Stolen
Innocence

‘From religious manipulation
to wholeness’
It cost a life’

Ria La Riviere

Copyright © 2000
Ria 1a Riviére
P.O.Box 81065, 3009 GB ROTTERDAM
The Netherlands




All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced og
transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including
pgotocopy, recording or any information storage and retrieval sustem, without
permission in writing from the publisher.

Published by:

Continental Sound/Christian Artists, Rotterdam
Cover photo: Leen 12 Riviere
Translation: Sylvia Dierks-Mallett
Lay-out: W.A La Riviere
©2000

Stolen Innocence, Ria 1a Riviere
Routerdam: Continental Sound/Christian Artists
ISBN; 90-76126-98-2

P

Ria La Riviére
Continental Sound/Christian Artists
Postbox 81065
3009 GB Rotterdam — The Netherlands
0031104212592
info@continentalsound.org info@christianartists.org
www.continentalsound.org www.christianartists.org




Contents

Foreword by Jenny Schneider-van Egten
Introduction

1

[ap MR, RN L N L S

(Vo e s JES |

Hospital (1)
Hospital {2)

The schoof outing
Conscience
Quarrels

Sharing a house
The fadder
Meddling

The film

The dancing lesson
The church

The choice

The assignment
Door-to-door selling
The prayer meeting
Never good enough
Going out

Criticism

Hair buns
Intimidating sermons
The group within the group (1)
The group (2)
Leaving the job

The tent

Pearls
Discrimination
Being pure

Fire

Interference

Group jargon

Cures

Bloopers

The judgement
Grief

Instructive prayer
Sex before marriage

page

1
12
13
15
16
18
20
22
24
25
27
28
30
31
32
33
35
37
39
40
42
44
45
47
48
49
51
53
54
56
38
59
61
62
63
64

37 Pregnant

38 Evangelisation, wanted or unwanted
39 Under the blood

40 Spiritual rape

41 Kneeling

42 . Departure

43 Holy Communion

44 Negativity

45 Rebel

46 Learn and live

47 My partner's influence
48 My children's influence
September 1995

September 1999

Interview with Ria La Riviére
Alterword by Thea Fonteyn



R

&

Foreword

By : Jenny Schneider-van Egten

"Power is a structural fact, That is the first thing we have to recognize.
The misuse of power can be expressed, for example, in sexual abuse,
viclence or manipulation. For the victims, they are all equally bad.
Ria's book is so important because it shows the awful consequences
of (religious) manipulation. From a social point of view, it is this kind
of psychologicat violence that produces the largest group of victims."

“This booklet shows ministers, leaders, pastors, what the
consequences are when you assume to speak ‘on God's behalf,
because it pushes the listener into the corner, and he/she has no
defence. It is also apparent that well-intended sermons can provoke
very different reactions in different people. A sermon about God the
Father could have a totally adverse effect on women who have been
sexually abused by their own fathers. It has 1o do with the many
'Images of God' circulating among us. And projecting the wrong kind
of image (e.g. a ‘God who always answers your prayers’) can cause
considerable disappointment in some people.”

"Ria's story will be familiar to many. She describes examples of abuse,
carried out by people, refatives (including church ministers), whom
you should normally be able to trust, And that is hard to bear. It is true
that many people are happy to place their trust in others, but not
everyone is able to handle that (assumed) trust so well. And it is very
sad that people misuse that fundamental trust in order to manipulate,
In Ria's case it was a brother, a sister and a brother-indaw. Outside
impulses are necessary before the situation can be critically evaluated.
In this case, there were not enough of these impulses, so that Ria
found herself imprisoned in this manipulation circuit for far too long.
Her perception was razor-sharp, but it took many years before she
dethroned her extended family and started to make her own
decisions. And, finally, she was free! Her story akso shows how
important it is for every religious community, church, and movement
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to have critical thinkers among it. Situations should be questioned,
critically analyzed and put into perspective; in matters of faith too. As
a young girl, Ria has an instinctive understanding of what was going
on, but dares not dethrone the negative pawer around her. As time
goes by, her perceptive powers increase, and she finally summons the
courage to define her contours, This is followed by a period of
learning to see people in their true colours, an incorrect image of God
has 10 be replaced, and distorted expectations of faith have to be
restored. She was fortunately sensible enough to seek professional
help, available as part of the Regional Mental Health Care services.
itis quite an undertaking, in the wake of false security, to look for real
security. You see much the same thing in other kinds of violence, such
as sexual abuse within the nuclear family. The outside world assumes
that the family environment constitutes the pinnacle of security,
whereas for the victims it is the pinnacle of insecurity, The victim
wonders : "How can you make this clear to someone else, and how can
you extricate yourself from it? It is even more difficult if the inherent
desire for freedom and independence is deliberately smothered by the
so-called irrefutable tenets of faith, or determines the kind of
behaviour expected of you. And if, 2s a child, you are not given the
support you need, then there is no way out.”

Ria's stories are pure. A kind of instantaneous camera exposure, which
gives a very painful total impression.

The events are set down in razor-sharp terms. The reader is then left
totally free to draw his/her own conclusions. This style also makes the
book extremely appropriate for therapeutic sessions. It might take the
form of reading one of the stories, after which the participants would
be asked to respond by writing down their first impression (one
sentence} on paper. The sentences would then be read out loud, one
after the other, and without comment. After that, an in-depth group-
discussion would follow. I can but rejoice that this book has been
published. As I said earlier : many will recognize something of
themselves in it and will be encouraged. There will be some who will
say : 'You see, | was nat mad, this is how I experienced it too.' I also
believe that this book will not join the ranks of the most popular




literature for church ministers and leaders, They will, after all, find
themselves confronted by their own authority and power. And yet it
is precisely these people who should read this book, because it can
only get them thinking. The book's strength lies in the telling of true
events, a sketch, without launching into philosophical or moralistic
sermons about them. In my opinion, it could also serve as an excellent
instrument in training and reflection sessions.”

“In my view, you cannot convert anyone. But you can stimulate and
initiate all kinds of processes to that end. And that is indeed what
happenexl in Ria's story. } expéct this book to usher in a new and open
climate of discussion. Because there is a very great need for it, if both
the truth and the terrible consequences of sexual and psychological
violence are to become discussible, and'_cer{ain}y when it takes place
within a church or community environment,

The book will thus help victims to create their own 'security’, and to
be accepted for what they are."

Jenny Schneider-van Egten

Jenny is an expert in the field of abuse perpetrated against women.
As the widow of a church minisier, she bas met many harrowing
cases at close band. She once made the mistake of bringing
perpetrator (a father) and victim (the daughter) together, al which
point the perpetrator promised never again to abuse bis daughter. It
was only many years later that Jenny discovered that on that very
same evening the perpeirator inflicted severe bodily harm on bis
daughier and was able from then on to abuse ber and other children
Jor anotber five years. Jenny has seen that you cannot gel very far
with good intentions alone. Misdeeds bave to be called by name, and
those misdeeds must carry consequences for the perpetrators.
Victims must be given professional help.

The year 1985 saw the publication of the book ‘Religion and Incest'
(twritten by Annie Inbens and Ineke Jonker). One of the resulis of this
was the establishment of a women's group (comprising theologians,

sociologists and victims) to study bow this subject could be placed on
church agendas, and io initiate a new kind of pastoral care service.
{t was a slow and difficult struggle, due to the fact that many church
leaders simply could not believe that incest, rape, physical
molestation, and psychological manipulation were being practised
by people of authority on church premises. The Council of Churches
gave ifs support to the initiative, and afier many years of wrestling
with the problem doors were finally opened in The Netherlands,
Germany and Ausiria to the extent that this secret' could become the
subject around which workshops and seminars were organised"

At the end of January 1999, as a member of the project group
Religion and Incest, Jenny was able 1o talk about the subject during
the joint synods of the SOW{(=Mainline, Duich reformed) Churches,
the result being that the subject is finally open for discussion, and
that those in positions of authority can learn from i Jenny sees
herself as the ‘voice’ at the grassroots, relating these terrible stories
once again, so that the victims can come out of their isolation and at
last be beard.




Introduction
By : Ria La Riviere

Wiy bave 1 written this book?
Firstly, because 1 wanted to commir iy

coming o terms with ther. Secondly,
our children, so that they wit

Y experiences to paper as a way of
thave done it for my husband and
understand why I am the person [am today.

When they had all read it, they encouraged me o have it pubtished. I did
not take up the suggestion immediately because some of the contents are
$0 intensely 'private’. Later, however, 1 came 10 the conclusion that in

writing about the process 1 have been through, 1 might be able 10 heip
others. ‘

What I divulge is deeply personal, and |
it. They are short, restrained stories, somewhat detached at times - as if

you are looking through tiny apertures a1 my life unfolding on a revoiving
stage. Each ‘cameo' comes into focus independently

Just as you begin to fat}

alone carry the responsibility for

of all the others, and
lom it, the next ore comes into view.

In short, it is about my Christian upbringing and
which should,
cnriching,

about my life, both of
in consequence, have been healing, constructive,
fulfilling. But instead of that, so many of the sitvations }
encountered were destructive and degrading - }

oW many, [ wonder?
Faith and ‘the faithfuf' should have run fike 2 silver thread through my Jife

but together they constituted a tear in the fabric of my very existence. Ir
severed where it should have healed,

I'do not pretend to have produced a work of literary
my stoty - honest and open, Hopefuily,
something of themselves in it.

excellence. But it is
some of my readers may recognize

10

1. Hospital (1)

i ther en it
At the age of 7, 1 was cycling one day in lo‘velyi wea;l;;)ix;c: H:I;SL !
happened. [ fell off my hike. It happenec'i in l:}s ow T
didn't even hurt. But [ had broken: my L‘hlgh one o
hospital for seven weeks, In every family, someone s0
brezks a limb. [was the first in my family.

P and

[ have been in hospital for about a week. My sister s visiting szng !
hav visting e

tells me bow upset my brother-in-law her busband) is at my

] wnd the
hospital. "When you were operated on, be drove in lears aro

town, You bave made bim very unbappy!
Why does she have o tell me this? I can't belp my thigh being broken.
Y

i ¢ me. He
He (my brother-in-law) often came alone tothe fg?spxtal to s:’ oy
as a church minister and so be was free fo visit me a; a‘[ gﬁke "
;ll} day when others could not. 1 remember that 1 didnt live il
he

didn't feel at ease.

When | think back on it - on how they treated me ar?t(; ];i}:s-;{f, et%u_;l:
feelings on me, and how they tried to suff(?cate m::l :'T: o
relive the same oppressive feeling 1 experienced . o
t the time - | was, after all, only sevgn years o
Ti:c::; rtf:tf;raThe word ‘manipulation’ did not exist for me then. I n

interfering, coercive, and maniputative.
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2. Hospital (2)

~ There are Sunday visiting hours too! And that's when my father came.

I have happy memories of those visits, although he was sometimes
too ‘present’ for my fiking,

{ bear my father arguing with the Sister in the corridor. I don't bnow
what it's about. 1 don't like it. My father, my brother-in-law and my
sister always bebave differently from other people.

Father comes into nty ward and I can see that be is very angry. Your
brother is nol allowed to visit you'. Children are not allowed today.

Ridiculous! Who does the Sister think she is?

Father is talking so loudly everyone can bear him. I wish I was
invisible, that this was not happening to me.

In the evening, the Sister came to my bed and said "Your father was
rather upset about your brother not being atlowed 1o visit you.”

There [ was in bed - completely immobile - with my leg raised i 2 kind
of sting, and all I wanted to do was crawl away and hide somewhere.

1 still feel fear when peopile argue!
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3. The school outing

As soon as [ was at school, I left my family far behind me. [ said very
tittle about home. Religion at home was very different from that taught
at school. At home we were Baptists, whilst the schoof was Dutch
Reformed. They had never heard of adult baptism there.

Most of the children at school were baptised as babies. ! was probably
the only one who had not been baptised in the first weeks of my life,
and so I never spoke about religion at school. I had always been told
that it was not good to haptise babies. [ never spoke about my sister
and brother-in-law eisher - they were aiready so old. 1 think I was
ashamed of them, and ashamed of our Baptist beliefs too.

1 am in Class 4 and am going on a school owting. | am happy in my
class and I am looking forward to the tvip. My parents are not able
o bring me. I'm disappointed! "No problem’”, says my brother-in-law
"Il take her". I dow't want this! But bow can 1 say it? What can I say
to my girl friends if they ask who be is?

