I went to Rotterdam by boat, starting at 7 AM and arrived at 6 PM.  I wanted to go to Groningen, but it is not sure you can make that in one day.  And sometimes you have to travel in animal cars like haring in a can.  Now that it is getting colder there is no heat in those train cars.  If you get in a good passenger car the windows are closed with boards because the glass is still broken.  The railway bridges are still destroyed.  You just cannot imagine what a hassle everything is in our country.  Materially America did not suffer, although many of their men gave their lives.  But here many families were destroyed.  Yesterday I read that the 200,000 families were destroyed in addition to the victims of hunger and suffering.  Thankfully we do not have any victims of the war to mourn in our family  .We hope that John will soon be with you again.  Then all will be normal again.  
With friendly greetings,
Heersema

December 2, 1945
Terneuzen, December 2, 1945

Nell Heersma

46 Scheldekade

Terneuzen

Dear Hazenberg Family,

                Finally I have a chance to write you back again because of the business I did not get to it.  Father wrote you a few weeks ago.  No doubt you already received this letter.  It was nice to receive a letter from you.  You write good Dutch, much better than my English.  

My youngest brother is still here, and his girlfriend came last week.  She is staying until New Year, for which we are happy.  This afternoon we walked to  Axel, 8 km. From here to listen to Rev. Kraan from Vlaardingen.  He preached about the last two verses of Psalm 27.  It was a beautiful sermon.  They worshiped in a school because the church split and the followers of Prof. Schilder claimed the building, so that the other people had to settle with the school.  We were stiff from walking two times one and one-half hours since we cannot use the bicycle because tires are not yet available.  It was beautiful weather and it is nice to hear a different preacher since we still have the same one. 

Recently I have been gone many evenings and presently I am in the church choir and we have to practice much for the Christmas program.  We are singing together with the choir of Axel.  We are singing an eight part piece, and that sounds so good.  This will be the first Christmas in peace time, and I trust will not be the last.  Almost everyone thinks we will soon have war again.  This is not to be hoped, because the next war will be worse with that terrible atomic bomb.  People are already talking about how they can most speedily destroy other people.  If that’s the way people remain, it will not be a real peace, but only a preparation for the next war.  It turns out as the Bible says that one woe follows upon the other.  Don’t you believe we are quickly going toward the end?  That will be a terrifying time, or do you find me extremely pessimistic? 

It would be nice for you if John would be home by Christmas.  I am sure that then you would have a beautiful Christmas wreathe on the table.  Then we will peek around the corner.  We will cross the sea on a water bike and suddenly you will have the whole Heersma family visiting, if that were possible.  We write each other and we don’t even know each other.  Yet it is not strange for me to write you.  It just seems as though I am chatting with you.  

My brother has been trying for a while to purchase a bakery business, but has not been able to so far.  He almost bought one in Winterswyk and would get married this month.  He wanted me to go with him to take care of the store.  Just at the last moment the sale fell through.  He felt bad about this because it is so difficult to get hold of a business—too many buyers and not enough properties available.  I had already given notice at the office, but fortunately I could come back.  Now Jan wants to ask you if there is a future in America to start a business.  What do you think of it?  It is a good thing Mother doesn’t know what I’m asking you because she would find it difficult if we would go that far away.  He already told his girlfriend that if there is something there he would go first and she could come later.  She didn’t find that too hard to accept.  I was surprised that she found that acceptable.  From John we receive a letter every week.  Last week he sent me several issues of the Standard Bearer.  Father loves to read them.  In the past, the uncle from Redlands used to send them.  Father wrote him twice and I wrote him once to continue that.  I also wrote him that if he found mistakes in our writing he shouldn’t laugh about it because it is not easy to write in a different language and express yourself in your own mother tongue.

All of last winter we had an R.A.F. Englishman with us. He still writes and us regularly.  He writes much about the church worship services, but it is difficult to respond because of the many difficult words that are required.  Fortunately I had a big English dictionary, which keeps me sweet all night and I am learning from it also.  Now I hope that you will soon write me back if it is not too much effort because we love to receive your letters.  I wish you all a blessed Christmas and a Happy New Year.

