
Evelien Verboom, Netherlands 

Almelo, 
Thursday, May 5, 2016, Liberation and Ascension. 

 Yesterday, May 4, I attended the Remembrance Day commemoration at Van 
Dronkelaarplein, a square in Almelo with its monument to fallen Allied soldiers. 
If it is not raining, I go there every year and the visit raises memories. 
 There were a number of photographers and because I like to photograph, I 
wonder what will be the result of my pictures with the sun backlighting. 
Perhaps the results will surprise me. 

On Thursday May 5, I was Googling for pictures of the Remembrance Day in 
Almelo. I found a video on YouTube with this link:  
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xNoUqIEUrAs 
 The day before, after watching Alderman Timmer lay a wreath, I saw a 
portrait photo of a young soldier. The picture’s frame was repaired with black 
tape to cover where the glass had been broken, and I could see that sand and 
water had leaked in. This young soldier’s portrait in the broken frame was to 
keep me very busy. 

 At 53, I have not experienced the war, but I know a few stories from my 
mother. Precisely because she says so little, I recognize how great the impact of 
that terrible war was on her, as it so often does with people. 
 Therefore, I am grateful. Thankful for my freedom. Grateful to be living in 
the Netherlands. Grateful that I can do whatever I want and can go wherever I 
want. On this day, May 4, the Netherlands gives thanks to these young soldiers 
who were killed. 



 Young men who left behind parents, wives and children, family and friends 
to fight for peace in a country they had never been. 
 Yet they were so involved and they knew that their efforts could cost their 
lives. I realize that we cannot be thankful enough. 

 That's why on May 4, I am silent, and raise the flag to show respect and 
gratitude. Now it is May 5, I sit outside enjoying the beautiful weather, but in 
my head, I see the young dead soldier’s photograph in that broken frame stuck 
together with black tape and broken glass. Who am I to leave this broken 
frame? Am I a woman of nothing? Ungrateful. Uninvolved. No! I decide to go to 
the graves in the cemetery, where a few hours earlier, a wreath had been laid 
by the alderman. 

 I grab my bike. Fortunately, the video showed the location of his grave, so I 
can find it easily. 
 I pick up the frame carefully, wipe the sand off and put it in my saddlebag. 
I feel strange. There's a picture of a young soldier killed in my bike bag ...... It 
feels like I'm doing something wrong, like I am kidnapping somebody, taking 
away someone I have no right to. 
 It upsets me and I cycle to my mother’s, who is 84 years old and lives near 
the cemetery. I tell her the story, and what I have just done. 
 She says that she has a frame. Now, I grab a knife, get a pair of scissors 
from my mother and a warm cloth. I cut the black battered tape away and 
gently release the picture. On the photo’s back side is faded writing, which is 
difficult to read. My mother brings me a magnifying glass. 
 I am concerned about this loving memento, which I've stolen and wonder 
whether this young man’s sisters, a wife, children perhaps had written the 
inscription? I see a name. No date of birth. However, a date of death. Special .... 

 After a while I had everything cleaned. I put the picture in the new frame 
and paste it as watertight as possible wrapping clear film around it. My mother 
gives me tape, and I can pull the film taut and close it tightly. So, we are 
working together to improve to restore this young man’s picture, as he 
deserves. 
 Once the photo is beautiful in its new frame, I want to take it back as soon 
as possible in case the family of this young soldier had flown to the 
Netherlands for Remembrance Day and would miss the picture.... That would 
be terrible. So I go right back. 
 I ride the cemetery arriving close to the military graves, when I see four 
people walking towards me talking. I quickly estimate their age: a woman 85, a 
man and a woman of 65 and a man of 40 years. I dismount because I do not 
think it respectful to cycle when there are people in the cemetery. I hear these 
visitors speaking English and my head spins: Suppose that this is the family of 
the soldier and they have missed his picture. That is not acceptable! I need to 
speak to them! 



 I ask them if they are the family of this soldier. No, they're not, but they 
know where his grave is. Their brother, uncle and great-uncle lie near the 
soldier of the photo that is still in my saddlebag. I say that I took the photo and 
reframed it, and show them. 
 They emit a sigh of relief because they had missed the picture! Upon seeing 
the beautiful picture they are so happy and emotional, and thank me over and 
over. 
 They are amazed that a 'young' woman who had not experienced the war 
would do this for someone they do not know. I tell a few of my mother’s stories 
and my gratitude. 
 There follow tears. After their taxi collects them at the entrance to the 
cemetery to take them to a hotel in Almelo, I cycle home with a very warm 
heart. I'm quiet and full of what had happened on a beautiful sunny day in 
May. 
 My mother and I performed a simple act: made a new frame for the photo of 
the young fallen soldier. 

Almelo, Liberation 2016.... My story began with watching a YouTube video. 
This is my story about how I honoured a young soldier who fell 71 years ago; 
his sacrifice left me with a very big warm heart. 

Evelien Verboom, 
Almelo, May 5, 2016.


