
“Already in 1933, my father took part in helping to give refuge 
to Jews who had fled from Germany. My father was left wing. 

At a certain point I was approached and asked to join Piet 
Bosboom’s group, helping find shelter for Jewish children. A 
meeting was set up. I was to go to a certain street corner and 
I would be contacted there...at a certain point, in a 
conversation with Piet Bosboom, he asked me whether I would 
be interested in and capable of going into the country. ‘Going 
into the country’ meant that, through him, I would pick up 
[Jewish] children in and outside of Amsterdam and would go 
with these children to certain places, of which I had notes and 
addresses, which I had to remember carefully, because I 
wasn’t allowed to carry anything on me in a written form, by 
train. 

Piet told me to wear shorts because we were supposed to be 
children…we wore a piece of string and a sign which said 
‘evacuation service’. That way we got by the Nazis in the train 
station.

By the way, this was no teenage adventure - [at the age of 14] 
I was very much aware of what I was doing...because I knew 
the stories of my father and his helping to hide Jews from 
Germany here in the Netherlands. 

“The madness of murdering each other. Whether you’re 
green, yellow, or brown. Whether you’re Jewish or Christian 
or whatever. You are a human being. You’re alive.”

wijnbergen JAN KAREL

I was also warned by Piet Bosboom, or Piet Bakker, what the 
consequences could be. I was also told [what to do] if I were 
ever caught...to deny everything for two days and not to 
admit to anything. After two days he’d leave it up to me to 
confess or not confess. And in those two days Piet Bosboom 
would have the opportunity to warn my next contacts to go 
into hiding as soon as possible. 

Well I got onto the train with the children. Once in 
Groningen. I was to walk into the main hall. Chat to the 
children for a bit. Then someone will approach you and ask, 
'Do you have some fire?' Then your answer will be – you’ll 
have a matchbox with three matches in your pocket – 'You 
want some fire? Here it is.' You give him the matchbox and 
you immediately add, 'Oh, there are only three left. You can 
keep it.' That man knew exactly what I would say…I handed 
over the children, gave them a hand, a kiss, a peck, and he 
took the three children with him. To this day I don’t know 
what happened to the children. 

The madness of murdering each other. Whether you’re 
green, yellow, or brown. Whether you’re Jewish or Christian 
or whatever. You are a human being. You’re alive. Help each 
other and make life enjoyable for each other rather than 
miserable. And I’ve seen misery.
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