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Foreword


It has been my dream to write and publish a book ever since my twenties. My dream never seemed to materialise but suddenly the door flew wide open. This book is the initial result. Even if the realisation of a dream takes a long time, never, ever give up!


Vincent C.M. Zandvliet
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Chapter 1

Arnold
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‘You’ve been long enough under that shower,’ resounded an irritated voice from downstairs. 

Arnold sighed deeply. That was one of the drawbacks of living with your father. He still remained a child, even though he had reached the age of 22.

‘OK’ he replied, not very enthusiastically and just as impatiently as his father.

He turned the temperature up and let the water flow over his dark brown curls. ‘I wonder if the hot water could wash my brains?’ A new set of brains seemed like a good idea that would rid him of everything that had happened to him in the past. He was frequently bothered by those memories. In spite of his recalcitrant mood, he turned the tap off. He didn’t want to argue about everything, after all, he had to live together with his father in the same house. There was no way he could afford his own place, especially with the minimum income he earned as a pizza delivery guy.

He took a dry towel from the shelf and started to dry himself. It was quite cold in the bathroom, but as long as he rubbed himself hard until his skin looked crimson, he managed to feel reasonably warm.
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If only Mum was still around, a familiar and useless thought popped up in his mind. His mother had died quite suddenly of cancer four years ago and he frequently thought about her. He missed her daily: would he ever recover from this trauma?

Arnold’s thoughts were interrupted by the chiming of a church clock announcing midday. ‘Wow, was it that late?’ His shift at ‘Good Food’ began at one and he still had a lot to do.

He wrapped the towel around his waist and walked across the corridor to his bedroom. Halfway across he stubbed his foot against a box that had been sitting there for weeks. However, nobody had bothered to tidy it up.

‘Damn it,’ pain shot up from his big toe. His reflex reaction was to want to hit hard back at the cause of the pain, but he realised that this would not exactly help his sore foot.

‘Shit box,’ he muttered instead ‘Which idiot would leave that rubbish here? He continued to complain until he suddenly realised that he had put the box there himself. It was full of old school books that could be thrown out or at least stored in the attic. Still hopping and rubbing his big toe he stumbled into the bedroom.

At least the temperature in the bedroom was more comfortable. He could see the trees through the rain drops on the window facing the park. They were rapidly losing their leaves which were being swept away in the heavy autumn rainstorm.

On his desk lay a file. In elegant letters on the cover was written. ‘Graphic design course’. His father had insisted that he enrolled for the written course last September. When had he last opened the file? It seemed to be the story of his life: to start something and not finish it, he thought with mixed feelings. Back to the reality of the day. While Arnold got dressed, he continued to look outside, as if he could stop the rain by looking at it. What foul weather! He hoped that it would ease off soon. Wind was irritating on the bike, but, like every delivery guy, he detested rain. Good Food did provide excellent waterproofs, but the bright yellow colour and the large logo made Arnold constantly aware that he was functioning as a moving advertisement.

Ten minutes later he walked downstairs. His father was on the sofa reading the newspaper. He looked up. It was Saturday, and the newspaper was delivered every Saturday. For the rest of the week there was no money or time to read the news.

His father welcomed him with a grumpy ‘Aren’t you too late?’ ‘Not really,’ reacted Arnold, who was not in the mood for a tiring discussion.

‘OK you know best,’ growled his father.

Rather relieved, Arnold turned to making his breakfast. He put some olive oil in the frying pan, and put it on the gas stove and turned the gas full on. He made an omelette with a couple of whisked eggs and some chopped onions. Meanwhile he grabbed hold of a plate and a knife and fork and put them on the kitchen table.

‘Smells good,’ commented his father, who came into the kitchen at that moment. ‘What time will you be home this evening?’.

Arnold shrugged his shoulders: ‘It’s Saturday, often the orders continue till after ten.’

‘Are you going out afterwards?’

‘Not in my bright yellow outfit,’ laughed Arnold, ‘not likely!’

