
ONE DAY AT A TIME, MARGREET!  CHAPTER 1 
With a couple of shopping bags in each hand, Margreet hurried down the narrow street through 
the shopping district. She was glad she had finished her list of errands, but she was sorry that 
there was not much time left to just stroll up and down the busy streets and to look into the 
unique shops with their centuries-old gables thoughtfully peering down on the crowd of people. 
The old, weathered bricks had a warm glow as they basked in the early spring sunshine. 
Margreet pondered about how much those old windows had seen over the ages, such as carriages 
with high stepping horses, and ladies in wide hoopskirts. Of course, also bewigged gentlemen 
who gallantly helped them up the freshly scrubbed steps. In the meantime, however, they also 
had smiled understandingly at the girls with their white bonnets, who had been vigorously 
scrubbing the steps, backs bent and hands raw from hard work. A little later, with baskets over 
their arms, those girls would hurry to the market to run errands for their “mistresses.”  

Now spring was in the air, barely noticeable, but still it could be felt, even here where the houses 
were closely huddled together. There was a faint aroma floating in from the wide countryside 
outside the city, filling the air with expectancy for the new life that was ready to burst forth. It 
was even visible in the sparkling eyes of the people who were enjoying the sunshine as they 
filled the narrow streets, and on the buds of the magnolia bushes that, here and there at the corner 
of tiny yards defiantly opened with brilliant red splendor. It looked as if it was a carefree 
vacation day, and Margreet wondered if all those people suddenly had a day off. She had to 
chuckle. That question could be asked of her, as well.  

Margreet quickly walked over one of the many bridges in the city. The picturesque shape of the 
bridge with its rough stones was almost completely hidden behind a wide strip of parked 
bicycles. Even the bank along the black water of the canal was filled with cars of all sizes and 
shapes. The city center did not have much to offer in the way of natural beauty, but the unique, 
lively atmosphere of a university town compensated for this lack. Margreet enjoyed walking over 
the cobblestones and looking at the old houses, but suddenly, rounding a corner, she came into 
the dark shadow of an old church building that dominated the whole area. Sometimes, from 
behind a couple of houses, the stately Dom tower suddenly appeared, standing proudly in the full 
sunlight, while the rest of the city was already hiding in the long shadows of the late afternoon 
sun. Dark, mysterious alleyways led between the houses to some hidden corners, stirring her 
imagination.  

The sun was now setting behind the high gabled roofs, and it took along with it the glow from 
the water that now dark and lazily sloshed against the old bricks.  

The afternoon had passed quickly. Margreet had to pick up Rik at the university, where he had a 
meeting, but, thankfully, she did not have to be present. It was a perfect chance for her to run 
some quick errands. She had hurried from one shop to the other, buying only what was 
necessary. She looked enviously at the people strolling leisurely past the display windows and 



casually looking everything over to see if there was anything appealing. The best part of 
shopping was having lots of time for it. But that was just the problem: she usually ran out of that. 
The time was like a tyrant. Be here on time, there on time... and, in the meantime, do this or that.  

Margreet had parked their van in a handicapped parking space. Having such a van like this was 
convenient, because now she did not have to hunt for a parking space, which was almost 
impossible to fi nd in this city. Officially, Rik had to be along with her if she parked in one of 
those spaces, but she was not so particular, and most of the time Rik was along.  

She drove through the narrow streets to the suburbs of the city, where she was already quite 
familiar with the streets in the sprawling university complex. She parked the van near the 
entrance and went inside. She wondered if Rik would be ready to go. Yes, he was waiting for her 
in the hall. His eyes lit up when he saw her.  

“Hi, Rik!” she exclaimed and gave him a kiss. “Did the meeting last long? You look tired. Let’s 
go right away.”  

She pushed the wheelchair through the broad doorway to the outside. Rik no longer needed to be 
pushed, wheelchair and all, into the van. He had now reached the point where he could stand by 
himself and take a big step into the van, just far enough to let himself down into the seat. 
Meanwhile, Margreet put the wheelchair in the back of the van and closed the door.  

“Okay, we’re on our way,” she said and started the engine.  

Rik glanced at the shopping bags on the floor by his feet. “What have you been up to all 
afternoon?”  