May be I can tell bim not to wait for the bus to leave.

My brain is working overtime.

[ am sitting in the bus. I said goodbye' to bim quickly, and after that
1 paid no more attention to bim.

We are back at school in the afiernoon. And in the evening at home,
1 see my brother-in-law again. And, ob dear, is be mad at me! "Why
didn't yoi wave to me when the bus left? I wasn't standing there just
for the fun of it."

Why couldn't be just keep bis mouth shui?!

Many years Jater, when my children went on their school outings, |
wasn'l alfowed to kiss them, and 'fussing’ around them was strictly

forbidden!

13



When 1 look back on that school trip, | have to cry, and at the same time
laugh my head off at the childishness of the man. The most difficult part
of it all was that he always made me feel guilty. He was my brother-in-
law, and the church minister too, the proclaimer of good and badl
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4. Conscience

‘Pricking someone’s conscience' is a term we are all familiar with, and
I know exactly how it works! My conscience was put to work from a
very early age.

1 disliked having to play with the children of friends and acquaintances
from the church,

Silly people with silly children. And I have to play with them all day
long, I won't do it - 1 say I'm going to play with one of my girl friends
sometvbere else.

My father says : "You bave io think of others 100 somelimes”. So I play
with those silly children ibat day.

Once a month, a girf used to spend all day Sunday with us. Her parents
lived and worked on a cargo boat. The girl was at a boarding school.
My parents had promised them, as a kind of Christian duty, that "we
will coltect your daughter regularly on a Sunday so that she can spend
the day with us."

She is coming again this Sunday. I don’t like playing with ber at all.
[ prefer to play with my own friends, but that was not allowed.

My parents were not really aware of it, but what they were really doing
was laying their Christian duty on my shoulders.

It was then that my unheaithy sense of responsibility was born. And at

ten years of age, it had become too much. And now aimost 40 years
tater, it is often still too much.
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5. Quarrels

ina family with children born fairly close together, it is not unusual for
fierce arguments to flare up from time to time. In the family in which
I grew up, however, things were rather different. My patents were 20
and 21 years of age when my sister was born, followed 12 yeurs later
by my brother, with me trziling on behind, as an ‘afterthought’, 8 years
after that. It should be said at this point that my brother-in-law had
already become part of the family before my arrival,

And because of this, the normal kind of arguments one might expect
to find in the average family, did not occur in our case. Just as there
was no question of discussing conflicts between parents and children.

Twas about 10 years old when [ became aware of the significance of
conflict situations. Not that we had any really big arguments. But if we
did have any angry rumblings, the usual consequence was that we did
not see my sister and brother-in-taw for a while. If everything was
going reasonably well, we saw them on a regular basis. And then
suddenly their visits stopped. A strange situation in the eyes of a small

girl.

They bad not been around for some time. Very odd 1 asked my
mother about it yesterday. She couldn't say exactly why they were
angry with us.

And now I'm sitting in the bus on my way to visit them. Through the
tunnel 1o where they live in Rotterdam-South, on the other side of the
city. My mother told me exactly where to get off I'm thinking, may be
things will be okay again.

My sister is waiting for me at the bus stop and is bappy to see me. We

walk to their bouse and my brother-in-law is there, Strange that 1
always feel a little bit ‘different’ in their company. I'm ot wyself!

16

1 feel caught between two fires. My parents at home, and my sister
and brother-in-law bere. My brother-in-law asks : "Have your father
and mother been talking about us?. I reply "No, not at alll’ But be
continues to ask awkward questions. Help! What I am to do?!

When I think back on this, | feel the stiffing atmosphere once again. it is
disgraceful for an adult to use a child of 10 years old as a buffer in his
conflict with someone else. it's as if you are expected to possess the
adaptation skils of a chameleon. 1 have the feeling that it was then that
the manipulation, the being ‘worked-on, became an integral part of my

life.
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6. Sharing a house

It was Sunday. After church we, my fxther, mother and I, went to my
sister and brother-in-law's house for 2 cup of coffee. My sister
apparently had some kind of problem. They lived in a large house, the
lower floor of which they rented to a young newly-married couple.
How kind of the minister. But there were difficulties!

My sister is crying and is very upset. | Just listen. The couple
downstairs were initially the most wonderful people on earth, and
now they are the worst villains you could possibly imagine.

Lve beard ihis kind of siory before, ‘typical of my sister and her
husband' It's ahvays the same with them. My parents listen calmiy,
and mother says "You'd better come with us."

And, yes, they did come with us - my sister with a pan of peeled
polatoes on her lap - never to return to that house again. My sister
was near fo breaking point, and for that reason stayed with us Jor
many, 100 many, months.

My parent’s house had three bedrooms. One for my parents, one for
my 21 year old brother, and one for me - and  was 12.

No one ever talked about the limited space we had. My sister and
brother-in-law slept all those months on a folding bed in my roont.
The room measured 3 x 2.5 metres, with the beds very close together,

I'have no memories of that time. [ try to bring it back to mingd but
can't, so successfully have I suppressed it.

There is one lasting memory, however. | was in begl pretending o be

asleep. My sister (32 vears) and my brother-in-law (34 years) were
talking together in their bed. They were talking about my parents, and
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about what was not right in our house. And | can remember not
wanting to hear it, but not having the courage, on the other hand, to
say : "stop, [ can hear you."

What was so strange was that their living in our house, and their

sleeping in my bedroom, was accepted without question, whilst all the
time they had a house of their own.
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7. The ladder

Because the age differences were so great in our home, anything I did
was noticed, and a very close eye was kept on me and my friends.

I'was in Class 1 at the Secondary School; I was 12 years of age. A
number of my girl friends and 1 used to meet together on a Saturday
evening. In turn at one of our homes.

1 feel nervous. They are all coming ta my room this time. I am boping
we will bave a good time together in my home. I'm hoping oo that
my brother will not say anything. He has already made several
remarks aboul the evening,

It bas gone well. We are all sitting in my room. Strange though, that
1 cannot really relax. I feel much more at ease at one of my friends'
homes.

After about an hour, I bear someone laughing outside. | look
through the window, and to my amazement I see that my brother bas
Placed a ladder against the wall and is making bis way up to my
room. My friends join me at the window and ave loving it. Not
everyone has a 20 year old brother. And then be pokes his head
ibrough the open window.

1 feel angry, unbappy, buri. Ouiside, at the foot of the ladder, my
mother and my 32 year old sistet, are screaming with laughter.
Everyone is baving fun. My brother playing the chief clown, followed
by my mother, my sister, and my friends too. But I'm not laughing:
I'm feeling very fed-up, although I can't allow myself to show it, and
will never allow myself to show it. I couldn't spoil their fun now,
could I?

Now that | have put this to paper, | realise just how annoying and banal
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the whole incident was. And how awful that, as a 12 year old, | had no
way of defending mysalf. | had no choice but to be a part of it, and
pretend that | was also very amused by my brother's antics; my brother
fooling around on the ladder!

But there was na respect for my fealings, or those of my group of 12 year
old friends. And that too had to be ridiculed.
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8. Meddling

The end of the 19505 were important times for the Christian world.
The well-known American evangelist Billy Graham came to The
Nethertands, and was followed in 1958 by the faith healer T L. Osborn.

It created a need for evangelization-events to be organised in many
churches throughout the country.

S0 too within the Youth For Christ movement. [ can remember
attending a huge gathering in the Riviera Hall in Rotterdam in 1959.

The gathering was called a "Youth Rally' ac the time. The programme
started with community singing, led by John Buugman, accompanied
on the electronic organ by Hans v.d. Steen, and Frans v.d. Reyden on
piano. The whole congregation joined together in singing hymns by
Johannes de Heer. Lots of singing followed by frequent repetitions of
the refrain. Someone came to the platform to give witness - and then
there was the sermon - followed by the apen invitation to come to
God.

Fam 13 years old. We bave come with the youth group and, needless
1o say, my sister and Baptist minister brother-in-law, are there tov;
be is sitting bebind me. The sermon bas ended, and the invitation io
come o the Lord is given. The organ and the piano are playing
softly. People are making their way to the front of the hall. The
invitation is almost over (I bope). My brother-in-law taps me on my
shoulder, I turn towards bim and be says, with a penelrating voice :
“Is the road too long for you? It's meant for you too, you know!"

Iam scared out of my wits. My heart is pounding. My mind, my soul,
my heart are apparently an open book. I don’t know what to say!

Even now, after more than 40 years, | am still put out by the dreadful
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meddling of that man. It is a crime fo manipufate the mind, soul and heart
of another.

At the time, | had litite choice but to accept his interference, because #
had become so 'normal’ in my life for my mind, my soul and my heari to
be an open haok, And this despite the fact that it is far more normal for
a 13 year old adolescent to want to be a closed book, and to be given
the iime and space to think things through clearly.
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9. The film

From time to time, it was customary for the family to do something
together, outside of the home.

In our case, it was always something different from what other
children of my age would usually do. This was because of the wide age
differences in our family.

A new cinema had recently opened (Cinerama), with a very wide
screen; one had the impression of sitting in the middle of it. The film
then showing was ‘Grimm's Fairy Tales'.

At the age of 13, I am getting very excited in anticipation of this
event, I am crazy about anything to do with films, especially if they
are romantic.

The film opens and I begin to fantasize that | am playing the leading
role. I am completely enthralled by all those images as they pass
before my eyes. My brother-in-law is sitting beside me. We both watch
the film in silence - uniil the scene in which a boy and girl are
dancing together.

The dancing is lovely to see, and it makes me want to dance too, to
be light on my feet, drifting above the ground, so romantic. 1 am in
dreamland] My 35 year old brother-in-law sitting beside me, nudges
my arm. I ook at bim, and be leans bis bead towards me and
whispers : "Do you know what they are expressing?. I say "No"
(thinking ‘why doesn't he just shut up!’), to which be replies "They are
acting out sexual intercourse.!

And in one second, all the innocence of youth was gone - he had

destroyed it for all time in me. Why? What was the point of whispering
that to me?
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10. The dancing lesson

When I was 13, 1 began to ask my parents if I could go to dancing
classes. My mother was fairly non-committal, and delayed any decision
on the grounds that [ was still too young. My father did not want it at
all

I can remember the fierce discussion I had with my parents.

My friend was there and, of course, my sister and brother-in-law t00. I
think I was almost 14 then, and [ knew it was possible to start dancing
classes at 14. And | wanted it so badly.

"She's allowed to go to dancing lessons, so I can too. Flease Ma,
please Pa. I really want it." I see my mother almost succumbing, but
Jather is still resisting. I feel bopeful. I think I will get what I want,

Baptist minister brother-in-law : "Fatber and motber - there isno way
L would agree to this." Of course, be bad to interfere again. Why are
they bere, for goodness sake! Father, please don't listen to bim.
To my sorrow, my fatber announces : "No, I will not allow it."

Thanks then to minister brother-in-law, I never attended dancing
lessons, not even when 1 reached adulthood and could make my own
decisions.  even rejected it completely, at one stage. Until I was 40, in
fact, when 1 was free at last to ask myself ail kinds of questions. And,
yes, Leen (my husband) and I finaily started dancing lessons together.

I cannot describe just what an emotional impact those dancing fessons
had on me. And the anger it provoked in me. Why was I not allowed
to do this when I was young? And why was [ so compliant all those
years?

Thay amount, in fact, to burdens being imposed on a young persor; it
‘was as if a curse had been put on me, and from which | have fiterally had
to wrench myseif free.
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Itis also quite ridiculous that my sister and her husband were aliowed
to interfere in this, and other internal family matters, and that they were
always present during private family discussions.

26

11. The church

The church which my parents and [ attended, is an old building
overiooking the oid harbour in Schiedam. A small hallway, stairs, a
narrow passage, an old kitchen; at the end of the passage, a room in
which church minister brother-in-law prays with the 'brothers' (church
council), before the service begins. The passage leads into a large
room, in which the most attractive item is a large copper chandelier.
The room is austere, very austere. There's nothing pleasing about it.

There is a youth evening every Saturday : for the age group 15-25. And
if you are not married at 28, you can still come to it. [ am not vet 14,
but there are so few teenagers, that I am allowed to attend! Or, in
other words, MUST attend!