‘OK, I’ll see you when I see you’ his father responded. ‘I’m goingto the supermarket, is there anything you need?’

‘No thanks.’ answered Arnold who was now studying his mobile phone.

Are you watching your omelette?’ his father warned him, ‘I can smell burning.’

Shocked, Arnold turned round and cursed to himself. A penetrating burnt smell was coming from the omelette. Quickly Arnold put his mobile on the table, turned off the gas and removed the frying pan. His father walked to the kitchen window and opened it wide. Cool, wet November air streamed into the kitchen. He remained standing, observing the situation and then left the room. 

‘Shut the window before you go, and don’t forget the washing up’, were his father’s final comments, before Arnold slid the nearly burned breakfast onto his plate.

Fortunately, the taste wasn’t that bad. The omelette was quite edible. That was mostly because of the two well-buttered slices of bread which formed a good base for the egg mixture. With a good measure of salt and pepper, the burned taste was well disguised.

Suddenly Arnold’s attention was drawn to his mobile phone on the kitchen table. WhatsApp was still open. He had been reading the whatsApps before he got distracted by his culinary creation which had nearly gone up in smoke. He saw that several new whatsApps had come in. He scrolled down the long list. Unfortunately, there was nothing personal, not even from Julia. It was mostly a lot of chatter about nothing in the various WhatsApp groups. Some were amusing, others were a waste of time, but all the same, it was difficult to resist reading them.

He looked at the clock, he had better hurry for if he didn’t tidy things up and do the dishes, he would be guaranteed an argument with his father. For the moment a dishwasher was a luxury the Zweverinks couldn’t afford. Arnold understood that, but he was still sick and tired of having to do the washing up. Not that it took him so long today, but he was already a bit late.

Hopefully Yperson was not on the same shift today. He often nagged about small things such as being one minute too late. He seemed to think that that was part of his job as manager. Arnold got the impression that Yperson picked on him in particular. With hindsight Arnold knew exactly how he should answer him, but at the moment itself he usually underwent the criticism as a helpless sheep. Difficult to believe that he had worked for Good Food for two years. Sometimes he worked as a Jack-of-all-trades in the kitchen, but usually he worked as a delivery guy, fortunately using an e-bike which the company had invested in six months ago. This was to ensure that the warm meals were delivered on time, which was essential. Some of the competitors had fast e-scooters, but Good Food hadn’t gone that far yet. At least with an e-bike he got his daily exercise and a helmet was not obligatory.

Arnold cleared up the kitchen table and cast a swift glance around. Finished! However, he was just leaving the kitchen when he saw the wide-open window. He had almost forgotten it! His father would not have appreciated that. He was always so pernickety about locking everything, and an open window on the ground floor was asking for trouble. He quickly shut the window and walked towards the hall. He still had fifteen minutes, that should be just enough. He quickly put on his coat, hat and waterproofs, picked up his keys and walked to the shed where his bike was kept, it was old and rickety, but it still worked.

Outside it rained even harder – the bright yellow waterproof was useful after all. Arnold cycled onto the road where the wind was very forceful. Wow, this was a real rainstorm. There were few people on the street. Who on earth would go out voluntarily in this weather? Pizzeria Good Food was in the centre of the town, about ten minutes and three traffic lights from Arnold’s house. With the wind against him, Arnold had to peddle hard so that he didn’t miss the green light. He was focussed on the traffic lights which turned yellow. Woops, just a few more yards.

‘Hey idiot, look out,’ seemingly from nowhere came an angry voice.

Shocked, Arnold saw an angry looking woman with an umbrella and a pram crossing the zebra path in front of him. ‘Oh, sorry,’ he mumbled, apologising. ‘Stupid fool,’ he heard the woman say as she continued to cross the road.