Margreet laughed. “I took the opportunity to rush like a whirlwind through a few stores,” she 
said.  

“What all did you need?” he asked curiously.  

Margreet chuckled. “Oh... you’ll see when we get home.” Now she had to keep her attention on 
her driving. It was late in the afternoon and rush hour had begun.  

She drove the van close to the door of their apartment building and helped Rik get into the 
wheelchair. “First I’ll open the door for you, and then I’ll get the packages out of the car,” she 
said.  

That evening, of course, she had to show Rik what she had used “all that money” for.  

“This is a mat for in front of the sink, so the carpeting doesn’t get dirty so quickly. Do you like 
it? The fl owers will look nice with the color of the walls. And here... I didn’t have a tea strainer 
yet. It was actually quite cheap. And I bought some cards... for all your nieces and nephews’ 
birthdays. We should try to remember them. Your mother gave me all the dates already.”  



“Oh, of course,” muttered Rik. “You’ve found the right one for that. She’s good at that.”  

“Naturally. They’re her grandchildren.”  

“What else?” Rik curiously pulled another bag toward him.  

“Oh, that’s just a few little things for me... and socks for you... No, you may not see what’s in 
that one. That’s a surprise for coffee time.”  

“Great!” Rik looked at the clock. “Isn’t it coffee time yet?”  

“Oh, you sweet tooth! You just fi nished eating.”  

Rik laughed and then yawned. “I’m going to work hard for an hour, Mar, and then I’ll be 
expecting some coffee with that surprise. Okay?”  

With a laugh, Margreet began putting away her purchases. After that, she sank into a chair, with 
her feet propped on another chair, and began reading the newspaper.  

* * * * * *  

The next day, Rik had class only in the morning.  

Before bringing him, Margreet hurried to straighten up the house a bit. She quickly smoothed the 
covers on the bed and put the dishes in the sink so at least the counter would be clean. Then she 
watered the plants, which were beginning to droop.  

“Margreet, I think we have to go now.”  

“Okay.” She grabbed her jacket from a chair and pushed the wheelchair down the hallway and 
out to the van. It was still a little chilly outside, but the sun tried its best to warm the city from 
behind a thin veil of clouds.  

This time, Margreet went inside with Rik. It had become so customary. She sat beside him and 
took notes while Rik whispered to her what she should write. A lot of feeling had already come 
back into his hands, and he could feed himself again, but writing still was not possible. Typing 
did not go well yet, either, because it required too much strength. Someone had already advised 
him to get a computer, because a keyboard would not require as much strength. A slight touch 
was enough. However, their expenses were already quite high, and computers were very 
expensive.  

Margreet felt Rik’s elbow, a sign that she had to write down what the professor was saying. Oh, 
she had been dreaming again, which was no help for Rik. Besides, she had to write more clearly. 
Just think if, when she got home and had to type everything out, she could no longer read her 
own handwriting! Her face red from exertion, she continued writing.  



* * * * * *  

That afternoon, as Rik was quietly studying and Margreet, flushed from the heat, was trying to 
wash some laundry in a washtub, the doorbell rang.  

“Janet! How nice! What brings you here so unexpectedly?”  

“Oh, I have to do some shopping, and I know Rik always has a half day off on Wednesday, so 
I’m here to take a couple hours of your time. I have to buy a few things, and you know your way 
around the city much better than I do.”  

Margreet brushed aside a couple of damp curls. “That’s a good idea...” She hesitated for a 
moment. “But I’m in the middle of...” She pointed to the wet clothes.  

Janet pretended not to hear. “Hi, Rik! Studying hard?”  

“Hi, Janet! How nice of you to stop in! How’s everything at home?”  

“Very fine. This is the busiest time for Wim in the greenhouses, you know. He doesn’t have 
much time for his wife right now, so I came to spend some hours with your wife.” She laughed.  

Rik nodded. “Go ahead, Margreet. You have to get out once in a while too, and you love to 
shop.” He looked at her teasingly. “She knows where all the stores are.”  

“That’s just what I need,” Janet said. “I don’t, you know. I don’t get over here every day.”  

“As if I go shopping every day,” Margreet protested. She noticed the mischievous look in Rik’s 
eyes and stopped abruptly. She wouldn’t let them get the best of her. “But... how soon do you 
want to go?” She looked at the tub of laundry on the counter. She also had to wash the lettuce for 
supper... and how soon would she have to put the potatoes on the stove?  