We sit in a circle, the point being that we should ali be able to see each
other. Hymns are sung and church minister brother-in-law is always
there, for the Bible study session.

Sometimes be asks a question and I never know how to answer it!
have not yet made a commitment. | don't actually belong because I
still bave to 'submit’ (that's the term they use when you bave not yet
been converted),

But, do you actually bave a free choice? The ‘church people' around
me tell me that [ bave to make a choice, but what kind of choice can
I - a teenager - actually make?

ft was my family, my church, my friends, my life. Of course | was
attracted by anything realt But the lack of freedom, the manipulation, and

the group control, quickly turned me off.

And even now, sitting in a bible-reading and prayer circle, remains &
problem for me.
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12. The choice

We have distributed the leaflets, inviting people to come to our

evangelization youth gathering, And I was part of it! Very exciting!
How many people would come? It is aimost 8 o'clock in the evening.
I have seen everyone present before. There are no new faces among
them. And we have distributed so many invitations, What has
happened?

The preacher does his very best. A large, heavy-set, impressive man.
He talks at us, rather than with us. He tells us how important it is to
choose for Jesus. We pray together. He asks us to raise our hands “if
you want to choose for Jesus". I peep out of the corner of my eye, It
is very quiet. Everyone looks tense, and my heart is pounding
somewhere in my throat. Hands are raised. Five certainly, including
some belonging to young people who had attended some of the
earlier Youth evenings. ! ought to be putting my hand up foo, but
courage fails me. The service has come to an end. The atmosphere is
strangely tense. My friends have chosen for Jesus, but [ haven't, not
yet.

My church minister brother-in-faw drives me home with my friend. My
brother-in-law is so enthusiastic, so "blessed”, And what a wonderful
result!

{ start to cry. Brother-in-law is talking again : "Do you want to give
your life too? Do you also want to take the step?" My friend begins to
cry too now and says "yes". And I also say "yes”. He iakes us home,
10 his small study. We sit together, almost bnee-to-knee, Brother-in-
law is very moved, He begins to pray and we (my friend and 1) bave
lo pray after bim.

His physical presence was too close; the atmosphere was one of tense
emotion. You had no choice. Looking back, it is clear that we ¢crossed
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the dividing fine between authenticity and manipulation.
I do believe, nonetheless, that | really meant what | said, But | am

disturbed by what surrounded it, the playing on someone’s feelings, the
emotional approach - is it all right to do that to a girt of 147
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13. The assignment

1 am waltking home! My sister bas alreadly telephoned my parents.

Ria has been converted. [ arrive home. More tears! Father and mother
embrace me and are happy.

Thank God, their child has been saved, cannot be harmed and wil
have her place in Heaven,

My brother and sister-in-law are there too. They Jook shocked.

They have not yet been converted! They don't know what to say.

A kind of obsession begins to grow in me that day : my brother and
sister-in-law must also be brought to the faith. It has become my
greatest wish. And every day, it becomes what ! would almost call the
‘unhealthy mission' of my life. Pray, pray and pray again for their
conversion!

F thought at the time how noble my intentions were. But 1 was no longer
able, as part of a family, to enjoy my brother and sister, or find any

pleasure in family life iself.

How unjust to look at yaur family purely in terms of whether or not they
share 'the faith'. All we have to do is love each other.
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14. Door-to-door selling

The term "Mobile Pulpit’ was coined because church minister brother-
in-law had answered the call to evangelize, At the end of the 1950s, in
the wake of the great Billy Graham campaign in The Netherlands,
brother-in-law longed to bring the Gospel to peopie. He does that
initially with another minister; large loudspeakers are thus placed on
the roof of a car, and Christian texts and music are broadcast to the
public. They are at it 4 mornings a week : with § people in the car to
the south Holland islands, and whilst they drive stowly through the
streets, they ring the doorbells of every house in turn, and asking
anyone who opens the door : "Would you [ike to buy a copy of this
evangelical magazine?”

When I was working at the evangelisation office, I was expected to join
the group if there were not encugh people available to fill the car,

1 hope there will be enough people today! If there are loo few, it will
be my turn again. And I bate it! | can't ever say it out loud, though. |
Just think it. And even that is not allowed. I should be enjoying it. To
bring people in touch with the Gospels.'

It was a large, grey, English station-wagon, with red leather seats. I also
remembet 3 campaign held in Rotterdam. Large boards were fixed to
the car, with the text RETURN TO GOD displayed in big letters on
them.

We drove through the whole of Rotterdam inviting people 1o come to
our gathering.

'Be not ashamed of the Gospels' the Bible says. Buf I was very
ashamed.

Looking back, my resistance was expressed, once | had stepped into the
car, in the simple act of falling asleep!
a1



15. The prayer meeting

When you are 16 or 17 years old, lying-in on your days off is the best
thing there is.

For me too.

But, how do my Saturday mornings begin?

Igetupat 7a.m

T dress quickly so that 1 can attend the Prayer Meeting with my father.
At 7.30 a.m. in the Noordsingel in Rotterdam, in a basement known as
‘The Mobile Pulpit Basement'.

The room is always rather damp, o such an extent that fungi grew on
its walls. On Saturday mornings, it is mostly older men with serious
morning faces, who come together to pray.

I have never understood why it had to be so early. I had the feeling,
nonetheless, that T ought to be there. That "The Lord' approved'. And
that He listened better in the morning.

1 prefer to sit close to the fire, especially in the winter. The meeting
opens with a Bible reading, and after that ihe prayers begin.

1 do my best o listen, but those endless prayers take up so much time.
All those serious-looking men telling Our Lord what He should do.

1 haven't the courage io pray. The minister often cautions me about
it, ‘

I feel so sleepy. 1 keep dropping off, and every time someone nudges
me. I wake up startled. And am so bappy, because the prayer
meeting is over!

When my children were 16 or 17 years old, they were allowed fo enjoy
fife and sleep through on their days off.

Whean Flook at them, | realise now after so many years, just how young
| was when | sat in that unwelcoming basement on those cold winter
momings.
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16. Never good enough!!

He is small and stocky, has dark hair and a strong presence. He makes
a deep impression on me. A new preacher.

My brother-in-law came in contact with him through othess. A
campaign has been organised, 4 evenings on which this man will
preach.

His words are extremely penetrating, be is talking abowt your offer
of Isaac' What does be mean? I can remember the story in the Bible
about Abrabam being brought almost to the point of offering up bis
son Isaac to God.

What kind of lsadcs are there in my life? I am 15 years old. 1 feel very
restless. My beart is pounding. The organ and the piano play softly as
the preacher invites you fo come forward and bring your Isaac to the
Lord.

What kind of Isaac do I bave? "It can even be a chocolate Isaac” be
says. Many people make their way to the front. | know several of
them. I'll have to go too. But, why? 1 must! "If you are, or feel, restless,

then you must come”, be says again. I go/

He preaches again the next evening. [ feel less restless. I went to the
[fromt yesterday. There is no need to go again today. How strange, |
feel restless again as be gives he invitation. 1 feel I have to go forward
again. There is so much that is not good in, and about, me.

This period is foliowed by several years of uncertainty about whether
or not [ am good enough for the Lord. And it meant that | went to the

front of the congregation during many, many, of those meetings.

| did then, in all sincerity, what | thought | had to do. And now 1 see that
| was just a child, And despite alf the good intentions, this kind of
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intimidating preaching, was nothing less than manipulation. Regretfully,
moments fike these have meant that to this day 1 have remainad
uncertain and unsure of myself.
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17. Going out

My parents owned a market garden in partnership with my aunt and
uncle. My brother and [ were still living at home. My aunt and uncle's
three children lived in the grounds too, together with their families
and chifdren. And my parents also gave my sister and hrother-in-law a
smzll house there t00. This gathering-of-the-clans in one area had all
the ingredients of a 'scap-opera’, but a Christian one, of course, devoid
of any glitter and glamour.

Going out for entertainment as teenagers do today, is vety different
from what it was 30 years ago. In Rotterdam you could go dancing at
the Bristol or the Rutecks, for instance, and there were many more
such estabiishments.

1 used to fantasize in my dreams about going out,
And even then, [ felt guilty. It was not done for young Christian girls to
g0 out like this.

From the age of 13, I was allowed to atiend the Youth group in our
Church, on a Saurday evening. My brotherin-aw was in charge of it.
Looking back, they were hardly creative evenings. We sat in a circie in
an unpleasant room, we sang hymns and discussed the Bible.

I didn't mind it too much at the time. [ knew no better. They were,
after all,-my friends who joired me in the singing and listened to my
brother-in-law, the minister.

Fwanted fo go bome with the others in the group.

They always go home together. But | always bave to go with my sister
and brother-in-law in their car. They think that's quite normal. They
take me home - they live next door to us. I wish I could get out of this.

Strange how difficult it was to say 'no’ to them.
Bug Hallehgah!)! The moment came!
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pre

[ was 16 and we had a good friend of mine and my parents staying
with us. He was 25 years old and also came to the youth evenings.
This was my chance.

This friend had a car. And my problem, therefore, was solved. 1 told
my sister and brother-in-law that f would not be going with them after
the Youth evening. { would be going with this friend. They were not
very pleased,

It went well for several weeks. No one made any comments about it.

He is a good friend. I feel safe with him, His taking me bome was
fantastic!

It is warm and cosy in the car. It is late. No problem for my parents.
They bave already gone to bed. We take ihe lower yoad home. "Look,
my brother-in-law is at the windotw.

You'd think be was keeping watch to see if | arrive bome safely."

It is Sunday and, naturally, we go to church. We always arrive there
earlier than the rest of the congregation. My brother-in-law (the
minister) comes towards me. He bas an angry expression on his
Jace. It makes me feel afraid. What bave I done now?

He says to me : "That will not happen again, coming home so late
and with bim. He can't be trusted. I will not have i, do you bear?
will not bave it."

I felt bad. Only I was not sure why. I had done nothing, Absolutely
nothing. And neither had the {riend!

My brother (then 24 years old) heard this and whispered cynicaly info
my ear : "Bad Gid". We used to poke fun and make alf sorts of jokes
about by brother-in-iaw. But my brother never participated. He was, |
think, also afraid of this brother-in-law, who apparently had so much
"power and authority”.

356

18. Criticism

No one escapes criticism at some time or other in our house. Bveryone
is talked about -their outward appearance, their inner self, their
retigious life, their work, marriage - indeed, everything.

[ grew up with this. At home, we were both critical and cynical. Our
criticistm was levelled particularly at the people attending my brother-
in-law's church, and to which we also belonged.

It's very odd, I know, but you get used to this, and you even begin to
regard it as normai. I did discover, however, that the people under
discussion were first of all praised o the heavens, and after that torn
1o shreds, 5o that the only place left for them was Hell.

The pity of it is : negative comments take root in one's mind.

In my teenage vears, I took many boys and girls home with me. They
were my friends.

Our house was certainly full after church. And we were often joined by
brother-indaw (the minister) and my sister. Initially, i all went well,
but as soon as a boy or girl made repeated visits, the trouble began.
Although my parents listened to the comments (of my sister and
brother-in-law), they fortunately remained as friendly as ever towards
my friends.

For 4 hoys visiting us, the criticism was almost damning. They were
good for nothings, weaklings, the most useless figures on earth, and
with 1o sense of responsibility.

It is a total mystery to me why my sister and brother-in-law were
always so CRITICAL of otbers. And why did they involve me in it?  was
forced to listen to i1, time and again.

It was brainwashing.
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Criticism was never voiced divectly 10 the people concerned,
although tiny pin-pricks were given from time to time. And my open
acceptance of my friends, for what they were, evaporated.

That critical atmosphere turned into a deadly poison in me.
Fortunately, the criticism directed to the 4 boys has not destroyed them.
They are now 30 years on, and all four of them have developed a strong
sense of responsibifity towards thelr work and their famities.
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19. Hair buns

To Switzerland for a holiday. I am allowed to join my sister and brother-
in-law. But, first of all, we visit the 'chocolate Isaac’ preacher, He and
his family lived in a lovely house and because they had several children,
it was fun to he there,

During the few days of our stay, I discovered several ridiculous things.
From an early age, I have been mad about make-up, although I wore
no make-up on this holiday of course. That was 'not good'.

She uses lipstick. I saw it myself. ‘No she doesn't, she's not allowed to',
says my sister. We are in the car together. She colours her lips with
pink lipstick! Nice colour, I say. 'This is not lipsiick, this is for
chapped lips, she says. Silly woman, why does she bave to lie about it?!