Somewhat upset, he cycled on. The more he thought about it, the more he realised that the woman had crossed when the pedestrian light was red. It was therefore her fault, not his! Thinking about it he became more and more irritated. It was her mistake and not his, but he was the one who had apologised.
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‘What am I doing?’ Arnold wondered. ‘What’s happened has happened, and all these thoughts are getting me nowhere.’
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Arnold cycled on and arrived at Good Food a few minutes later. He walked behind the store and locked his bike in the staff bike shed, entering the store by the back door, the staff entrance. There were masses of boxes piled up in the narrow corridor. They had been there ever since Arnold started work there, but no one had taken the initiative to tidy them up. It was a bit like the landing at home. He had never wondered why the boxes were there, and why should he? He was only a simple, underpaid delivery guy and not the manager. Above the kitchen door was an old-fashioned clock. Arnold looked up, one minute after one o’clock, he was one minute too late, that is if the clock was correct. 

‘Zweverink, you’re late again,’ grumbled Ypersen, who was busy with an order. Arnold ignored his boss, as he usually did.

‘Hi guys,’ he greeted his other co-workers. 

‘Hi, hello,’ came their response.


There were three co-workers in the kitchen, all of them a few years younger than Arnold. He had worked here the longest. The last six months, since the lock downs stopped, the pizzeria had changed name and extended the menu. Initially only an extended Italian menu, but the last few weeks it had been further extended to hamburgers, hot dogs and various other warm snacks. The name ‘Good Food’ however did not stand for healthy, as his father had cynically remarked. Toon Zweverink hadn’t been able to find anything healthy on the menu, even after the menu was extended. Arnold couldn’t really care less what was on the menu - as long as it was delivered promptly and without problems.

Whilst Arnold was wrestling himself free of his waterproofs, Ypersen called out to him with a slightly malicious tone: ‘Keep your waterproofs on, you’ve got an order to deliver now’.

‘I only just got here,’ protested Arnold

‘Then you’re already to go out again,’ reasoned Ypersen. 

Irritated, Arnold frowned and put his waterproofs on again. Couldn’t he have told him earlier?

‘Take bike number 3,’ said Ypersen throwing him the keys. 

‘The order?’ enquired Arnold

‘It’s all ready.’ Ypersen motioned towards a plastic bag containing 4 stacked boxes.

Arnold walked towards the order and examined the address on the note on top of the bag.

‘Keizerstraat 18a,’ he read out loud, ‘Where’s that?’ 

‘Behind the station.’

‘That’s not far,’ commented his co-worker, Leo.

He was tempted to say ‘Why don’t you go then,’ but he restrained himself.

Without further comment Arnold picked up the plastic bag and walked towards the store entrance. Outside there were four bright yellow e-bikes with a large closed basket at the front. The baskets were just as bright yellow as the bikes and had the Good Food logo imprinted on them. The inside of the baskets were insulated so that the food cooled off as little as possible. It seemed to work as there were seldom complaints about cold pizzas.

It was still raining and blustery. Arnold dropped the plastic bag in the basket and fastened it with the binders. He typed in the address in Google Maps, put his earphones in his ears and waited for a connection. Ah good, that works anyway he thought, as he saw that Google had found the address. It was only ten minutes away, less than he had anticipated.

‘Please go north,’ the navigation voice sounded in his ears. 

‘Hmm, which way is that now?’ Fortunately, as an experienced delivery guy, he knew roughly which direction was north, and anyway, if he got it wrong, he would soon be corrected and sent the right direction.

Arnold set off with the wind against him in the quiet street. Fortunately, he had chosen the right direction. After fifteen minutes (the lights were against him) Arnold arrived at Keizerstraat 18a with the assistance of Google Maps. He set his bike by the front door of the house and rang the bell, waiting patiently under the shelter of the porch. After he had rung the bell twice, the door was opened by a young woman.

‘Your Good Food order,’ announced Arnold. The woman raised her eyebrows, ‘Did we order something?’. A man appeared in the door opening ‘That’s right,’ he assured Arnold.

‘Oh, good!’ Arnold expressed his relief, and handed over the plastic bag.

The man reached into his pocket and produced a five-euro note. ‘This is for your effort, for coming in the drenching rain. There are no additional costs?’

