Hilda Van Stockum

Hilda Van Stockum writes: "Perhaps you think this funny, but | started to write when | was eignt. |
did not go to school then; | was taught by my parents. We lived far from schools in the country
my father was commander of Ymuiden, the seaport of Amsterdam. Few people had cars in those
days--| had never even seen one. (We had a donkey and carriage, but the donkey was lazy and
never ran.) My father set me long sums to do while he was away commanding Ymuiden. | was so
bored with them | used to write stories on the opposite blank page. | wrote my "'memoirs,’ which
weren't very long (the high point was that1'd fallen into a brook on a picnic.) | also wrote the story
of ‘Mientje and Caleau,’ two naughty girls who exchanged the sugar in the sugarpots for salt. |
thought that was extremely funny.

"Why do | write? | can't help it. 1 don't like seeing 2 blank paper. . . . It's gol to have a story or
picture on it | enjoy writing the :-quy even if it is not published. If's good practice. Anyone who
wants to become [2 writer] should start by just writing; it doesn't matter what. . . . | write whenever
| can, and whenever I'm not painting. | don't have a regular life because of the telephone. No one
G > 2 ula vith a telephone. You sit ip the bath, and the telephone rings. You're just

v e
youring a nice cup of tea, [and] there's the phone 1. You've got to an exciting point in your
story and] tingelingeling. But whenever the phone isn't ringing to tell me six children are coming
to visit, or m f s 1o go shopping with me, or will | please come because my youngest
jrat Id has ad a safetypi and when I'm not cocking a dinner for unexpected
ainting ire, or looking at 2 funny play on television which | can't miss because |
ike to hear my husband laugh, I'm writing

il N never serio -
s five at the beginning of the first world war, and the second one, in which |

[li<e] only yesterday | wrote those last two books to give an idea of what
then. The 2] true stories . . . Janna was a real little girl who is
and is Jewish. The rowed House was my way of forgiving the

i must forgive your enemies, and for me it was hard to really forgive the

1 | had lost my brothers and many other relatives. . . . Writing The

ch on Germany under Hitler and | found out that

Ans a nany were not Jews. Many clergymen and soldiers
. ) i e bravely opposed Hitler F.-l':n'f were killed for it. How do we know we'd
have had the courage to stand up to a Hitler? .'.-e-':e— ucky we're not put to the test, Germans are

like other pe 3 good ones and bad ones. So writing that book cured me of hating
\aEr
"My fay I r'sb rs are J. R, Tolkien, C. S. Lewis, Lioyd AlexanderLeon
Garfield. Laura Ind on, Madeleine de L Fm,u:: Pamcra Lynch, Noel Streatfield,
anc Ast el | like with more than a factual outlook on life. | want a little vision in
oks, without it rish. Facts, especially sordid facts, can kill. They must be
aced, but they 5 faced effe if our eyes are lifted to the hills. | think perhaps
moderr 55 I ve side of life and feel they must reflect it. |
myself ( : . : _-Iafmcr.*s and to noinf lhem out. The newspapers
to reflect s 0 1ave to make news' all the tn 1€) to remind people of the
sge-old ai = e g ss that is still here, among us and in us, struggling against
the ¢ It & ness f 2 interesting.”

Hilda Van Stockum's works have been transiated into Hebrew, Danish, Portuguese, German, and
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