There is 2 prayer meeting in the evening with their Bible group and
helpers. T have long hair down to my shoulders. We go to the prayer
meeting together. No problem, I am quite used to prayer meetings.

She comes towards me. Would you like to do something for us? I reply
innocently, 'ves'. Would you mind putting your bair up? I say : "In a
bun? Why?"

[ think it's ridicutous. I had seen it already on all those women. Some
had short hair but with more fuck than skifl, plus dozens of hair clips,
they had managed to create a kind of bun at the back of their heads.
But surely in the Bible St. Paul has something to say about long hair for
women?

I am angry deep inside me, but what can I, as a 16 year old, do
against such a bulwark? | arrange my bair in a bun.

All my iife | have had to endure comment and grumbling about my clothes
and hair. But after this, | refused to take any more notice of it.
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20. Intimidating sermons

A crowded church. A wide variety of ages. In the early 1960s, all kinds
of evangelization gatherings were held in various places in The
Netherlands,

A wellknown preacher from abroad had been invited to speak, and
the announcement drew large crowds of people.

Christians did not go to the theatre or the cinema, etc. But this kind
of gathering with plenty of singing, accompanied by piano and
electronic organ, worked well.

L am bome again after the Swiss holiday, and am fairly tanned,
Would be be there too? I baven't seen bim for three weeks. | hope he
sees me.

These gatherings also served the needs of boys and girls to meet. It
was impressed on us from an early age, however : ‘Don't falf in love
with a non-Cheistian, because God would not want that.'

I keep to that!
But I am young and mad about boys, and ‘boy-waiching' is what |
enjoy, here too.

The singing starts. Lots and lots of singing. Actually, the hymns are
quite nice. I enjoy singing and am bappy lo give it everpthing I've got.

It is about 9 am. and the sermon begins, with the belp of an
interpreter. Very insistent aboul conversion and witness. He
preaches for at least 45 minutes. And then the music takes over in
soft tones, and the invitation to come forward is extended

The invitation implies that you can become a believer, or that you can
dedicate your lfe 100% to the Lord, or that you are prepared to
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devote your life to the chutch's mission work.

That invitation is making me rather nervous, He has been at it for at
least 30 minutes and no one bas come forward. Why does be keep
ranting on? Why doesn't be stop? If be doesn't stop within the next 10
minudes, [ am going 1o go forward - perbaps that will stop bim.

Fortunately, it wasn't necessary, because he did stop after about 10
minutes. [ still feel the tightness at the back of my throat that atways
accompanied those invitations.

When ! fook back on it now, it seems almost fike a farce. My feslings are
0 ambivalent as | sit there. On the one hand, boys are so important to
me, and on occasions like these | am allowed to walch them.

And on the other hand, I'm wrestiing with heavy-weight matters such as
: How do you see life, God, Jesus Christ, your sacrifice for Christian

rnission, etc.?

What | cannot understand, locking back - either for myself, or for others
- is that we continued to accept everything without question.
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21. The group within the group (1)

They always came in as a group. The big chief in front. She was small,
Akind of 'Akela’ of the Scouts.

She was married to a taxi driver, a pleasant man, older than she.
Difficult to understand why these two people were married to each
other.

The group included two other couples, an engaged cou ple and three
or four single people. They were just like an army, very disciplined,
with a general at the head.

They were always received with open atms by the minister. They were
present al every prayer meeting, every bible study session, every
meeting; they were there too for the door-to-door selling of the
magazine, for every evangelization campaign, and they also gave
generous contributions.

They always look balf asleep to me. They always pray the same kind
of prayer too. Things like : Plumb my depths and know me Lord"
There is something about them 1 dow't really like. But who am I to say
that, & mere 16 years old?

1 can remember saying to one of the group, when we were talking
about dressimaking : "I get very nervous when it doesn’t go right”, o
which she replies "Ob no, 1 bave no problem with that: { leave it all
to the Lord."

It came out a year later, that the members of the group, if they were
not prepared to listen to authority, were segregated from the rest and
Jorced to remain in their rooms. And married couples were then
Jorbidden to sleep together.

The group applied concentration camp methods.

My parenis protested against this at the time. But the minister was
urwilling to forego their contributions and their active involvemeni.
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And now, after more than 30 years, someone has had the courage to falk
about this sect on television.

i¥'s awful to think that my parents did not take a firmer stand at the fime,
And | was again teo young. The only thing | could do, was to leave the
church they attended. My brother-in-law's chureh, the minister's church.
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22. The group (2)

We are on duty in the tent, where once again another evangelization
gathering is to take place.

The tent has been erected in south Rotterdam. My brother is there
to, as also the 'group general’ with another follower. She never
comes alone. The group treats her with great respect.

We talk together. A young man of between 20 and 25 vears, comes ia.
He asks 15 what kind of Evangelization this is. Oh dear, | wish he
hadn't asked.

She begins to speak. Persuasive and well articulated. Without
stopping. My 24 year old brother says nothing, and I - with my 16
years - also say nothing, We listen and think to ourselves please,
please stop”. But we do nothing to stop 1, because we can't stop il.

Try to imagine it; four people against one man. A man who simply
asks questions, and i5 friendly and polite. Two silent onlookers and
that 'talking-head' of a woman boring into you with that awful 'we
know it ali, and you poor creature know nothing, absclutely nothing.’

This is just ene example, and how often do you stil meet this kind of
brain-washing in gatherings like these?
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23. Leaving the job

At the end of the 1950s, brother-in-law, the Baptist minister, embarked
on inter-church Christian evangelization work under the scintiliating
name of 'The Mobite Pulpit’. Once referred to by a loving sister during
a prayer as "The Mobile Beating' (a fitting Freudian slip-of-the-tongue: :
N.B. pulpit in Dutch = kansel, and beating = tansel).

I had a job in a shop selling exclusive fashions, offering me high
praspects in the fashion design world.

At the same time, my brother-in-law opened an office, started to
publish a magazine, and was looking for administrative assistance. He
decided to put pressure on me. And I said ‘yes'. 1 started to work for
him at the age of 16.

I enjoyed it at first, plenty of work and lots of variety. What was
patticularly pleasing about the work, was the number of volunieess it
attracted. There was always enough work for everyone.

My best friend used to come by every day after school. And after a few
months, she joined us fulitime. It only became appareat 20 years later,
just how tragic that would turn out to be.

As 1 said, the first year was fine. My friend and I had great fun together,
and it was we who set the tone. But things changed. I don't know why
exactly. But I do know that my brother-indaw started to keep 2
watchful eye on us. And for what reason?

"Your eyes look glazed, lock at me straight in the eye." What in
beaven's name did he mean by that? It is driving us crazy! 'The eye

mirrors the soul'. Yes, 1 know that. [ do not want to listen to that man.

And, naturally, my friend and ! crack jokes about it all the time. But it
unsettles us all the same.
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We'll leave! We'll resign. We talk together about how and when we will
do it. We are going to talk to our parents about it.

We are so afraid to tel him!
But we will have to!

| can remember it so well! It was a Saturday, [ had telephoned him to
make an appointment.

Qur nerves are killing us, and we decide first of all 1o bave some
sleep so that we can calm down q bit,

His study is small, there is just room for the three of us. He realises
that something is afoot. I start. And I break out in a cold sweat. I say :
“Fwant to leave, | resign." He stares at me with those pietcing eyes of
his. And then he asks my friend : "And what about you, are you going
too?" "Yes" she says. And then he announces with all the authority he
can muster : "And are you certain that this is God's will?"

The shock of it numbs me for a moment, I really have no idea
whether or not God wants it. I cannot lie. I only know that [ want,
and must, leave. [ say "Yes".

I can't remember what be said then.

I felt excluded, reiected. | was 17, and my friend was 16. My brother-
in-law was 39.

This praved to be one of the most profound decisions of my life. Imagine
if 1 had stayed, what would have become of me?
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24. The tent

In taking leave of my brother-inlaw’s (the minister’s) evangelization
work and ‘The Mobile Pulpit, I also stopped going to his church. I had
10 look for another job, another church, other friends.

A large tent has been erected at the Weena in Rotterdam. An
Fvangelical is preaching about conversion and the healing of the sick.
1 am curious 2nd feel alone. 1 want to meet new friends. I therefore
make my way into the tent. It is crammed full. There is much singing
and clapping of hands. People rise to their feet and wave their arms
high. Everyone is very enthusiastic and their conviction strong. It both
draws me and repels me. Highly ambivalent!

There is a nice young man standing behind. the hook table.
(Unfortunately he was not from Rotterdam). 1 visit the tent every
evening, for seven days. That was July 1964. 1 was involved with this
movement tight up to 1984, and attended all kinds of gatherings very
like those held in the tent. I found new friends, and learned a lot. But
I still came regularly face-to-face here with manipulation and macho-
attitudes.

lsn't-it strange that faith failed to bring things tegether, but that division
was more likely to be caused by 'believers™?

3 was those so-called befievers who, again and again, ripped the very
fabric of my lite.
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25. Pearls

'‘Going out onto the streets’ had become accepted practice by the
1960s and early 1970s. Young people with guitars sang cheerful songs
- that was new, that had never been seen before. They tatked with
great conviction: about their betiefs. It was the time of "Flower Power’,
15D, Vietnam, open debate, freedom. And this was part of it

When my parents, my brother and sister-in-law, and T (18 years old)
joined the movement, we became very active members indeed.
There were weeks when we walked the streets every evening 'giving
witness'. There were many witnesses now who could be very
convincing. And those who, on those evenings, had won 'souls for the
Kingdom' (as it was cafled). o

At the end of those evenings, they asked each other how many 'pearls’
(i.e. 'souls) they had won. It became a kind of competition between
them. Who had won the most!

| never succeeded. I was never able to win a ‘pearl’
Why is that, what am | doing wrong?

Perhaps | was not ‘meant' to win any 'pearls’.

And, fortunately, | have no lingering frustrations about it. It was painful
at the time though. And today | say : what on earth did we think we were
doing?!
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26. Discrimination

It was August 1966. The conference centre was called 'De Dikkenberg),
and in its extensive grounds, it brought some 300 people together for
a Bibie course,

It was led by an older couple, who in the 19505 had developed entirely
new insights into the Bible.

There were Bible studies every morning from 912, and in the
afternioons from 2-4, followed by a sermon and communily singing
in the evening.

There be is again! Every day he spends bis time calmly drawing, with
bis father on one side and bis motber on the other. He keeps at i,
bour after bour! I can't help noticing this boy. He sits there every day,
so sweel, almost beautiful. I feel fondness for this boy, this Down's
syndrome child.

At the end of the course, a blessing is pronounced over each of the 300
people in turn. It was the custom at these courses.

Tt's my turn this evening. Together with that couple and their Down's
syndrome son." They are already waiting in line. But, bey, what is
bappening on the platform? The leader of the course is talking

agitatedly to the parents of my friend, the boy with Down's syndrome.

Something dreadfill and unjust, yes discriminating, is iaking place.
The parents leave the platform with their son. He doesn't understand,
He looks so sad. For him there is no blessing!

I can still see the Jeader's face, the indignation contained in "that boy
doesn't belong here”,

When | relive that scene in my mind, I feel a party to the guilt it
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represented. [ just stood there and did nothing.

No one reacted!!

After s0 many years, | have never forgotten it. Why didn't I do
something?

This religious movement preached that it Proclaimed the True Faith,
But it did not know what do do with the weak, the poor in spirit. They
simply did not belong. It is comforting o know that Our Dear Lord has
vary different ideas about that.
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27. Being pure

From the age of 15 to 21, I assisted at many large-scale tent campaigns
with numerous tent-evangelists in Rotterdam, and several other places
LO0.

After neatly every sermon, people were given the opportunity to
‘come forward'. This was more or less the high point of the preaching.
And then came what was known as 'the invitation'.

The organ played softly. The preacher began to inviie people to come
1o the Faith. (In some circles, this was known as "Submitting'.)

If no one came forward, the preacher invited you to give yourself 100%
again, or to stop smoking, or (o cease your secret sin, or your bad
thoughts and actions.

And then the peopie came forward, boys and men especially, for their
bad thoughts and actions!!

The preacher made it very clear to them that sexual thoughts, and bad
acts such as masturbation, were very sinful. Prayers were said for
them!!