Hearty greetings from all to all,

Nellie

PS – If you ever have an extra photograph or picture, send us one.  John showed us one of your photographs and I have almost forgotten it.  Am I too bold in asking this?  

February 8, 1946
Terneuzen, February 8, 1946

Dear Haasenberg Family,

            How you surprised us and at the same time shamed us!  Two days ago we received a package.  What a joy that was!  And yesterday another package.  This made us embarrassed.  We are extremely thankful, but this is too much.  We can certainly find good use for everything.  The last five years we have been unable to buy anything, and even now there is very little available.  This week was the first time we could buy a skane of wool in the store.  At 6 o’clock in the morning two people were already in line, and at 9:30 there were 300 in line.  The store did not open until 10 o’clock.  Go stand in line for three hours!  Even if you wait that long, by the time your turn comes they are all sold out. 

Here we had a timely liberation, but the boys were in Rotterdam.  There they suffered much hunger.  With the boys everything turned out good, but they had to work hard to get a little to eat.  Out of need my oldest son had to trade in his overcoat for some potatoes.  Another coat of his was stolen.  Now you understand why the coat you sent was so welcome.  Who knows how long it will take to buy another one?  And then the worse off will get priority.  They are extremely expensive.  The war emptied all our savings and the wages are very low that very little can be purchased.  In addition, in May they are expecting a baby, so it remains what is to be seen.  My brother has already sent some baby clothes.  Fortunately they are receiving some help. Now he has experienced another bad day. During the war days he had rented a cart from a friend.  The Germans took the cart away from him and never got it back.  He was the responsible person and had to pay the friend for the cart.  Repaying his friend will no doubt be a small amount, but it will be another burden.  You want to help someone and then this happens.  

It is an awful time.  The war is passed, but now what?  We have a national debt of 20 billion gilders.  The taxes are becoming enormous.  All we do is work for the national debt.  And then we have the war in Indonesia, and that costs more money.  We have become an extremely poor people, as you no doubt already know how much they have taken away from us.  The warehouses are empty, many factories were moved to Germany, and then the terrible suffering.  In Groningen and Friesland many people were shot and killed.  There is almost no family not sorrowing the death of a loved one.  Of all the occupied countries, our Netherlands suffered the most.  Even now many mass graves are discovered, and many are still missing after they fled to Russia and nobody knows what happened.  Some of our people are under the impression that we are under the judgment of God, but most of them are not.  All they do is dance and visit the theaters, and the church remains empty.  May that change!  Then we will have a future.  

Now, dear friends, hearty greetings and again thanks.

Mrs. H. Heersma  

March 1, 1946
Terneuizen, 1 March 1946

Dear Friends!

            My husband is writing a letter to your son, so I will write a note to you because I can’t write English too well nor speak it.  Too bad, eh!  How are you doing?  A bond has developed between us and we have never seen each other.  What a beautiful time it was when your son and others came here.  We think and talk about it often.  

            I thank you heartily for your love that we have received.  Total strangers we are to you, yet you have given so much love.  We are humbled by it, and what have we done to deserve it?  This week I came home from Rotterdam, where my oldest son lives.  They are expecting their first child in May.  She is terribly malnourished and that is now ravishing her body.  She often falls and is terribly weak.  There is very little muscle or fat on her.  We now have chickens and are saving the eggs for her, so we don’t eat them ourselves.  The stores are still empty here, so you can understand how happy she is with all this.  Jan is still at home and is happy with the smoke shop called Jan Cigarette, so you know the rest.  I still remember your son once said pas op (be careful) as well as smeerlap (people you cannot trust).  But now he is with you again, and I am sure he would not want to go back to those times.  Now I must quit, and again, my hearty thanks and a hearty handshake.  Please write again soon.  Do you still have that good tasting coffee?  Your son will know what I mean.  It tasted so good—we really enjoyed.  

