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That Saturday morning Jessica Van Haren lay in bed with the thought, that she had been 

blessed in many ways. Only she could not yet make up her mind, whether she wanted to wake up 

already or not. It was the day of her twenty-fourth birthday. There was a green line put around 

that date on the calendar on the wall. 

At half past seven, Tony, her husband, got up without making noise and he had softly 

drawn back the curtains. The old Frisian clock downstairs in the hall struck one time, so she 

quickly looked at her watch and saw also that the sun shone at the snow-covered landscape. 

Since the day that they knew that a baby was on its way, Tony had started to watch over 

Jessica’s well-being. No lifting of big or heavy things, go to bed in time, etc. 

They were almost three years happily married. He was a notary’s managing clerk in town 

and she had been in his office as a secretary, till the day that they were married by Tony’s father, 

a minister in The Netherlands. 

Jessica chose her most beautiful dress. The choice was not very difficult, since she only 

had just a few dresses in her wardrobe. Well, she preferred the light yellow silk one, because that 

matched best with her raven-black hair. 

Apart from that, she did not want many visitors coming to congratulate her. She did not 

need a lot of curious looks and questions of people who wanted to know everything about her 

pregnancy; they annoyed her. Certain relatives had the habit to swamp her with good advice, 

others told her in every detail about all the things that could go wrong and what to do about it. 

Often he tried in vain to keep them busy by showing some albums with photographs Tony had 

made, because he had traveled a lot abroad. 

In fact, it was only Uncle Frank, who was a born storyteller, who did keep people busy; 

he could always get a word in between the pieces of cake with whipped cream and the fruit cups. 

He was also the one who had let this small country house to them, in which once his parents had 

lived. It was built in 1917 by a well-known architect. 

However, it became a pleasant evening together. Amongst the visitors had been Doctor 

Binnema, who had surprised her with a glass scale with apricots he had grown in his own 

hothouse, where he had several trees and bushes with fruit that you could otherwise only get in 

the summer. He told her, when he left, that he wanted her to come to a department of the 

maternity home in the city where he could make a “scan” of her fetus, as to see if everything was 

all right. He advised against an X-ray, because that could harm the child. 

Dr. Binnema knew Jessica Van Haren already since many years, because he had been the 

family doctor of her parents, till they were killed in a traffic accident. Since that day he was like 

a father to her and he had made it a habit to pay the Van Harens a visit once a month, apart from 

the birthdays and regardless the weather conditions. In the evening he usually left his car at home 

and came walking, which he liked to do often. He always told her and Tony, that it was good for 

your heart. As a matter of fact, he seemed to be usually in good health. 

Jessica almost forgot the appointment, which she regarded as a routine obligation for 

mothers, but she was just in time. There was no snow anymore on the streets, which made 

matters easier for her. 

But the “scan” wiped the smile from her doctor’s face. He was not satisfied with what he 

saw and said, “I want you to come back next week. I will ask a colleague to come and have a 



look. He is an expert in this field... Don’t worry. I often ask his opinion about scans. We have to 

be careful all the time. As long as it is possible, a prevention is always better than cure.” 

When Jessica came home, Tony was home already, wanting to know how it went. When 

she had told him, he said that next week he would go with her. So they got to know doctor 

Louwers, who was a specialist in obstetrics. “I advise regular visits to my room in the hospital,” 

he said. “It appears to me, that something is missing or not yet developed. I am not sure. The 

heartbeat is normal and the child is lively. But, it could be that a part of the diaphragm is 

missing. I would like to see you next week, and there will also be a midwife to become familiar 

with you.” 

This was a big shock for Jessica, but Tony said. “Doctor, please, tell us straightaway 

what we can expect.” 

Doctor Louwers answered “We cannot see everything on a scan, but probably each week 

something more. Only at the moment of birth we can see exactly what the condition of the baby 

is, and soon after that do an operation. I say in general that there is a forty percent survival rate.” 

Tony put an arm around Jessica’s shoulders and nodded, “So, we will come to see you 

once a week.” 

They went to see the minister of the church and they had a good, long talk with him. It 

was encouraging to hear this elderly, experienced man, who had become a rock amidst all the 

ups and downs of life, explaining how they could trust the Lord under all circumstances, that He 

would look after the three of them, before and after the birth of the child, which was God’s 

property. He understood how upset they were about what the doctors had said. He felt just as 

worried as they were. 

Tony looked at him and saw something in him, that reminded him of his father, who lived 

in England. That man was at peace, living with God. 

An hour later he went home with Jessica and he heard that she had had the same feeling. 

They also noticed that there was springtime in the air. Tony said, “Next week I will make a start 

with the room for the baby. Clear it out, painting the walls, varnishing the door, vinyl on the 

floor. Then the cradle can get its place, which you have so nicely decorated already, waiting in 

the spare room.” 

She saw the excitement in his brown eyes. They stood still. She embraced and kissed 

him. 

The day came that Dr. Binnema decided: “Jessica, it is time to go to the hospital. There 

you will be constantly under the control of Dr. Louwers and his staff. You get your own room, 

where you will be connected with a monitor. In this special ward there are eight rooms. All 

women with cases like yours. You can communicate with each other, every day there will be a 

minister who comes to have a talk, and also a lady of the social services. You have a telephone 

and an intercom within your reach. You must remember, it is very important, when your baby 

comes, that you go at once to the delivery room, where a whole team will be ready to take care of 

you and the child. That can be the difference between life and death for both of you…. But we 

remain humans. It is God alone who will decide…. I know, it is three weeks early. You did not 

expect this already, but we just minimize the risk.” 

Tony and Jessica understood. 

She quickly put some things in a suitcase and Tony brought her to the hospital, where Dr. 

Louwers and two midwives welcomed her. 

Soon she became used to the new environment. Every night Tony came and they ate a 

meal in her room, with the compliments of the hospital. 



She had also good talks with her next door neighbor, who was very optimistic about the 

whole matter. 

The baby grew inside Jessica. She noticed the kicking and turning around every day. She 

said friendly, encouraging words, and played beautiful music. 

A few days later her next door neighbor got her baby, but the doctors noticed that it had a 

heart problem. 

Tony and Jessica were allowed to have a look at her. So they could also see where Jessica 

would have to go to. The nurses walked there with masks before their faces. It was very warm in 

the room, and everywhere there were machines, control panels, small ventilators, cylinders with 

oxygen, panels and dials, knobs and buttons. 

The baby was connected with several wires, tubes, etc. Small lamps switched on and out, 

around the open incubator. Above it a sign said intensive care. 

The birth of Wilhelmina van Haren was not a problem. Dr. Louwers said that her 

condition was much better than he had dared to expect. She could probably be operated on six 

days later. Soon the lungs could work themselves, he thought. Jessica was allowed to hold her 

little right hand for a moment, and she whispered: “O God, many thanks.” 

That same night she heard that the other baby had died… 

Wilhelmina was operated on and everything became all right. In five weeks time the 

whole body worked perfectly. One machine after another was disconnected. She received the 

mother-milk instead of artificial food and was growing forty grams a day. 

A week later they were allowed to go home: mother and child. But there was a warning: 

the lungs of Wilhelmina needed yet time to develop further and should not be disturbed by 

visitors with a cold. 

Wilhelmina became a lovely child. When she was five years old she knew already much 

about the Bible and Jesus Christ, her Saviour. She often surprised her parents with questions you 

would not yet expect from a child of her age. The Van Harens were very happy and thankful for 

this gift from God. 
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