No wonder then that 2 week later, the same men and women came
forward, each of them bearing an even greater guilt complex!

Sex was always talked about in sermons and Bible studies in very
guarded terms. Things are somewhat mote open today. [ know from
experience, however, that if you talk about sex cpenly, church leaders
do .not approve. And this is cerainly true when it comes to
masturbation. In their view, sex is only permissible within marriage.

‘| stilt hear the slogans in my ears, my head, my body.'
‘No fliriing, just withess.'

'It is wonderful to be pure.

‘3tir not up nor awaken love until it please.’
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"Thou shait not follow the majority in their evil ways."
Have these slogans been of any help to ‘'me and them'?

Masturbation, why were people so afraid of it?
Why was it not explained properly, that it is all right?
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28. Fire

In the 1960s, the youth group to which [ belonged, used to sing
together on the streets and to 'give witness', as they called it. Witness
meant trying to convince people that they needed to convert.

We were somewhere in the centre of Amsterdam, close to a busy
shopping area.

One of the hymans sung with great gusto was 'Send down the fire' {read
; Holy Spirit}.

To everyone's dismay, the whale shopping centre burned to the
ground.

The comment of the youth group after that was : "There you are, God
answers with fire'

Another inappropriate joke.
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29. Interference

As soon as you profess your faith, people from the church community
start meddling in your affairs, It can be good and it can be positive.
Certainly at the start. People surround you with care, love, time.
Nothing is too much for them.

Having caring people around you is nice, but when it becomes more
a question of meddling or of intolerance, then it becomes very
negative,

People have always interfered in my life.

We were so0 in love and decided we would get engaged, we were both
active in the same religious movement and I thought, very naively,
that everyone would be delighted we had found each other. Reactions
from ingide the movement :

The 1st reaction came from one of my closest female friends.

He is not the right man for you! He's no good.'

The 2nd reaction.

My employer didn't look at bim, was even very cool towards me for
several days.'

The 3rd reaction.

My minister, who even bad the gail o go to my parents and say to
them : 'thai boy is not the right partner for your daughter.'

All these people were members of the same religious movement.
Whatever possessed them to think they should issue a warning not
only to me, but to my parents as well?

How dlared they?!

And to crown it all : the evangelist who was going to tead our wedding
setvice, got it into his head to indulge in an argument with us up to 5
minutes before the service was due to begin, because he didn't want
to comply with our wishes regarding the service, but wanted instead
to do his 'own service',
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We have been together now for more than 30 years. Their meddiesome
behaviour was, therefore, unnecessary. Our marriage has survived and
the dynamism within it grows.

I feel pain, a great deal of pain, when | think back on that terrible
interference.

As a result of that meddiing, | often saw my partner through their eyes
during the first years of our marriage.
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30. Group jargon

Ifyou are a child and you grow up within a certain faith, you are not
aware that a specific 'language’, develops within in. { grew up in a
Baptist Community. You were not allowed to use the word ‘church’.
That term belonged to the traditional churches.

Our family was thus part of 2 'community'’. The only word remember
from that time is ‘surrender’.

Later when 1 joined the Evangelical/Pentecostal/Charismatic
movement, 1 discovered that every movement had its own 'language’.
At that time, it was known as the ‘Canaan’ language. [ would be more
inclined now to call it pious jargon.

There wete slogans like :

"The feast goes on'.

"To stand in the victory'.

'Hallelujah', (Repeated several times afier every sentence.)

'Praise the Lord!'. (Appropriately and inappropriately.)

‘Amen’

"Give your heart to the Lord' (= entrust yourself completely to God)
These words were used by certain movements with which I was
intensely involved for several years of my life.

It was ail part of the experience of faith. If you didn't use their
fanguage, you lacked credibility in their eyes.

And now aker 20 years or more, other communities/movements have
emerged, and they also use language understandable to themseives,

but largely meaningless to outsiders. I recently came across :

'An explosion of praise’
'Find the heart of God'
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"The core of His presence’
"Father-heart of God'.

Once a man or woman has become a believer, he or she is fkely to
start using these terms within the space of about two weeks. Converts
become part of a group, and in so doing, often alienate themselves
from society at large.

Did | understand this language? Now that | put it to paper again, it seems
50 distant, so incomprehensible.

{ didn't use ‘the language'. | was, therefore, less credible. And that is stilt
the case sometimes today.
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31. Cures

My father was asked by the minister to go with him to a woman
suffering from terminal cancer. The minister prayed out loud at her
hedside for healing! When he was done and they drove home, my
father asked : ‘do you think she will get better?. "No' said the
preacher, ‘she will die'. Why then pray for healing?) Why not help her
10 prepare for death?

Years ago, we took our company paperwork for printing to a printing
firm, the owners of which we had got to know quite well. One day, the
woman told us she had cancer. And she managed her fife fairly well
with this illness for some years. Until she bécame terminally ill and the
end was near. When she was no longer able to leave her bed, she
telephoned my husband and asked him if he would come and talk to
her about faith, God and heaven/life hereafter. My husband visited
her on several occasions and they talked together about life after
death. They were precious moments hoth for her and for my
husband. We told my father-in-faw about it. And to our astonishment,
he replied : 'But you should be praying for a cure’. We could not make
him understand at the time, that we did not want to add confusion o
her process of accepting the inevitable with a peaceful heart. And for
us that meant, coming to terms with death! This example of terminal
care was both sad and beautiful.

I do not reject the possibility of God's power to heal, but all those
untruths, half truths and pure deceit surrounding it ......

I regret not ever again being able to listen with an unquestioning mind,
when someone relates to me a stary of healing.
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32. Bloopers

During meetings people sometimes said things in the heat of the
moment, that they did not actually mean. [ have collected a few
through the years, plus a number of other curious incidents.

Lord, it 15 9.15 a.m. and [ lay myself on the altar’. {Can you imagine
him lying on that altar?)

'Lord, will you bless the work of the Mobile Beating (= 'Ransel in
Dutch)." (He meant 'Mobile Pulpit' = 'Kansef' in Dutch).

"Lord, release a great wind.' (This was a very odd thing to say, when the

intention was : 'Send the breath of the Holy Spirit down on us.)
‘Lord, vou are a liar'. (This should have been : 'Satan you are a liar)

"l used to go to Snackbars (so you were a great sinner), but am now
converted.'

Tf you want intercourse, come to our meeting.’ (Someone actually did
come in search of the ladies.)

Lotd, give us the water of life.” (At which point the minister knocked
his glass of water into the congregation as he held forth, full of fire.)

The whole congregation came as one man "To the Lord'. But there was
only one person who came forward at that meeting (the only person
present at that meeting).

Christizn drug-addiction care first started in the 1960s. We interviewed
the first would-be project leader in 1967. And, what did we hear? He

‘had never made any investigation of drugs or drug addiction. He

didn't see that as a problem, however, because he believed in Jesus
Christ znd He would tell him what he needed to know. (Needless to
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say, the matter ended there.)

There was an evangelization-car, known as the mobile-unit. Two
people could borrow the car for a week. A film-projector + screen +
film, were all included. Leaflets were distributed during the day in
each new area, and the film was shown in the village square in the
evening. In itself, a very creative event in the 1960s. I remember two
very fanatical men returning from one of those weeks. What a
blessing, what a revival - 250 souls had been saved! And it turned out
that they were children! Children who probably had no idea what they
were doing.

My father was asked to visit a focal family, because ..... there was an
evil spirit in their clock! The cuckoo couldn’t stop calfing .......

Statements uttered by a well-known Evangelist : Violin music is the
music of heaven and the angels. Saxophone music is the music of the
devil and hell.

The speaker referred to TV as Hellevision, and it would be better not
10 have a TV in the home. This speaker had one, nonetheless, in his
attic where he watched it in secrecy!

1 have encountered a good deal of nonsense along the way

The laying-on of hands o heal a leg longer than the other. Some
" Evangelists were very good at this. It appears, however, that it is quite
normal for one of the legs on which we walk to be longer than the
other, Why then the spectacle of those legs?

Peaple give public witness to their having been healed. Such as : T had
cancer, but Gorl has cured me.' Or: ' had a lump in my breast, it was
cancer, but God has miraculously cured me.' It appeared later that
these people had themselves come to the conclusion that they had
cancer, and that it had never been diagnosed by a dactor.
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33. The judgement

In daily life, people sometimes hurd all kinds of terrible curses at each
other. But it becomes totally unacceptable when done in the Name of
God.

One of my female friends had endured a series of enormous tragedies
in her youth, And then, to everyone's dismay, her 25 year old brother
suddenly suffered a cardiac arrest and died,

She immediately rang her church minister, who came directly. What
happened then reads like a "Horror Story’.

He enters the bouse and the first thing be says is : Don't imagine be
will go to Heaven."!

Years fater, these words continued to ring as ‘Hell and damnatiors' in my
friend's ears. To have to deal with such a pronouncement was worse, if
worse it could be, than the actual death of her brother.

it took a lifetime to come to terms with this.
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34. Grief

The church is surely the place where black and white, the high and
the low, the rich and poor, should all feel ‘at home'. A place for
enjoyment, pleasure, joy, but also for mourning, sorrow, worries,
problems, Everything should be possible there.

On TV, you see the most awful family sitvations. Parents and others
can be so cruel. The church and Christians can be cruel too.

They bave no children. It was not a voluntary choice. The ‘wonderful
and moving' story begins. Five children become orphans. Where can
they go? Where musl they start? '

The childless married couple see it as their mission for God 1o lake
these children into their home.

If only this had not happened! Almost from the very first day, the
children had to keep their grief to themselves. They should be
gratefuf they had been taken into such a good home.

Roughly 6 weeks after the death of their mother, it was Mothering
Sunday : a terrible day for these children.

The 'master’ of the house ordered the chiidren to buy flowers for the
lady of the house. Because she was now caring for them as 2 mother.
There had been erough gieving by now! I was time to stop.

After 30 years, because of that, it is stfl not over. These children are
now adults with chiidren of the same age as they themseives were then.
But they were never able to grieve. Have never been able to express
their sorrow.

Why did bystanders, and we with them, allow this couple (my sister
and brother-in-law) to mutilate these children in this way?

The guilt feeling surounding this deed within my own family has

fessened, but not gone.
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35. Instructive prayer

A converted Rhine barge served as a holiday boat.
Seventy young pecple of various ages spent 2 holiday on it.

Sailing past various places along the Rhine, mooring the boat and
then, of course, evangelizing, Lazing about is not allowed. Witness is a
must. ‘

Rising early, the day began with 2 period of silence {individual Bible
reading and prayer), breakfast, Bible study, lunch, and then on land w0

- sing and evangelize.

One morning, we bad a Bible study on the subject of sexuality.

The “lesson' still fresh in my mind, emphasized that if you are very
much in love and you want more than a kiss (no mention of sleeping
togetber, of course), then you would bave 10 pray. The longing would
then pass!!

Not going to bed with each other, was drummed into us constantly.
There was never any talk about how beautiful sexuality is, and is meant
10 be. There was never any tatk of respect for each other as lovers. No
talk about the intense enjoyment of fove and sex.

- F'am so grateful that my husband and | went our own way on this, and

that our ears did not heed these so-cailed ‘wise' but very ‘cold’ lessons.
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36. Sex before marriage

They are so young, so beautiful, so in love. They want to marry and to
have their marriage blessed in church. They ask to speak with the
minister and ‘elders’. And they do. | can still see it : two lovely people,
ready and willing to embark on that enormous wonderful, and
difficult, adventure. Sitting opposite them are the minister and one or
two other 'brothers'’, all of whom know so weil how life should, and
should not, be,

"Have you slept together yet?'

If you bave, then you will first of all have to confess your
wrongdoing, because you are not allowed to sleep together before
marriage.!!

it is even worse if you "have to' marry. She is 16 and he is 17, Far too
young, of course, to start on that great adventure, and pregnant as
well. They too have to appear before the tribunal to ask forgiveness
for their ‘sin. Followed by public confession before the whole
congregation on Sunday mosning, as the final terror.

Another story concerns a young girl who became pregnant, and who
only married the father of the child a year later. Several years after
that, she was told that the start of their marriage lay on them ke a
curse!

These and other situations were real. What arrogance to put such
pressure on a young couple at the start of their life together.