Yours,

C Heersma, Jan Nell & Jantje

March 5, 1946
Terneuzen March 5, 1946

Dear Haasenberg Family,

Since I am at home by myself tonight, it’s a good time to write you a letter.  How are you?  No doubt very happy that your son is home.  How he will be spoiled!  Mother went with my sister for a few weeks to Rotterdam to my oldest brother.  That is really something when she leaves.  It hasn’t happened in years.  Mother loves to work and take care of us and she cannot take it if others are neglected and she feels others have not done it right.  But since Pete often asked her to come, she finally went, and so Father, Jan and myself, the three of us stayed behind.  We got a lot of work done when I went to the office, and the rest I did at home.  Jan cooked the meals, since he is unemployed and the baker can do everything.  We had Father for supervisor.  During that time we received your package.  Father, no doubt, has already written you.  We were very happy with it and again thank you.  The postman brought it in the morning around 9 o’clock.  Jan came with it in the kitchen.  I had my coat on already to go to work, but I was so nosy about the package that I could not resist the temptation to be there when it was opened, and I was 15 minutes late at work.  How happy we were with everything.  The peas were extremely welcome because vegetables are almost unavailable.  The calendar we have hung in the living room so that when we have company we can say what a beautiful calendar you sent us.  We are proud to say it’s an American calendar.  What beautiful pictures it has.  I never knew Michigan was so beautiful when compared to our country.  Jan was also very happy with the cigarettes and cigars.  Afterwards we found out that he had secretly written you for them and thought that was not very nice of him.  It’s a little bold.  He had not mentioned it to me at all because he knows that I don’t like them.  

            It continues to be problematic for him to buy a business.  Several times he thought he was in luck, but someone else had priority.  There are too many buyers and not enough to buy.  If you’re not in the middle of the country, it becomes very difficult to buy a business, and to develop a new business is not allowed.  You cannot add a new bakery to existing ones.  He now has all his certificates but cannot go beyond that.  Uncle wrote him from Redlands that if he any inclination to start a business in Redlands, it has 18,000 residents but only three bakeries.  He could easily start there.  Jan had real interest to go there, but Mother finds it so terrible for him to go away and will try hold him back, I think.  Jan asked whether I would go with him to help in the business, but I said if Father and Mother also go with us. I’m eager to see how it turns out.  There are so many Hollanders that want to go to America, but our government is not giving permission even though it’s approved by America

            Nest week I will go for several days to Rotterdam and April 1 I will start a new job at an office in a bank.  It is quite easy to get an office job here since there is a shortage of skilled personnel.  Things aren’t really looking up in our little country, and it will take many years to get on top again if we can keep peace.  But as long as people don’t change, that will not happen, I think.  

            On a regular basis many Hollanders are coming from India (Indonesia).  My have they suffered also and came from the boat with nothing along except the clothes they could wear.  An acquaintance of mine whose daughter is married to a missionary came over from India with five children.  They were so emaciated they could not be recognized anymore.  So many people died there as martyrs.  

            Your mission paper and the other papers were read by Father and me from cover to cover, and found them very nice.  We come across so many Dutch names in them.  I’m sure these Hollanders have a good time with each other.  What a beautiful building that Holland Home, and it even has a little windmill in front of it.  In foreign countries they just don’t know the Netherlands without a windmill and a Dutch girl.  I will end my letter.  If you have time, please write me back.

Hearty greetings,

Nell

March 21, 1946 (Rotterdam)
Rotterdam, 21-3-46

J W Heersma

Nesserdyk 53A

Dear Haasenberg Family,

            I must first heartily congratulate you with the safe homecoming of your son John.  It is a great privilege to come out of the war alive while so many others were casualties and are to be mourned.  We have all experienced so much, especially those who were persecuted by the occupiers with hunger, persecution and concentration camps.  We experienced much hunger also.  Personally I was in Rotterdam all that time and lost total contact with my parents and family because they were already liberated in September 1944 while we only in the beginning of May 1945.  Terrible things happened in that time, but fortunately we all survived it.  Therefore, for us it is a great privilege to enjoy the free world again.  Immediately following the liberation I went home (Terneuzen), where it was a great joy to see each other again after so much suffering.

