Rose-Marie’s Corner - Feb 2010

It’s been about a month since I returned from the Netherlands where I visited my parents, and I must confess, I find myself reflecting daily on the special bond I have with my Dutch relatives, as well as the connection I still feel with my native land.
First of all, it was really great spending the time with family all alone; I can highly recommend it!  The attention I got felt very special and very spoiled, and I didn’t have to worry about Bob or the kids having a good time or being able to follow the conversations in Dutch (nil on Bob’s and Ian’s part, 99% on Julia’s part – so proud of her!).  
Every meal was a feast, which started off immediately upon the day of my arrival with homemade Bami Goreng, a traditional Indonesian dish (other times Mom will prepare Nasi Goreng, also delicious).  Mom also makes the best homemade French fries you’ve ever tasted!  During my early childhood years when we lived in Santpoort, a town near Amsterdam, Mom would make French fries. Somehow the kids in our neighborhood smelled it and would come to the backdoor to have some too.  Of course, being Dutch, we dipped our fries in plenty of mayonnaise, something I still do – no ketchup for this girl.  (Totally straying off course, try Brugge Brasserie in Indianapolis some time, awesome fries and different dipping sauces, mmm).  On the last day of my stay in Epe, Mom made my very favorite eierpannekoekjes, a stack of fluffy pancakes with a layer of jelly in between.  

In Holland, if you don’t feel like seeing a soul on the streets or in the shops, go out around 10 or 10:30 a.m. That’s the traditional koffie-pauze or coffee break, which is always accompanied by a pastry.  The only other times you will find the streets in Holland deserted is when the national soccer team plays in the European Cup or the World Cup.  

Let me focus away from food and back on family ties.  It seems the older I get, the more I treasure those family relationships, although the large distance makes frequent get-togethers rare.  Whenever I’m in Holland, time is too short to visit with my mother and my father’s extended family, especially because many of them live in the province of Limburg where I was born, a 2 ½ hour drive from where my parents live.  I always wish I could have seen more of them or spent more time with them.  Therefore, I usually need to make choices. 

Growing up we were always closer to my Dad’s family, the Dohmen’s, and my mother’s sister, so most years, I see them when I’m in Holland.  During the past year, however, I have re-connected by regular mail as well as email with some of my other relatives in Mom’s family.  We planned on a gathering at my aunt’s house during my stay.  

One of my cousins whom I had not seen for about 13 years, offered to pick me up in his Peugeot to take me to Zuid-Limburg to see his parents and another aunt and uncle.  I wondered if we’d find enough to talk about during the long drive after all these years, but that wasn’t a problem at all.  We talked about our lives, our spouses and kids, and literally got re-acquainted again.  We were received with open arms at our aunt’s house, and we all spent most of our time together sharing memories of years past.  It was also wonderful to hear the older generation talk of our grandparents and great-grandparents.  

Visiting family really made me realize how much family means to me. I hope that I’m able to keep up the special ties, and that I am able to carry these feelings over to our children, so that they may continue the relationships too.  Naturally, all families have their ups and downs.  No one is perfect, we all have our idiosyncrasies, but I feel that we have to work with those as best as we are able to.  
Any time is a good time to reflect on our family and friends.  Give an extra hug to those you love, or just pick up the phone, or send a card to let someone know how much they mean to you. 

Until next time,

Rose-Marie Goodman 