Fortunately, practices like these do not occur everywhere. But
judgement and punishment are too easily meted out in 'the community’.
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37. Pregnant

We had 3 children and our family was complete. And then I discovered
- oh heavens, 'm pregnant! Not planned. We had tken ail the
necessary precautions. But stll!

We had decided that | would work part-time in the office, Tused to do
the bookkeeping at home, but lately it seemed better to work at the
office.

Suddenly, there was confusion everywhere!

1tell my mother the news. Her reaction was :
You've got enough on your bands, damn it

I tell my sister-in-law! Her reaction is - 'How awful, bow are you
going to manage? Can't you take a ‘morning-after' pill? Or talk to the
doclor?' (She is very much against aboriion!!)

It's Sunday. The house is full : the five of us, plus the ihree children of
Church friends we were looking after.

I'm noi feeling well. Stomach pains. I have the feeling the pregnancy
is ot going well.

Leen, I'm going upstairs - 1 don’t feel well. Look after the children,
will you?

Igo to the toilet, Have the feeling I'm getting a contraction and losing
something - and there it is, in the toilet. I look and see a miniature
buman being. Very, very small, some 3 cm. I take it upsiairs and

telephone my midwife - she comes.

She is in awe of that tiny fruil of my womb and the placenia,
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everything in miniature, We look with wonder. She asks me : s
everything okay with you?' I smile and say : Yes, I'm fine.'

Leen is downstairs, the children have been laken to the church
(which starts at 5 o'clock).

I call Leen and ask for a cup of coffee, to which be replies : ''m right
in the middle of a film!’
[ take a blanket, go downstairs and lie down on the seftee.

My brother and sister-in-law come with their 3 children and bring
our children with thent.

We make a fetw jokes together!
You would almost think everyone was pleased about the
miscarriage. When 1 think about it in retrospect, I wonder : what

was happening, why was there was no emotion?

The following day, the matter had passed, it was behind us.
Physically perhaps, but mentaily?

Why did I respond in this way? But there was real pain inside!
Why was I outwardly so strong?

| wish | knewt!
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38. Evangelization, wanted or unwanted

‘The world must know that Jesus lives! This was the moto of the
church we attended in the 1970s and early 1980s. And it meant that the
church organised many evangelization campaigns.

Polling was the main part of one such campaign. Every day, fora whole
week. Some had taken a week's leave from their work.

Naturally, I was part of it too. 1 was there every day.
The weather was good. 1 like talking, which meant that asking people
questions was no problem for me.

It is the last day. The survey bad continued all morning. [ am tived! |
hurry home and tidy things up a bit. Willem (the middle son) comes
home from school and says : "Mum, you bave to go to school this
afternoon - they are giving information on all the schools in the area,
s0 that we can choose which one [ will go lo." Heavens, I've forgotten
all about it! I rush there on my bike. Time is very short,

As I look back, 1 see myself sitting there, red in the face. Puffing and
blowing after cycling so fast. Weary after all that evangelization work
throughout the week. And then it's back home again! In the
meantime, it has started raining. Two gitls also doing evangelization
work are sheltering from the rdin in my house.

One of the girls accidentally knocks against a saucepan of oit standing
on the draining board. The pan, plus contents, falls to the ground. I
had z busy family life with frequent visitors so it was not unusual for
things to fall, but it had never bothered me before.

But when this happened at that moment, 1 simply Jost control. 1
cursed and raged, and 1 couldn't stop. The girls fooked at me, their

faces white with shock. T had never before let myself go to this exteat.
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I can remember coming to my senses again and saying sorry. They left
me to myself.

And then something happened which proved to be a tuming point in
my iife. T sat on the setiee completely dumbfounded. It was as if a
voice deep inside me was saying : You didn’t have to do that
evangelization work every day for Me. [ didn't ask you to do it'!

What a refieft { didn't need to do it. [ didn't have to do it!
| had made myself do it. It had become an obsession.

This event provoked a whole new process in me. A kick-the-habit

process. That 'must’ had to go! That hurt, ne more ‘must’. That 'must’
had been a curse and it stifi raises its ugly head in me, from time to time.
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39. Under the blood

I had at last gathered enough courage to commit 2 number of
problems to paper, and to send them out so that they could can be
discussed.

They ‘phoned, they will call in.

How will they react? I am very curious, and so anxious [ could choke!
[ hope Leen will be home on time. I don't want to, and T can'r, face the
confrontation with them alone.

There they are! They are furious, I can see it on their faces!

My sister-in-law throws the letter I sent onto the table; several lines
bave been underlined in ved.

And she staris : 'How could you do this?! She at least responds. 1 try
to interrupt ber and tell her that the letter is a just an opening so that
we can talk.

We bave to talk.

And whai, to my amazement, does my brother say? He says : 'Lef’s
pray and put it under the blood of Jesus Christ'!

I splutter in opposition and say : ‘No, I don't want thet, [ want 1o talk,
1 think we should discuss the situation.' 'No', says my brother, | want
to pray! Not talk!'

Leen takes my band and squeezes 1, as if wants to say : Give him
what he wants! It's a lost cause!
Oh, bow cheated I feel, | comply, we pray, and it's awful!

Deep inside me, | knew already : This will never happen to me againt No

talk? Then no praying.
it felt then like spiritual rape. | shoutd have stuck to my ‘No'.
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40. Spiritual rape

We were sitting in a large circle. A mixture of young and old. The
minister was administering bread and wine. Holy Communion was
being celebrated.

The minister comes to our eldest son (a teenager at the time) and
gives him the bread.

Look at me! Do you love the Lord Jesus. Tell me! He gave His blood
Jor you too." It sounds so ftimidating.

I can see it happening. And I think : 'Dear, dear child of mine, look
at him! Say you love the Lord fesus, because then be will stop and
move o 1o the next person.’

After so many years, I can still feel the sweat breaking out on my skin
as I think back on that moment, And 1 feel guilty, because I had not
intervened in what was happening there.

| should have screamed af the minister and told him to stop

manipulating and spiritually raping my child.
And | am still trying to make i up to my son.
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41. Kneeling

[am already aware of it during the singing. [ have got to get out of
here. I can't take it any longer. i

I am sitting in the church or, more precisely, in the community
gathering. The word church is not used in this ‘church’ (they look

arrogantly down on it}.

After the singing, the adoration service begins (2 kind of prayer

 service).

t do not feel comfortable. Things have happened in the last weeks
which should not have been allowed to happen.

The minister leads the ‘adoration’
Everyone is praying! And then someone announces what Our Lovrd is,
and is not, going 1o do with us!

At that point, something snaps inside me! I have the same feeling as !
had in my brother-in-law's study, when be asked : "Are you certain
this is what God wanis?

1said out loud and calmly : Years ago, someone said that we should
be caring and loving towards the weak. Have we perbaps forgotten
thai?

The minister is angry. 1 should not have done this. [ can hear it in his
voice.

The whole congregation i standing. Waiting for the sign to sit down
again. To my astonishment, he embarks on a story about 'giving
vourself 100%'. And then he says : 'let us kneel'. He demands that

* evervone obey him.

All eyes are closed. I look round and I look at the minister. The
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expression on his face is tight-lipped and sour. I will remember that
moment uniil the day I die. It looks like a fight. Who will win?

Bueryone kneels. 1 bave no intention of kneeling. Certainly not for
this minister. I refuse!

But kneel I do! Later, a friend sitting behind me said ( and unaware of
the fight between the minister and me) : 'You looked as if you had
shrivelled from a young woman into an old lady.

Ishould not have knelt.

[still regret it.

This was our last Sunday in this ‘community”.
Years later, | attended a targe music-and-song event in England. More
than 1000 people knelt. | was the only one who remained seated and

did not kneel. | was given the chance again to say 'no* to something said
from the platform, but which had different implications for me.
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42. Departure

It is nearly Easter 1985. For the fitst time in my life, I will not celebrate
Easter in the church!

In Evangelical and Pentecostal circles, Faster is more important than
Christmas.

For as long as [ can remember, very little attention was given to
Christmas.

No, instead, we had Good Friday/the Crucifixion, Jesus dying for our
sins. And then Easter Sunday, the Resurrection! That was something to
celebrate!

As a family, we still wanted to cefebrate Easter. How should we do that
with just the five of us?

Holy Communion!

Bread and wine.

We discussed it with the children.

It was celebrated in my eidest son's bedroom (he was 15 years old).
Short and simple. It fasted about 15 minutes. I can still remember
thinking : does this accord with the tradition we have been taught?

It is a few days after Easter. Brother-in-faw, the minister, telephones
me.

"How did you spend the Easter days together?, he asks.

In all openness, I tell him about the Holy Communion service we had
had together as a famity, and that for some reason or other, [ was not
able to completely enjoy it.

‘Of course you couldn’s enjoy it, it was not right. It is improper to
celebrate Holy Communion as 2 family. Only the church can do that.

Again something seemed to break inside me. Everything, ihe stories,
the manipulation, bis coercive manner, all came bubbling to the
surface of my mind, I asked him : ‘would you please stop, I really
can't lake it right now!!’

I could tell he was surprised. Someone had actually told him to stop!
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And his [itde sister-in-law at that! He did not stop, but continued to
talk "at' me. I said three times - 'please stop talking'.

At the third request, I threw the receiver down.

I collapsed, literaily and figuratively,

What followed was a stepping back, and a release, from the
manipulation of this man. ‘

What | did not know then, was just how complicated the process | had

just initiated, weould really be.
This Easter 1985 telephone call was the last time | heard his voice!
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43. Holy Communion

Avyear later - 1986 - there had been no further contact with brother-in-
law and sister.

It was Easter again!

My brother-in-law had sent a letter to my mother, to my brother, and
10 us. It was a very pained, emotional letter, containing assignments
for us all .

He wanted o celebrate Holy Commanion as a family. My mother was
to arrange for the tble. My brother for the bread or the wine - or, was
it our job to get the bread and wine? (1 can't remember exacly.)

1 recall that this letter had  very constricting effect on me. 1 did not
want anything to do with it. I telephoned my brother and asked him
what we should do. My brother expressed no direct opinion on the
matter, and cowardly took a non-committal stand on it.

What must ] do?l!

All that previous year I bad feared bearing my brother-in-law’s voice
again, fearful of a confrontation.

And now it would just bave to come! I had to take a close look at
everything that had bappened in the last year.

I wrote a letter in which I tried to explain what I had heard about him
from others in the previous months, and about the manipulation
which 1 had also felt in my own life.

I was particularly appalled at what he had done to the lives of others.
The last sentence in the letter was an invitation to talk, together with
my hushand. 1 couldn't face it alone.

His reply to my letter was brief and to-the-point : he wished no further
contaet!

Hoby Communion was possible, but talking was not! What a hypocrite!
The most bizarre part of the story is the Holy Communion history (see
previous chapter).

Our Holy Communion celebration a year before was wrong. His Holy
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Communion celebration was good.

What | find so difficult in my family refationships is the tendency to hide
behind God#to use God as a shield.

In any kind of conflict, He is manoeuvred into position between us, and
He is used fo cover up something.

There is no way out of this - | am being misused and God is being
misused!
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44. Negativity

It was a tertible story my girl friend told me about my brother-in-law,
the minister. The Holy Communion my brother-in-law had suggested
we should celebrate together, and which I refused, was 18 months
ahead. [ wanted to explain my refusal to him. I therefore wrote him a
detailed letter saving that I knew the secret which my girl friend had
kept to herself for 5o many years. And that I knew more secrets about
him.

1 telephoned my brother before sending this letter. Will yoz;"read the
letter I have written to our brother-in-law?' ‘No, I'd rather not, he
said - [ was very surprised.

Why did he never want to get involved? When it came to the crunch,
he always sat on the fence ... '

When it came down to it, he was ziv\}ays negative, critical about
everything. About our ministry. There was a Bible study session, for
instance, at which we and many of our organisation’s staff/volunteers
were present. It was about having your own business. Our ministry
was not of his church, and we would have to give it up and give
ourselves entirely to the ‘his church’ and listen to him! Why was he
never enthusiastic, happy and positive about what 1 did? Or about
others? I did a TV screen-test once and was proud of it. His response
was : 'Nothing will come of it'.

Negativity is a curse and its effects are long-fasting. it has influenced my

life for a very long time. | blame myself that { only saw my own talents
after many years had already passed.
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45. Rebel

It was Saturday evening when he ‘phoned. 1 was surprised, this friend
never rang us during the weekend.