            After a little while I found a package of photos that appear to be from John.  We were able to contact your son again and we shared a real joyful evening together.  We noticed immediately that he felt right at home.  It was so nice that he came from a Christian family, something you don’t experience much with the Americans.  Now we often still receive packages from you in Terneuzen, and want to heartily thank you.  We are really touched by it, and every time it’s a thrill.  Please thank John also.  It’s too bad that I can’t write him personally since I can’t do it in English.  I am starting to work on it, and it’s my plan to go to America since there is very little future for me here.  It will take some time yet since it is not so easy.  I am at present 28 years old and am engaged with a girl from Rotterdam.  We would love to be married soon, but since we have nothing for house or furniture, so we will have to postpone it for a while.  In the past, before the war, you could get everything.  But today, you still need 10,000 guilders to start, and then you do not have enough.  For bedroom furniture you still have to pay 2,600 guilders, and it wasn’t even that much before the war.  And so it is with everything.  Sheets and pillowcases you can’t even get here.  I just received a packet from a cousin of mine in America with some flour bags which my fiancé will make into sheets, and that will do for us.  I hope that you will send me some more.  I don’t know, but I find it hard to ask him for more.  Maybe it is not easy for him to get them.  Even this week we received a packet from your daughter, and I want to take this opportunity to thank her, because we are extremely grateful to receive these packages from strangers.  It has been a long time since we have received a letter from John.  Ask him if he will write some time because Father will read them to me in Dutch, which I can understand better than English, obviously.  Once more, thank you for the cigarettes.  They sure tasted good and they are very scarce here.  Greetings to all, and especially to John