‘We only deliver what’s already been fully paid for,’ answered Arnold, tucking the five-euro note in his breast pocket.

‘Great!’

‘Enjoy your meal and have a nice evening.’

Arnold walked back to his bike. He was glad that the delivery guys didn’t have anything to do with the payments. First pay and then delivery was the standard procedure.

The tip was not a bad start, figured Arnold as he mounted his bike. The way back to Good Food was the same as the way there, but then the other way round of course. When he had locked his bike in front of the entrance, he saw that all the e-bikes were gone. He wasn’t surprised to find that Ypersen was the only one in the store.

He was busy getting the orders ready. Arnold rather hoped that he could leave at once.

His wish was answered when Ypersen gave him a new address. This time it was further away on the outskirts of the town. Meanwhile another co-worker had arrived back.

‘Is it still raining?’

‘What do you think, that I got drenched from a warm shower?’ Jasper responded rather sarcastically.

Arnold grimaced and walked outside into the rain.

The rest of the afternoon was busy with delivery guys and deliveries coming and going. Sometimes he received no tip, at other times a generous one. The day wasn’t very different from any other workday, although it was very busy today. Between deliveries there was just time for a greasy snack from the Good Food kitchen. It wasn’t very healthy, but in this cold, wet weather he did enjoy it, and it filled.

At about nine in the evening the number of orders dropped and the kitchen filled up with more and more delivery guys. After hanging around for about an hour, Arnold was allowed to go home. His workday was over, he was tired and longed for his bed.

That night Arnold was tossing and turning in bed and he broke out in a cold sweat. In spite of the fact that he was so tired, he found it difficult to fall asleep.

Surrounding the young man were a number of dark misty clouds. Arnold didn’t see them, but every night he was bothered by these accusing spirits that reminded him of the past.
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‘Chicken! scaredy-cat! you just let her walk all over you,” whispered
a voice coming from the dark grey mist.

‘You should have cussed her; you had every right to do so,” whined
a second voice. It was as if Arnold was shot with poisonous arrows.
The two shining ones stood by and saw how the lies were whispered
to the young man.

‘As long as he thinks they re his own thoughts, we can’t do much for
him,, one of them commented. ‘We know his calling and destiny.
He is still walking in the dark and he must make the decisions
himself. The hand of the Almighty is on him, but he doesn’t realise
that yet.’





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

        
            Table of Contents


            
                		
                    Contents
                


                		
                    Foreword
                


                		
                    Chapter 1
                


                		
                    Chapter 2
                


                		
                    Chapter 3
                


                		
                    Chapter 4
                


                		
                    Chapter 5
                


                		
                    Chapter 6
                


                		
                    Chapter 7
                


                		
                    Chapter 8
                


                		
                    Chapter 9
                


                		
                    Other book by: Vincent C.M. Zandvliet
                


            


        
        
            Guide


            
                		
                    Contents
                


            


        
    

OEBPS/image/image-0-7.jpg
‘He’s getting a bit more conscious of what is going on’, was the
contented conclusion of the second shining one. He bent towards
the lying spirits: ‘Silent!’

His companion acted and with one stroke he chased off the
demonic, evil vapours, so that they let go of their victim. They
didn’t move far away though, because they knew from experience
that the next opportunity would come soon.
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A dirty, grey mist hovered over the young man and a soft, slimy
voice whispered: ‘Without her you’ll never make it, you’ll never
reach your goal.’

‘Leave him alone,’ spoke an authoritative voice, who stood nearby.

‘But he is such a thankful project,” sounded a venomous voice from
the mist. ‘He falls for it each time!’

‘As usual, it’s a lie,” commented the glowing being.





OEBPS/image/image-0-4.jpg
In the invisible world, inseparable from the visible, there is a
centuries old conflict between evil, lying spirits and the guardians of
the truth. Although they are nowhere near equal parties, whenever a
person believes the lies and does not realise that they are whispered
thoughts, authority is given away and the heavenly warriors are
restricted.