It seemed as if Rik could sense all that was going through her mind.  

“Margreet, the work can wait. The laundry will still be there tomorrow morning, and the rest will 
get done eventually.”  

“Yes, but we have to eat tonight, don’t we?”  

“Pick up some Chinese food for a change. That will be good,” he said and smacked his lips.  

“And pretty soon you’ll want to have something to drink.” Margreet looked at him a bit 
helplessly. Didn’t he understand that she couldn’t just get up and leave with Janet? Why hadn’t 
she called fi rst?  

“If you set everything ready on my desk, I can be alone for a while, Margreet. Just go along with 
Janet for a couple of hours. No problem.”  



“If you want to get changed, Margreet, I will rinse the laundry for you.” Janet offered. “In five 
minutes we can have it on the clothesline, and when you get back it will be dry.”  

Margreet freshened herself as quickly as possible in the little bathroom. Her face was still fl 
ushed from the steaming water, but that would fade as soon as she went outside. Her skirt was 
quite stained, so she changed that too. Finally a brush through her hair... She was already getting 
excited about going. What would Janet have to buy that was so special as to bring her to the city?  

Margreet quickly placed something to drink and some cookies on Rik’s desk. Meanwhile, Janet 
came inside with the empty laundry basket. They looked at each other and laughed. “Well? Did 
we do it in fi ve minutes?”  

“Six,” Rik replied. “And leave now, please, so I can get back to studying.”  

* * * * * *  

It was pleasantly busy in the city. The streets were filled with strolling, chatting, browsing, and 
buying people. Margreet had to chuckle. Had she not just been here and wished she had more 
time to just window shop? Now she had unexpectedly gotten that opportunity, but she had first 
made so many objections.  

“What’s so amusing, Margreet?” Janet asked.  

“Oh, I went shopping the other day, too,” Margreet said, “and then I actually felt a bit sorry for 
myself that I didn’t have time to just look around like other people. But you know how it goes. I 
had dropped Rik off at school for an hour and a half, and during that time I had to try to work 
through a long list of errands. I got it all finished, though,” she laughed.  

“I have a list of errands, too,” Janet said.  

Margreet looked at her, feeling a little alarmed, and asked, “Is it long?”  

Janet laughed. “Oh no. There will be plenty of time left to look around, and I want to have 
something to drink down by the canals and just see what it is like here, as well.”  

“You had better tell me first what you need, then, or I won’t know where to go.”  

“I don’t really have to get very much,” Janet admitted, “but, first of all, I would like to look 
around, compare prices, and so forth. I have no idea how much everything costs. Shops in small 
villages don’t carry very much.”  

Suddenly, Janet stood still in front of a shop window where several styles of strollers and cradles 
were displayed. Margreet looked at her, and suddenly she felt her throat tightening.  

“Yes, there’s plenty to choose from,” Janet sighed. She laughed wryly and said, “I know this is 
not the most common way to announce it.”  



A shock went through Margreet. “Oh, Janet...” she sighed. For a moment she did not know what 
to say. Janet expecting... Her head was reeling. Would that time come for her, too?  

“How nice!” she said enthusiastically. “Say... that will be something: Father and Mother will be 
grandpa and grandma for the first time. It sounds so strange! Won’t they be happy?”  

“Yes,” Janet said quietly. “Wim is excited, too. We’ve talked about it already and have tried to 
think what it must be like to have a baby in the house, but it’s very hard for us to imagine.”  

“How are you feeling?”  

“Oh, fine. Otherwise, I wouldn’t be walking around here in this busy place,” Janet replied, 
smiling. “Sometimes in the morning I feel a bit queasy, but thankfully that soon passes. I can do 
everything, and I can eat well. I hope it stays that way. Come on, Margreet, I’m eager to look 
inside. Maybe they have some brochures that I can take along with me to show Wim. He doesn’t 
have time right now to shop for anything, and even if he had time, he would rather leave that to 
me.”  

They went inside the store. Margreet looked wide-eyed at everything. What beautiful cradles! 
Each one they saw was prettier than the one before, with yards of lace and ribbons in pastel 
colors. How could a person choose among such a big selection? Beyond the row of cradles was a 
row of cribs, which were also attractive, with matching chests of drawers. In the back of the store 
were shiny strollers.  