            From John’s friend, Jan

            J W Heersma   

Nesserdyk 53A

            Rotterdam

June 18, 1946 (Grootegast)
Grootegast, June 18, 1946

Dear Friends,

            We thought about writing you a letter.  You will not doubt think, a letter from the Netherlands?  Where does that come from?  So I will let you and your wife know.  This winter we received s letter from Bert and Nellie Hares that you are with them in Grand Rapids.  That was a miracle because Nellie is my cousin.  I have four lady cousins and three male cousins and an uncle.  Earlier my Father had a brother and a sister, but they are both gone.  My uncle and aunt in America are also gone.  Uncle Willem is still there, and we wrote each other often when the parents were still living.  But that all ended when the war came, because everything changed.  The war restricted everything as to what you could do in our country.  Our land is completely robbed and murdered and everything was sold by ration coupons—which meant little bread and less fuel.  We were always happy when Saturday came and we received new coupons.  There was no shortening, except for cheap cooking oil.  I said to my boys the moffen (Germans) ate the good stuff.  Yes, if you were only here to see what happened and how everything went, you would realize how many young men were murdered in the concentration camps in Vugt, near Ammersvoort, where they were first brought, and most of them never came back again because they were brought to their death there and others were shot.  Even in the village of Grootegast five were killed.  Our next-door neighbor, H. Top, was shot in bead.  What a good man he was!  No doubt you will remember him from the past.  His son for whom they came was in hiding, and because they could not find him, they shot the father as well as the mayor of the village of Oldekerk, who also was murdered and his body was found on the other side of Groningen in a mass grave with 26 others.  And in Westerborg 15 from Marum were buried in a mass grave.  That’s how you find out what happened to them.  But we don’t hear anything from that anymore lately.  And those airplanes at night!  Friday evening in Sebaldeburn the bombs completely destroyed a house and severely damaged the drawbridge where Reges Van Hoog was standing.  He was so unnerved that it took him three years before he dared to go across it again even with a bus.  Then Garkeurken was also bombed on Saturday afternoon.  Our house just shook.  Our son, Hank, was in bed.  I said to Hank to get out of there because I thought they would bomb our house too.  But we were not involved in it any further.  But then came the forced labor digging trenches, and our oldest had to do that like a dog on the other side of the city of Haren.  Our Jan stayed home.  He was disqualified, and after that they never came here again although he left for two nights because we were warned of raids when the moffen (Germans) would come to pick him up. Those were fearful nights and we had little sleep.   Other night there was the fear of burning airplanes which fell nearby, but the war is fortunately over.  And the national socialist supporters are fortunately behind barbed wire at Nuis, where they built a camp for Nazi sympathizers from Grootekast and other sympathizers.  I trust they will receive just punishment, those rascals.  Now we can sleep in peace again, and in America our family was fearful about how we were, and we about them, but the Lord spared us all, as we celebrated this week.  All the churches in our country had a thanksgiving service and a children’s celebration.  In Oldekerk and here everything is still the same, but Oldekerk is changed because Oldekerk became a town since we lived there.  It has a new parsonage and great changes and the community has progressed so much that even our pastor changed and moved to Zuidlaren, where he also died.  All the change included a paved road and new houses.  Peter Leunstra and wife have died and their son, Jacob Leunstra has already retired.  He had his auction sale and sold all the cows and now lives in Niezyl, where he still farms with a cousin of my husband, Attje De Boer, whom you no doubt know.  She is in very poor health, full of  rheumatism so that she cannot move and they have to carry her to bed and take her out again. She is a widow since her husband died a few years ago and still has two children at home.  The rest are married.  I thought about stopping by there sometime, but that is as far as it has come.  It is too far to walk, and I have to pace myself too.   I have been down the last five months and must live carefully and not overdo.  Then our son Hank who was in hiding for five years has been in the hospital because he suffers from epilepsy but is able to get around a bit if he is careful.  We are thankful that he is still with us because he is such a pious young man.  According to Nellie, your son is also engaged.  When you’re facing your marriage everything looks rosy, but then illnesses come, as I have experienced with Hank, but the Lord gives strength according to each one’s needs to carry our worries.  You have no more family here since your brother Peter passed away and also a daughter, but we do not know what happened to the widower because he had moved away.  There were two daughters, but we do not know what happened to the widow because she moved away from here.  Her daughter was my brother’s daughter’s best friend, and visited her on the farm but later on she became sick too.  She was so ailing that it di not seem very promising.  She always had stomach problems, and all she did is lay around and sleep.  She is regained her health and has been married for several years already and has a child, a boy seven years old.  She was already dating when she was still sick.  We thought, why don’t they just end their dating because the future didn’t look good, but no, they felt cut out for each other.  Things are going reasonably good now.  The girl always had a sore throat, but it’s going better now, and we will write about that later.  But the clothing needs are still here, so if you have extra, please send it here.  We have a need for underwear.  We have two boys, they youngest 26, the oldest 30.  We had packets come to the village from America for distribution, including coats and curtains, but we stood in line for four hours to get something.  By the time you get there the bags are empty.  In March it is very cold here, and because of my health I cannot stand in line for four hours; I would be sick the next day again, so if you could send directly some underwear of larger sizes and other clothing, that would be so much appreciated by all of us.  We are extremely thankful for the two packages of food and two packages of clothing that were sent to us.  We hear things are real good in America.  Bert and Nellie write that you can buy everything you need there, but here in 

Groningen you come to empty stores.  I went there last week but the stores are empty and the city was so badly bombed that the streets were all gone.  If you and your wife would ever see this you would not believe it.  But we are thankful we survived.  We here there are grain ships coming in and also sugar, but there are major strikes in Amsterdam, so these boats have been redirected to other countries.  Recently it happened again when a boatload of bananas came to port, but they would not unload it, so the boat went back to Denmark with its load.  Our son Hank loves them, but we just can’t get them.  One time we were able to get some oranges, which we have not had for a long time. But they were good for him and his illness.  In the morning I give him a plate of oatmeal porridge, but that’s all we can get for him.  The doctor gave us a few coupons for eggs, so right now we have some.  But I am fearful that things will get worse in the future, but there is not much we can do about it.  You asked about on what side of Grootekast we live, we live on this side of the drawbridge, next to the family of Den Heer, who were no doubt living there when you lived here.  We have our own new house that my husband built because he is a carpenter by trade.  We have an orchard behind us with apples and peaches.  It looks like a good crop, but last year we had nothing.  We are getting older, my husband is 68 and I am 62 and find it difficult to pick the fruit, so we rent it out.  It has been a long letter, so I am ending now.  I hope we will hear back from you as to how you are doing and your family and your married children.  No doubt you’re not young either any more, 64 years old.

Greetings from your friends,

Allandus Nicolai and Antje Nicolai Noordhuis

PS, I will enclose our address

Allandus Nicolai

A 108 Grootekast

Province Groningen,

Nederland

