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Hans de Beaufort was a patrician motorcyclist who helped Allied airmen who were downed in France to escape to Switzerland. He would carry them back and would arrange for forged papers to get them into Switzerland. He was captured in France and executed in Dijon.  The Hans de Beaufort Cup was created in 1947 and is now the highest distinction in the Dutch motorsport world. It is awarded by the Royal Dutch Motorcyclists Association (KNMV) to a Dutch motorcyclist who that year has met certain competitive and good-character (decency and perseverance) requirements. If in any year no motorcyclist qualifies, the prize is not awarded. 
Hans was the son of Teau Boissevain de Beaufort, daughter of Charles Boissevain, editor and publisher of the Algemeen Handelsblad. Teau was the youngest and it is said the most beautiful of the six Boissevain girls. She and her brother Eugen Boissevain were very close when they were growing up, which may be why Eugen had such high standards in women (he married two of the great American women of the first quarter of the 20th century, suffragist Inez Milholland and poet Edna St. Vincent Millay). Teau wrote a lovely poem to Eugen when he departed for the United States. 
Although the youngest of eleven children, she died first, tragically, in 1922, when Hans was seven. He therefore spent much time with aunts and uncles when he was growing up. His aunt Nella Boissevain Hissink wrote to her sister Olga Boissevain van Stockum: “He lived with us for years and was as dear as a son. I will send you a letter than Hans wrote in prison before he was shot and also the letter I got from Evert’s roommates in camp.” 
According to a motorcycle industry website, www.speedtracktales.co.uk/11103.html (scroll down to button.213), Hans was carrying button #213 from the 1935 ISDT race when he was shot by the Nazis in 1942. Author-historian Jan Melssen has written about de Beaufort, who was born in 1915 to well-to-do [image: image2.jpg]


parents. Hans became a journalist on weekly Magazine Motor (Piet Nortier). Not a winner of top motorcycle races, he was “a man with a determined sense of Justice & was incredibly active in his aims, particularly to forge papers and help crashed Allied airmen to return from enemy-held areas. He was strongly active within the resistance movement.” In February 1942, aged 27, he left Holland by train to try to reach the UK via Switzerland.  He was captured in Besancon and taken to a Dijon prison where he was shot with two other Dutchmen. He was buried in Dijon but in 1956 his remains were transferred to the Dutch Military Cemetery at Orry-la-Ville. 
After this story, read his last letter from prison, hours before being executed in Dijon Prison by the Nazis.. His letter was translated in 1995 by Hilda van Stockum.
Hans de Beaufort, Letter from Dijon Prison, April 9, 1942
The following letter was translated from the Dutch by Hilda van Stockum in 1996
I write this letter to you but it is meant for all those I have known and loved. For I must take leave of you all; yesterday a court martial has condemned us to death because we tried to escape. I need not go into the reasons why I took the decision to leave in February; I only want to explain why I didn't let you know. That was to spare you anxiety and to avoid your being considered accomplices. Now it has all gone so differently from what I had hoped I am very sorry that I did not take leave of you for the last time. 
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Teau (center) with Willem, Charlie, Nella and Hans, c. 1920, two years before she died.
You must not worry, father. Everything is all right, for I had already in prison a presentiment that I would not live long any more. And I have tried from my heart to make peace with God and the world which I am now going to leave. It has been most difficult to put aside all my unfulfilled plans and ideals and I would so much have liked to write down all my thoughts and experiences so other people could profit. God has given me a fine life. I should also have liked so much to make it up to people I have done wrong to. And I would have liked to have been happily married and have the help of a wife and children to raise for a better world. 
But I can accept it all now wholeheartedly. I have learnt ONE important thing lately and that is that the most beautiful and most important part of prayer also the most difficult is: "Thy will be done." I think every day of you and all the others and I pray that it may go well with you. Please don't let a second of life go unused in which you can do something for one another; there is so much suffering in the world.
I only realize now how privileged I was and how many chances I've missed to make the world better for others. I feel now more strongly than ever that this whole war was caused by wrong feelings inside people. When everyone has in his heart a firm will to do right and follow God, WHICH IS POSSIBLE, then no one need ever be afraid. And fear and uncertainty are the greatest tortures a human being knows. I know I probably express myself obscurely but so much still lives in me that tries to come out. 
I no longer feel hate or resentment towards anyone. I only hope that all will be forgiven me which I have not been able to make good.
On Good Friday I have tried to sing in my cell all I remembered of the Matthew Passion and I thought of you and of last year when we all listened to it together. I saw those last days, my whole life pass again before me, and I remembered suddenly things I had long forgotten. 
I rode again with my mother in the donkey carriage and played "fireman" again with Nella and Charlie. Thousands of those memories I experienced again and it was as though my eyes were opened and I could enjoy them properly for the first time. The months April and March are full of memories: the wedding of Willem and Jacky, Father's birthday, Easter. I have thought of you all and hoped you would not be too anxious. 
And in a few weeks the cherry tree at home will be in bloom again and then you stand on the terrace and look out over the woods where the new green begins to glimmer. And later the lilacs bloom and the front of the house is covered with vines and ivy. Yes, life has been very good. All my life I have feared this parting but now it seems that this perhaps is the easiest way. And perhaps much suffering will be avoided when I am no longer there. Do you remember that I once said that I dreaded most to have been of no use in the world? I still mean that and I hope fervently that my life has not been in vain. There is much I would like to have done better if I got a second chance but most I could not have done differently.

I don't know when you'll get this letter and if you'll get an official notice of my death. If I may ask one thing of you: Don't go into mourning for me. (Here follows a list of things he bequeaths to friends.)

Father, I can never be grateful enough to you for all you have done for me. I know I caused you much worry and sorrow and I am very sorry that I didn't show my love for you more. God give that with this, all suffering may cease. Willem and Jack, we have also learnt to appreciate each other lately. I am sorry I so often passed by a chance to be kind.
And to Nella and Carel and their children, if they read this, goes the same. And for Uncle Theo [Hissink] and Aunt Nella whom I have hurt so often and whom I always neglected. I am so grateful to Aunt Nella that she brought me close to God and taught me how to pray and listen to His voice. Without God's help I could never have come through this time of fear and uncertainty.
Dear people, I must stop. I hope I have not hurt anyone more than was unavoidable. I did what I thought my duty. I did what I could but at a certain moment it is too much and you can't manage any more. From that moment you have to leave it all to God's care. Now I can happily say:"Thy will be done" and give body and soul back to Him from Whom I got them. 
I greet you all with deepest love, all without exception just as I take leave of life with gratitude, hope of forgiveness, and trust in God. 
Hans de Beaufort
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