Afiter the usual 'hello, how are you?', he asked : Would you mind if my
wife and I came o see you this evening? 'Yes, of course you can
come, but it is so unexpected. I am bome alone. Leen (my husband)
is away for the weekend." I need fo tell you sometiring, be said. Vs it
really so important?, I ask. He veplies that he bas ‘to come clean and
tell my sins.” I ask : 'What bave you downe?- 'Impurity, fornication’,
be says. I am shocked 1o the core. I bave known them both for so
long. All I could say was : ‘Okay, come.

I had known this friend for more than 25 years. I had worked in his
evangelization ministry. He had devoted his life to proclaiming the
Gospels. [ could not imagine his having contacts with prostitutes!

They arvived a few hours later. How showld T handle this? | made
some coffee, my usual babit in difficult situations. 1 remember
saying ‘you bastard!" to bim. He sifs next to me on the settee. He siarts
to cry and I put my arms around bim, be says : ‘Forgive me and we
will stay friends, won't we?' I say, 'Of course."

Irr the middle of bis theatrical confession, he says : 'Ria, the work
your husband does in the trade union and such like, we don't need
that. And all those old books of mine (there were some of bis books
in the bookcase), you must throw them away.' He ended by saying :
‘Rig, don't be such a rebel

It was only after they had left, that I realised fully what had actually
taken place. He came to tell me something dreadful, but still managed
to take charge of everything going on in my house. He wined the
whole thing upside down. There he was, busy telling me what I must,
and must not, do. And all this before [ had even opened my mouth,
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and still in shock at the realisation that his whole e and his entire
preaching had been one enormous lie.

He aiso manipulated my hushand and me on several occasions in the
time we knew him. And in coming now to unburden his soul, he was
still not honest.

1 was left feeling totally drained.

I stilf cannot understand the schizophrenia and the dishonest preaching
of this man.
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46. Learn and live

The Revival, Evangelical, Baptist, and holiness movements, in which |
have participated, have had a remendous influence on my life, and
on how I think and how I act. [ was born in 1946, and was active in
these movemnents untif 1984. My parents had come to the faith before
the war, in very much the same kind of movement : it was called
Jeruel' The minister was their model, their friend. War broke out and
what did they discover? The minister had joined the Fascist
movement. What are your feelings at moments like that?

Of the various preachers I have known, all have told me how to live,
and especially how to iive 'properly’. And what did | later discover?
One of them had manipuiated women and seduced a very young girl
(my friend, aged 16 at the time), with the words : 'God has brought us
together, it is His will'. The second, having delivered his sermaons at
large gatherings, then went on to solicit the sesvices of call girls and
prostitutes. The third went to the foreign missions, established an
orphanage, and sexually abused young children, The fourth went for
walks on the beach on Sundays and made appointments with young
boys. He was a4 homosexual and for him there was no 'coming out’ -
he did not dare. There are many other such exampies 1 could
mention. And all these men, were often so "'dogmatic in the pulpit'.

It is not the siiuations themselves that so appal me. But rather the
hypocriticat preaching which went on for all those years. This is my
confusion and this is my disbelief. When | meet 'feaders’ now making all
kinds of dogmatic claims, | automatically think there must be something
not quite right about them.

| still find it difficult io place my trust in the honesty of Christians.
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47. My partner's influence

Wiit he be there again this evening? I had seen him yesterday for the
first time. He was at the book table, selling books in the interval. He
looked a nice boy! 1 have butterflies in my stomach. Y am in love

And it was mutual. We becamne a couple. He was different from the boy
and giri friends I had been mixing with. Subconsciously, it was the
artistic/romantic in him that drew me. He was in charge of theatrical
activities at the Teacher Training College; he painted, be played music,
he wrote texts, poems, read literature. He had broad interests that
both attracted and repelled me. The leaders and ministers in the
Christian movement, of which we were both a part, did not
understand him. | had been warned about him. "He was not a suitable
partner." My family put up with him. No one paid any real attention to
him. And 1# Did  take any notice of his atistic, romantic side?

I had become so focused, as a result of my upbringing, on the ‘spiritual
side' of people, and thus on his spirituai side too. Why was it that Tonly
began to appreciate the 'non-spiritual’ side of him so many years fater?

Subconsciously, for my benefit and for the benefit of others, Leen tried
for some time to play down the more artistic and romantic sides of his
character. And | allowed it

1 felt guilty about it. That 1 almost aflowed myself, my being, 1o be
destroyed is one thing, but why dié | not want people to see leen's
arlistic traits?
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48. My children's influence

This book is about the ups and downs of my Christian upbringing
during my chitdhood. The sad part about it is that I regarded my
upbringing up to around the age of 35 years as 'up'. But after that, 1
began to discover that it also had many ‘downs'.

You are 3 weeks old, asleep in your cot. I am looking at you! lam 22
years of age, still far too young to realise what it is 1o bring a child
to adulthood,

‘Dear tiny creature : I do not know whether you will regard me as
your mother all your (ife; but 1 do know that, for the rest of my life, 1
will be your mother!"

1 took the task on. Wonderful, surely! Cersainly on the basis of my
faith. And what happened? 1 made the same mistakes as were made in
my own upbringing.

The “spiritual" was also of primary importance in my attitude towards
the children. It may sound strange, but what saved our family was our
eldest child, from the age of about 14 years, saying 'no’ to Christian
institutions.

1 should add too that it occurred simultanecusly with the process of
awakening that had already begun in my own iife.

But here too 1 feel sorrow - that, for the first 14 years, | did not satisfy
thair yearnings.

82

September 1995

My final story was not one of "all's well that ends well"! 1 simply
stopped, because there were still so many stories and more would
come!

So long as there are people, institutions, churches, ministries and
movements, there will be 'stories’ like these. That is simply the way it
is! It is people who inflict pain.

And now - what happened to me along the way? By leaving the church
in 1934 and saying 'goodbye’ to my extended family, | was naturatly
thrown back onto myself. No church, no extended family. I can
remember feciing as if I was standing naked before the Almighty God,
and that everything I had learned and which 1 felt so sure about, was
gone. 1 stood there empty and alone, and for the first time in my life 1
had to find the answer to the question : "In What and Who do T
believe?!"

I discovered that there was fith in God without the frills, without the
traditions, the humbug and human manipulations. That faith was a.
treasure well buried and welt preserved! Al the experiences 1 have
had, have not succeeded in destroying this.

Of course, [ also have many lovely and grateful memories. But despite
these, the situations 1 have mentioned have borne down heavily on
me. Professional therapy (1992-1994) and a period in Norway, helped
me greatly. Now, after ail those years, [ know who I am. I have
conquered the manipulation. And 1 still believe in God, my Creator. 1
am still allergic to manipulation, nonetheless.
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September 1999

A number of circurnstances have contributed to this manuscript laying
idle for some time. I have gained in strength these years. I have
become a proud grandmother. [ was also able to return to my work,
and that is certainly a positive sign of recovery. But there was
something still nagging at me, something unfinished, but what? And
this week, 1 have finally been able to put it into words, and it means
that I can now round off this book and, with it, this part of my life :

Someone asked : "What did he do to you?"
So much! But so difficult to put into words. I have written it in this
book. And yet! It remains a too polite, a too distant way of writing.

That question : "What did he do to you?", put everything in its place!
And I replied : They wanted to break my soul, my spirit, my body.']
got quite a shock when it came out.

"He proclaimed, manipulated, wanted fo own me and others."

And as I think back on my conversion, I feel no joy! It was so bigoted,
confined, narrow and dark.

And 1 could swear when [ think back on my baptism : In the long black
robe. '

The talk which in that context I had with two old men, was dreadful -
they sawed me in half, as it were, in search of what 1 believed and why!

It should not have been allowed.

He should not have been aliowed to pray with me in that small room.
God’s hotiness and purity have been soiled by his interference. He
had nothing whatsoever to do with my spiritual wellbeing, my faith,
my doubt, my emotions, my sexuality, my dreams, my questions. Why
didn't my parents prevent him?

84

Why was he allowed to preach, pray, stimulate emotions, maniputate?

Why did he stand between me and God? Why was my future not
important? Why did he interfere with everything and everyone?

That period derailed my thinking, my faith and my emotions.
Until [ said "NO" : "this far, and no further.’

As Christian leaders, you cannot treat children iike that. As a child and
teenager, [ should have been playing, dancing, enjoying God's
Creation.

What is most difficult ia alt of this, is that [ have been the victim of
“manipulation”. And no proof of it can be produced. If something
physical had taken place, I could still have reported it. But, afas, that is
ot possible with manipulation. And yvet manipulation is just as bad.
Maniputation of this kind amounts to spiritual rape.

"He wanted to possess my soul, my mind and my body."

In 1984, I finally said 'NO' to the psychological/spiritual rape, and
hegan to search for my roots, for God. [ have discovered that God
wants 1o make people free; freedom to choose, freedom to live, 10
think and 1o feel, And no one else may possess my soul, my mind, my
body. Iam a 'whole person’. God given. He is the only one in whom [
dare to trust.
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Interview with Ria

Why have you chosen to use 'miniatures’, rather than write an
autobiographical novel?

¥ began writing a montbly colummn in 1984. That concise style, with
a thought or incident as the core, suits me best. I would not be able
to write a novel, or I would have to have the help of a ghost-writer. I
bave written this small book, therefore, in my own way and in a style
thai best expresses my thoughts.’

If you put those ‘miniatures’ in a row, they present in their totality 2
very tarnished image of a few people and a few religious steams,
Were vou not overcome by a feeling of pure disgust when you put
those examples into the collective perspective of one horrendeus
event?

Actually, I only felt disgust a couple of times, when writing specific
chapters. What was so strange was that I could write most pieces
almosi from a distance’, as it were. Once I bad a piece written,
moved on to the next, although I did sometimes take a short break
between. Committing all this to paper undoubledly cost me a greal
deal of energy, but not necessarily emotion. The reason lies parily, |
think, in the fact that that manipulation and that artificiality had
become a ‘normal’ part of my life. I could not allow the emotion I felt
at the time to take over - life had io go on."

And yet, each piece clearly contains considerable emotion.

I think emotions and coping with emotions bave developed rather
strangely in my life. Probably because the sirands of my Iife are so
intertwined : family life, growing up as a child and teenager, that
church, the role played by relatives and bis role as preacher-
minister, personal faith, Hfe choices 1 think, therefore, there is
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sometbing in me, like : not knowing what ‘authentic emoiions’ are.
Everything was so mixed-up, and that's why I can't feel it as such.
That, of course, can be confusing from time to time.'

Has the writing of it helped you to put your life in order again?

When I re-read and re-live it, 1 feel I bave come out of it as a Juirly
strong individual. Someone who has also bad to pay the price; I do
not swing from ‘high bighs' to 'low lows'. But that does not mean that
Lam superficial, I bave learned to live without all thai baggage, and
bave learned as best 1 can to live with my past.

My story has not ended. There is an on-going process of development,
I also see so many desperately unbappy situations around me,
similar o the ones I have experienced: and all the instances of
manipulation always touch me deeply. Sometimes I feel as if | am
surrounded by a sea of dark mud, precisely because I am familiar
with that kind of situation. I have the feeling I want to jump in, but
the mud is so impenetrable that one prefers to step back and walk
away from it.'

Does this mean that you feel you have had enough sorrow in your life?

Yes and no. And I wouldn't want to say that my fife bas been one
long vale of tears. It may seem so, perbaps, when you read those
pieces. They are very unbappy situations which left deep scars in me.
There were, fortunately, other happier periods : with my parents, and
cerfainly within my own nuclear family. Those sad events bave
touched raw nerves too in those who bave so far been able to read
about them. That recognition is both comforting and painful.'

In their totality, those experiences must have amounted to quite a lot,
otherwise you would not have gone into therapy.
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1 started therapy because I found myself in conflict with a number
of things. The process bad actually begun in 1983/4. [ have always
been able to discuss everything with my busband. But dt some point,
1 obviously went too far. I can remember bis saying once : I am your
husband, not your therapist!' I was bothered by that ai first, but it
was ceriainly true. Who then do you turn to? We know many
Christian counsellors, I could have consulted them of course, but I
wanied someone neutral. [ ended up at the Regional Mental Health
Centre where, for two years (1992/4), 1 received excellent care and
supervision. What finally tipped the balance, was an incident
involving a female employee at our office in 1991, I saw then just
bow tired, exbausted, and burned-out I really was. I realised that
something had to happen. And it was then that | started to look for
professional belp. Strangely enough, I started by talking about what
my friend bad suffered at my brother-in-law'’s hands. And it was only
then that 1 finally came to my own past. I was sometimes very
intense, sometimes with few emotions, and conversely there were
times when it released all kinds of emotions in me, In undergoing
therapy, you decide bow far you want to go. And thus it brought all
kinds of different emotions and situations to the surface. It was my
busband who encouraged me to put pen to paper.

