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Loesje Pronk had that morning off and walked absorbed in thought in the garden of her parents. 

Mother had said that she did not want her help in the kitchen, because she could see that Loesje was 

still tired of the festive night before. She was engaged to marriage with Jan Timmermans, and 

following the Dutch tradition in Giethoorn there had been a kind of a party where just about everybody 

had come to congratulate them, bringing small gifts or a bouquet. It had been thrilling and it still made 

her head spin, while she thought about the people she had seen, the remarks that were made, the 

surprises, etc. 

A year ago her father had not been very happy with Jan. He called him a dreamer and wondered 

once how he could imagine to marry his daughter, while he was writing poetry, stories and books that 

were not yet published guiding a youth group of the church and playing the organ. But, suddenly, all 

had changed when father suggested that Jan would come to help him at the farm, because he was 

plagued by rheumatism. They had seen God’s hand in this and thanked Him for it. Within a fortnight 

her father and Jan had become friends. Jan enjoyed the variety of the jobs and was very interested in all 

he learned about agriculture. 

Loesje was the assistant of the district nurse, visiting elderly people who were ill, and those who 

were recovering from accidents. She was thinking about the wedding. Jan and she wanted it to be 

traditional. They had heard about all sorts of new, modern ideas in that area, but that did not attract 

them at all. It had to be well organized, so that twenty-five years later they would not have to say to 

each other, “We should have.... It would have been better, if..” Someone had to make a series of 

photographs of the whole day, which they could put in an album. And a video with the ceremony and 

the speeches. Perhaps the church choir would be willing to sing, like they did at evangelism meetings.... 

Loesje had a brother and a sister who were both married; she guessed they would be willing to lend a 

helping hand. And guests for the dinner, who had to be invited and who not, and where did they sit at 

the table? Jan knew a decent restaurant which was not expensive. Pity, his parents were no longer alive, 

but he had an uncle who had always helped him with good advice. He was also very kind to her. Some 

relatives lived overseas; would they come over for the wedding, or at least some of them? 

Loesje realized, thousands of girls would have had similar thoughts and each one still different 

from the other—possibilities, money, circumstances, health. She felt herself wonderfully blessed. There 

had never been serious problems at home. She hoped and prayed that the Lord would give Jan and her 

the same, and their children.. “Till death do us part” the wedding form aptly put it.. It was Springtime. 

Birds were singing all around her, bees were going from one flower to the other. Oh, life was beautiful! 

She watched two ducks disappear over the edge of the foggy earth. 
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