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May 5, Liberation Day in the Netherlands. Dressed in running clothes, I leave our house in Rabat at 8 a.m. 
and set off  towards the hustle and bustle of  the city. Nothing more beautiful than a city awakening. In the 
busy streets, I run in my own silent cocoon. Images of  yesterday, Remembrance Day, flash through my head. 
While I’m cooking, our oldest son suddenly calls out, “Dad, the Two Minute Silence is coming up.” I’d 
almost forgotten. How wonderful that he recognises this TV broadcast as being important. 
So there we are in our house in Rabat: a Dutch family standing in the living room on our Moroccan carpet 
in front of  a television screen, staring at the silence in Amsterdam. And the silence on the screen grips the 
four of  us too. Our youngest stands almost completely still – an achievement in itself. Just giving the remote 
control a tiny kick with his foot. Something has to move in the silence. The eldest is standing almost solemnly 
next to his mother. 
The Two Minute Silence is over. While the TV is showing more images, the questions begin. “Is it only for 
World War II? Why in Amsterdam? I’ve always wanted to see – without really being in it, mum – what war 
looks like. Did granddad experience the war? How?” 
At the dinner table. While we’re eating, our youngest sprints off. Nothing unusual. Suddenly, he’s 
remembered something. It needs to be dealt with right now. Yesterday, he’d forgotten. 
A poem. His poem. He hands it to me. 
It’s a poem about our family, about his place in this family, about worries, quarrels, love, about his loneliness, 
the importance of  the four of  us, ultimately his beacon. And it’s a rare insight into his soul, into his values. 
His brother is allowed to read it to us. Mum’s in tears, while I sit quietly and his brother’s eyes are glistening 
with emotion. We are feeling his story. 
Slightly embarrassed, our youngest shuffles back and forth. Visibly uncomfortable that we are touched, and 
proud. But deep inside he’s beaming. 
In silence, unexpected things can happen, the beauty of  the world may suddenly reveal itself  to you. It gives 
you courage and makes you grateful. 