The therapy has, without doubt, been extremely belpful to me.
Therapy, however, is merely an aid, an instrument, It is you, and
you alone, who bas to do the real work. You are the one who goes
through the process; you are exercising your will, it is constantly
your own decision. The therapist feeds' the process. 1 feel I bad got
things fairly straight in my mind by then. The problem was the way
everything in my youth bad got so muddled : that Christian
movement, that church, family relationships and what was expected
of me, how I bad to bebave.

Defining what I actually thought about things, was also something 1
bad to do Jor myself. It was parily, therefore, an awareness-process,
quite separate from all those imposed opinions. As a person, I have
to keep my feet firmly on the ground, especially when I again come
face-to-face with manipulation in all its forms; in Christian
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movements and churches, It means that you sometimes bave to stand
back. A victim of rape bas to stand back from the perpetrator; not fo
do so is poison. My poison is the system that manipulated me. |
survived i, I did not go under. But on your own, you can do so little
about the reasons, the 'why' of it all. And that gives you an added
sense of being powerless and vulnerable.'

Are you bitter about the fact that what you have experienced has
robbed you of part of your youth?

'Ob no, you were not allowed to be bitter! I bave lost count of the
number of times it was lalked about, that you must never be bifler,
because it meant that you bad no contact with God. In the
meantime, they could go on manipulating and compounding things
still further. For people of faith, there was no place for bitterness and
hate; if they did arise in you, you had to work bard on them. Despite
the wrong motives that lay bebind such statements, 1 do feel that hate
and bitterness in us, are poisonous. That does not preclude your
having some periods of pain, anger, and frustration eic. 1 have had
strong feelings of home-sickness and longing, at the realisation that {
bad no chance of reliving certain parts of my life. Certainly when
you consider how my church preached certain pointless rules of
bebaviour, which actually bad no bearing whatsoever on true faith.
Houw often were we not asked : “are you sure that that is God's will?,
does the Lovd really want that?, 'can the Lord Jesus waik that path
with you?, and so on. | later discovered that Jesus always walks your
path with you. And, in consequence, my life is far more relaxed now.
I am not bitter, but 1 am sometimes very angry when I see that this
kind of anxiely is still instilled into the minds of children, It may be
that 1 feel an occasional melancholy at the thought that they robbed
me of my openness and innocence. Sometimes [ think : was i really
that bad? - especially when you consider how many millions of
people bave to endure the most awful suffering, today and every day.
But then I conclude that even though I am only describing a few
people in one institutional church, I can and must protect myself
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against practices of this kind From a very early age it was
drummed into you what was expected of you, bow you should live
your life, what you must, or must not, do! And the people who say it
are convinced they are right. They do not bave the right, however, to
taint your innocence. Of course, this is a tough and corrupt society
and we bave to be survivors in il. Creating a climate of fear,
however, does not belp. It should, in fact, be crystal clear, but it is
instead as if we have turned it into thick fog, a dark quagmire. And
sometimes we feel ourselves powerless against it. Because the same
things are bappening all the time, and I can do nothing about them."

Could this book help?

In the first place, 1 bave written it all down for myself, And secondly,
I bope it will belp anyone who reads it. But whether or not it will
make any structural difference? I bave considerable doubt about
that. The chance is bigh that this book will be used against me. By
committing it all to paper, I am just making it more difficult for
myself. Those who bave read it so far, gave me the encouragement to
Sinally ‘go public' It is strange to find yourself confronted again by
your own indoctrination process, in the sense of : Would the Lord
approve of this book being published? And then I'say to myself : Even
if He didn't approve, I would still do it!" A comment more fitting to a
teenager perhaps.

Why would God have difficulties with this? Did He not say : 'the truth
shall set you free'?

For so many years, I was told the truth from only one particular
viewpoint. It cost me tremendous effort to wrestle myself free from
that ‘truth’. That also plays a role in this book. There are so many
‘heavy, evangelical orthodox and Catholic groups, all with their
own particular anxieties and fears, despite the fact that it is brought
to them in terms of beauty and love. [ bad to make my way through
that fear of God to the light of truth, and that was my liberation. But
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sometimes that old indoctrination, that curse, raises its ugly bead
again in my thoughts.'

The messengers come over rather badly in your book. You have every
reason 1o lose your faith in God. How can you still believe?

My upbringing ensured that [ would think seriously about God.
came lo see that there is a difference between what the institutional
churchicommunity does, and who God is : that there is a difference
between what those 'messengers, those ‘savers of mankind, say and
who God is. People are, and remain, people with their faults and
their shortcomings. God, thank God!, is far greater and transcends it
all. And with that God, I am safe. That faith cannot be broken.'

Is your hook a crying-out to the true God?

1 am rather pessimistic and recalcitrant about the 'minor
messengers', what they did, and the church as institute. | see my book
inore as a whimper against the giant, God does bear my whimpering,
that 1 know, but I am not sure whetber people will understand it.

These Christian movemenis can easily out-shout the whimperings of
its helpless victims. For my part, I would be quite bappy for those
institutes to become voiceless for a while, particularly when 1 see true
bumanness disappearing under the weight of their proclamations. I
bad to discover who I really am. The community, the messengers,
who should bave belped me, blocked my path completely. How many
others bave bad to endure that? We must not veil the human issue

here.
Is the becoming who you are, the core of your story?

Yes, I suppose it is. It is the side-paths, the bad intentions, the journey
of discovery, that logether constitute the core-motif. I bave, after all

found my way out of the quagmire. I hope | bave become more
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human, others can judge that. My journey goes on.'
‘How did, and does, your family react to this journey?

They gave me all the freedom I needed. My busband has stimulated
me greatly in ail of this. Thank God I bad a bushand who supported
me; if be bad not, there would probably bave been a divorce. My
childrer bave also given me great encouragement. The book made
a deep impression on them, Not everything was new o them. They
bad already seen some of it. My aging mother encouraged me in a
very special way too; she said : What you have written is good. That's
exactly the way it was, unfortunately.' For myself. the positive
element is that in committing it to paper, I bave distanced myself
Jrom this way of thinking. | bave, in. this way, been able to bring that
part of my life to a close, and I bave the feeling I am stronger, and |
have absolutely no wish to return to that old, twisted, world In the
last few years I have felt I was treading thick mud, but the ground is
now firm under my feet, I am no longer sinking ino the mire.
Although I have qchieved a cevtain degree of bappiness (within my
nuclear family certainly), functioning on a daily basis can still
sometimes cost me enormous energy.’

Have the therapy, the writing, the 'new' life, cleared the fog a bit for
you?

1 cannot, and will not, go back to those old patterns. Even though I
do not always bave the answers, and certainly not in the way they
always had a ready answer to everything in my communily in the
past, because they bad it all mapped out for us. That bas all been
cast aside, completely. It means too that | have no idea what
tomorrow will bring. All I ant is to live my life today, to the full. In
that sense, the mist bas cleared my stance in life today is far more
realistic. It could be that Christians who were part of my past, now
Jeel I am really walking into the mist because, in their ierms, [ bave
strayed completely. When I read my ‘miniatures’, I see that I have

92

been able to get things fairly straight, and I bave learned to take life
as it comes and to be myself. It was worth taking that journey through
the quagmire for that. 1 have so far not drowned in the experiences
of the past.’

How do you handle concepts such as forgiveness and reconciliation
now?

These words are very often used to simply sweep everything under
the carpet. 1 have written twice to both my brother and my brother-
indaiv. They refused to talk. That says enough about their thinking,
Forgiveness is not : bebaving as if nothing bas happened and and
playing a pretending game with each other. If you do ihat, you
remain imprisoned in a net of lies.

The first step is an bonest discussion or an bonest exchange of letters.'

And finally : I am lefi with a vague feeling, a longing for "sometbing",
homesickness.

PL. 1-5-1999
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Afterword

By: Thea Fonteyn
Dear Ria,

Having twice read your manuscript, I would now like to give vou my
reactions. When I first read it, | was shocked by the contents, And
when [ read it again, [ was calmer and more at ease, but still appalled.

I was also shocked by the fact that I find it so normal that lies,
manipufation and power go hand and hand with stupidity in
evangelical circles; the same is probably also true outside of
evangelical communities.

During the first reading, a number of emotions surfaced in me, as also
the question as to why I find it so normal. The reason is that [ have
also heen submerged by this power and manipulative behaviour. |
have to say that I still have questions about it : e.g. why are evangelical
movements breeding places for intimidation excesses of this kind?
Why are they the places where people can lose their vitality and
creativity? Is it one large make-believe world?

Your stories remind me so much of several situations in which I stood
anc watched, and merely registered and thought ‘there is something
not quite right here’.

I have met this kind of situation repeatedly in evangelical milieus.
Under the layer of 'Hallelujahs' and 'Praise the Lord', there was
venom, aggression, stupidity and perversion. And this always
confused me. The 'how' and ‘why' of this behaviour has w do, I think,
with the fact that there is no unity between word and deed. Jesus
made a number of very clear statements on this, with reference to the
Pharisees. One of the best, I think, is the following : they are blind
guides, inwardly full of robbery and destruction, who place heavy
burdens on people without raising & finger to help.

Another reason, perhaps, is that we live in 4 word-culture and not in
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a culture in which deeds are paramount.

I came from the traditional church into the 'Promised Land' of the
'Evangelical' faithful. They were proud of not belonging to the 'plebs'
of the church. We were supposed to be the cream of the bunch. And
ther it gets rather unsettling, because it is ail so desperately dull, and
also because integrity is apparently not important and of no
consequence. [ have friends who say that they prefer not to have
deafings with Christians, because they neither pay up nor keep to
agreements. In short, it seems that within these evangelical circles the
lack of professional know-how, the absence of integrity, the
intimicdation, bad communication, fack of self-criticism and
carelessness, are guite normal. '

At the personal level, it seems to me that as a child you had a very
special place within your family. T think you must have been a
sparkling personality, very 'present’ and impressionable. And thus you
paid the price for your own lust for kfe, your instinctive desire to live
it to the full, and your originality. Drama of a}} kinds surrounded and
enveloped you as the spotlight, time and again, tumed on you. You
had no power, however, to steer the drama in any particular direction.
People hovered around you, wanting to 'determine’ and mould you
according to their image/ideas. George Steiner, a Jewish philosopher,
said (in : 'A season in hell") : "We hate most of all those who hold up
10 us a purpose, an ideal, 2 visionary promise, which we cannot attain;
despite stretching our muscles to the utmost, it again and again slips
beyond our reach - but, which nonetheless, and this is the essence,
remzins utterly attractive 1 us, and we cannot dismiss i, because we
tecognize its tremendous value.

Your brother-in-law apparently saw something in you, against which
he had o take a firm stand, namely your vital creativity and your
authenticity. And he was not alone, many followed him.

And so you have unwillingly, and unwittingly, piayed a major role in
this drama, for which there was no applause. It taught you never to put
vour rame under anything, because you knew you could not handle
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the consequences it provoked. A number of times in your story, you
ask : why did no one intervene? Take, for instance, the story of that
young boy bombarded with the Gospel texts, When something like
that turns into a shouting match, you can normally at feast say 'shut
up’. But you don’t say that so easily when pious words are turned into
‘words of abuse’. It may be that religious or erotic ‘ateacks' are the
most difficult to fathom, never mind to stop.

What it ultimately boils down to every time, is power and the misuse
of power. Why is it that certain people within the evangelical circuit
are given power, while others remain powetless under i#? | do not
kaow.

I can relate to your stories and stand aghast at how truth and
immaturity merge into an ugly mixture; or, even worse - at how the
lust for power merges with viclence and aggression; and - at how lies
are constantly able to filter through the layer of pious words.

l'am pleased with your book, and hope that others will also recognize

themselves in it. | hope especially that women, as a result of your
book, will move forward.
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