At once, a store clerk came toward them. “May I help you?”  

“For now, I’m just looking and comparing prices,” said Janet. “Do you have any brochures? I 
would like to take them home to show my husband.”  

“Oh, yes,” the girl nodded. “If you see something you like, you don’t need to decide right away. 
You can order by phone later.”  

Janet and Margreet walked through the whole store. They quickly discovered where the price 
tags were. They were discreetly hidden under the mattresses. Janet and Margreet looked at each 
other when they saw the prices. Wow! They weren’t cheap.  

“Today, many people buy a crib right away,” the girl said. “At first, the mattress can be raised, 
and, later, it can be lowered. It’s very practical, and you can get a chest of drawers to match 
them.” Get one... oh, sure, thought Margreet.  

Janet took the brochures and thanked the store clerk warmly.  

When she was outside again, she heaved a big sigh. “Wow! I didn’t know babies could be so 
expensive!”  



Margreet chuckled. “Janet, you’re an expert at sewing. If I were you, I would buy a plain cradle 
and dress it up myself. Those cradles were beautiful, I agree. But I looked closely at all the lace 
and trim and I think it is actually quite simple to make. I don’t have the time to sew, but you do.”  

Janet nodded. “I’ve thought of that, too. Plain cradles are shown in the brochures, as well, for a 
big difference in price. Even with the cost of buying fabric and trim, I would save money.”  

“Of course, there’s a lot of work involved in furnishing the cradles. That adds to their fi nal 
price.” Margreet said.  

“Well, I have plenty of time to do the sewing, so I think I will. We can pick out some pretty 
fabric right away this afternoon, Margreet, and then I’ll order a cradle by phone,” Janet 
concluded enthusiastically. “I think it will be fun to do it myself.”  

“Let’s go then,” Margreet said. “I know of a nice fabric store. If you show them the picture, they 
will be able to tell you how much you need.”  

Toward the end of the afternoon, Janet had found everything on her shopping list, including the 
fabric and yardage of lace for the cradle.  

“Now I’m going to treat you,” Janet said with a sigh. “My legs are starting to ache. Come on, 
Margreet. Let’s fi nd a cozy place to relax. Is there anything on the waterfront?”  

“Oh, yes,” Margreet replied. “And it’s not so warm now either. Otherwise, I don’t really care to 
sit by the canal. Sometimes it even stinks there, but not right now. I will show you.”  

There was a small sidewalk cafe, with chairs outside. With a sigh, Janet set all her packages 
down beside her.  

“Thanks to my good guide, I’ve been able to find everything,” she said with satisfaction. “And I 
know for sure Wim will like everything, too.”  

“Now you can start sewing.”  

“I really would like to start this evening already,” Janet said and stared dreamily over the water.  

“Janet, you have to order something first,” Margreet laughed. A waitress was standing by her, 
waiting.  

They enjoyed the hot coffee and crisp apple pie. “Hey, I wouldn’t mind being your guide again 
sometime for such a treat,” Margreet said.  

“Whenever I have another shopping list,” Janet promised.  

“That is, if I have time for it,” Margreet added cautiously, and a shadow fell over her face. “Of 
course, I’m usually awfully busy.”  



“Now and then, you really should take some time for yourself, Margreet. You need it,” Janet 
declared.  

“Yes,” Margreet replied with a sigh. “But you have no idea, Janet, what all I have to do: drive all 
over to classes, to the library, and to the doctor or to therapy. Evenings I have to type all the 
notes and tests that Rik dictates to me. Besides that, I have to cook our meals and clean the 
apartment...”  

Janet looked at her and asked, “You don’t have any regrets, do you, Margreet?”  

Margreet looked at her in shock. “No! You don’t really think that, do you, Janet?” Regrets? Oh, 
no...  

Her thoughts went back to Wim and Janet’s wedding day. What a shock it had been when Rik 
had an accident right after he had brought her home. Then there had been the long wait for him 
to come out of a coma. Later, after many days, they finally had been able to talk again together. 
How happy they had been at first, when it had looked as if everything would be all right. But 
then, one evening, Rik’s oldest brother, Theo, who was a pediatrician, had come to tell her that 
Rik was partially paralyzed. What a blow that had been! At first, she could not believe it, and 
Rik was so discouraged. It was true, the doctor had given them some hope that for the most part 
it would turn out well, but he couldn’t guarantee anything. At one point, the outlook had seemed 
very bleak; especially when Rik had come home and could not do much else than sit and read a 
little if someone turned the pages for him. Then there had been the therapy, the endless therapy. 
He had felt like giving up and even wanted to break up with Margreet, until... the doctor had 
come up with the suggestion that Margreet go live with Rik. He said Rik had to begin studying 
again and should have someone with him at all times to be his hands and feet. He must get back 
to a normal routine again and finish his studies. When she had left the doctor’s office, she had 
been all upset, but then she had had a long discussion with Theo and his wife, Els, with the result 
that she had, indeed, gone to live with Rik in order to help him continue with his studies. But 
first they had to get married. The time before their wedding had been very special. It had been 
very busy, but at the same time, enjoyable. Everyone had been so helpful. And then there was the 
wedding... She would never forget that day. Regrets? Not for a moment. Everything had turned 
out well. Rik could keep up with his studies, and, thankfully, he had come out of his deep 
depression and despondency. She had to give up her job and her own studies, which at first had 
not been easy. She was so attached to the children in the children’s home and wanted to help 
them, but, at the time, Rik had needed her help more.  

And these last six months...  

“Margreet, you’re dreaming. A penny for your thoughts.” Janet’s voice startled Margreet.  

“Sorry, Janet, but you asked if I had any regrets, and then so many memories came flooding 
back. No, no regrets, but sometimes I’m so terribly busy.”  

“I believe that, Margreet, but think about how much Rik has improved in the last half year. It 
never would have been possible if he had stayed home.”  



Margreet looked at her gratefully, and Janet stood up to go.  

“Ask for strength for today and each new morning, Margreet. Don’t expect to receive everything 
already for the next six months.”  

Quite a crowd of people was already standing at the bus stop. Margreet waited until the bus came 
and then waved to Janet, who now was visible only as a white speck behind one of the windows.  

At home, Rik was still busy studying. His drink and cookies had disappeared.  

“Did you have enough?” Margreet asked.  

“It was just fine, Margreet. I got a lot of work done. And... tell me something... did you have a 
good time? Didn’t you buy anything?” he asked in surprise when he saw her empty hands.  

“We actually went shopping for Janet,” Margreet said. “I took care of my list the other day.”  

“Did Janet get everything she wanted?”  

“Oh, yes. She bought some very pretty fabric...” Margreet stopped suddenly. She looked at Rik 
and swallowed. Rik looked at her inquisitively. “She’s going to furnish a cradle herself,” she 
added.  

For a moment it was silent in the room. Rik continued looking at her, but Margreet was looking 
out the window at the wash still hanging on the line. It would be dry by now.  

“Come to me, Mar.”  

She looked up. She couldn’t keep back a couple of big tears from suddenly rolling down her 
cheeks.  

“Oh, Rik, I don’t want to... I...”  

“Shh, I know. I understand, honey,” he said softly. “We’ll keep asking for that, and if it’s the 
Lord’s will, sometime in the future, when I’m somewhat better, who knows...?”  

Margreet sat quietly leaning against him. “Rik, we knew that, and I tried to keep from crying, but 
for a moment I couldn’t help it. Please don’t let it bother you.”  

Rik chuckled softly. “You don’t always have to be brave, Mar.” He brushed back a couple of 
curls and wiped the tears from her face. “At least I can do that again,” he said with satisfaction. 
“Are we still going to have Chinese food for supper?”  

Margreet looked at him in shock. “Oh, Rik! I completely forgot!”  

“That doesn’t matter.”  



“But we have to eat something, don’t we?”  

“Of course, but just fix something else.”  

“Then you’ll have to wait for a while.”  

“Well, then that’s just what I’ll do. No problem. You have to take it the way it comes, Margreet. 
There’s no need for panic. I’ll go back to studying. Call me when you have a potato ready for 
me. If necessary, you may even take two hours for that. Don’t hurry.” He laughed teasingly and 
pulled her toward him. “But first you have to give me a kiss, before you start flying around 
again.” 

 


