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Welcome 
Rianne 
 
Prayer 
Marnix Niemeijer 
 
Song: Ken je mij – Trijntje Oosterhuis 
Phyllis Janssen and Bart de Jong 
Based on Psalm 139 
 
[Refrain] 
Ken je mij? Wie ken je dan? 
Weet jij mij beter dan ik? 
Ken je mij? Wie ben ik dan? 
Weet jij mij beter dan ik? 
 
[Verse] 
Ogen die door de zon heen kijken 
Zoekend naar de plek waar ik woon 
Ben jij beeldspraak voor iemand 
die aardig is, of onmetelijk ver, 
die niet staat en niet valt 
en niet voelt als ik, 
niet koud en hooghartig 
 
[Refrain] 
Ken je mij? Wie ken je dan? 
Weet jij mij beter dan ik? 
Ken je mij? Wie ben ik dan? 
Weet jij mij beter dan ik? 
 
[Verse] 
Hier is de plek waar ik woon 
Een stoel op het water, 
Een raam waarlangs het opklarend weer 
Of het vallende duister voorbij vaart 
Heb je geroepen? Hier ben ik 
 
 
[Refrain] 
Ken je mij? Wie ken je dan? 
Weet jij mij beter dan ik? 
Ken je mij? Wie ben ik dan? 
Weet jij mij beter dan ik? 
 
 
 

[Refrain] 
Do you know me? Who do you know? 
Do you know me better than I? 
Do you know me? Who do you know? 
Do you know me better than I? 
  
[Verse] 
Eyes that look through the sun 
Searching for the place where I live 
Are you imagery for someone 
Whom is nice, or immeasurably far, 
who doesn't stand and doesn't fall 
And doesn't feel as I do, 
not cold and haughty 
  
[Refrain] 
Do you know me? Who do you know? 
Do you know me better than I? 
Do you know me? Who do you know? 
Do you know me better than I? 
  
[Verse] 
Here is the place where I live 
A chair on the water, 
A window through which the weather 
improves 
Whether the falling darkness sails past 
Did you call? Here I am 
  
[Refrain] 
Do you know me? Who do you know? 
Do you know me better than I? 
Do you know me? Who do you know? 
Do you know me better than I? 
  
 
 



 

 

[Verse] 
Ik zou een woord willen spreken 
Dat waar en van mij is 
Dat draagt wie ik ben, dat het houdt, 
Ik zou een woord willen spreken 
Dat rechtop staat als mens die mij aankijkt 
en zegt 
Ik ben jouw zuiverste zelf, 
Vrees niet, versta mij, 
ik ben, ik ben 
 
[Refrain] 
Ken je mij? Wie ken je dan? 
Weet jij mij beter dan ik? 
Ken je mij? Wie ben ik dan? 
Weet jij mij beter dan ik? 
 
[spoken] 
Ben jij de enige voor wiens ogen 
Niet is verborgen van mijn naaktheid 
Kan jij het hebben, Als niemand anders, 
Dat ik geen licht geef, niet warm ben, 
Dat ik niet mooi ben, niet veel 
Dat geen bron ontspringt in mijn diepte 
Dat ik alleen dit gezicht heb, geen ander. 
Ben ik door jou, zonder schaamte, gezien, 
genomen, door niemand minder? 
Zou dat niet veel teveel waar zijn? 
Zou dat niet veel teveel waar zijn?  
 
[Refrain] 
Ken je mij? Wie ken je dan? 
Weet jij mij beter dan ik? 
Ken je mij? Wie ben ik dan? 
Weet jij mij beter dan ik? 
 
Ken je mij? Wie ken je dan? 
Weet jij mij beter dan ik? 

[Verse] 
I would like to speak a word 
That true and mine is 
That bears who I am, 
That it holds, 
I would like to speak a word 
That stand straight as a human who is 
looking at me and says 
I am your truest self, 
Fear not, Understand me, I am, I am 
 
[Refrain] 
Do you know me? Who do you know? 
Do you know me better than I? 
Do you know me? Who do you know? 
Do you know me better than I? 
  
[Spoken] 
Are you the only one for whose eyes 
My nakedness is not hidden 
Can you have it, If no one else, 
That I give no light, I am not warm, 
I'm not beautiful, Not much 
That no source rises in my depth 
That I only have this face, no other. 
I am by you, Without shame, 
Seen, taken, by no one less? 
Wouldn't that be worth far too much? 
Wouldn't that be worth far too much? 
  
[Refrain] 
Do you know me? Who do you know? 
Do you know me better than I? 
Do you know me? Who do you know? 
Do you know me better than I? 
 
Do you know me? Who do you know? 
Do you know me better than I? 

 

 
  



 

 

In Memoriam Family 
Hermen 
Video by Indian Family 
 
Song: You say – Lauren Daigle 
Phyllis Janssen and Bart de Jong 
 
[Verse 1] 
I keep fighting voices in my mind that say I'm not enough 
Every single lie that tells me I will never measure up 
Am I more than just the sum of every high and every low? 
Remind me once again just who I am, because I need to know 
 
[Chorus] 
You say I am loved when I can't feel a thing 
You say I am strong when I think I am weak 
You say I am held when I am falling short 
When I don't belong, oh You say that I am Yours 
And I believe, oh I believe 
What You say of me 
I believe 
 
[Verse 2] 
The only thing that matters now is everything You think of me 
In You I find my worth, in You I find my identity, o-ooh 
 
[Chorus] 
You say I am loved when I can't feel a thing 
You say I am strong when I think I am weak 
You say I am held when I am falling short 
When I don't belong, oh You say that I am Yours 
And I believe, oh I believe 
What You say of me 
Oh, I believe 
 
[Verse 3] 
Taking all I have and now I'm laying it at Your feet 
You have every failure God, and You'll have every victory, o-ooh 
 
[Chorus] 
You say I am loved when I can't feel a thing 
You say I am strong when I think I am weak 
You say I am held when I am falling short 
When I don't belong, oh You say that I am Yours 
And I believe, oh I believe 
What You say of me 
I believe 



 

 

 
[Refrain] 
Oh I believe, yes I believe 
What You say of me 
Oh I believe 
 
Oh I believe, yes I believe 
What You say of me 
Oh I believe 
 
  



 

 

Contemplation: Lechaim 
Marnix Niemeijer 
 
Dear Idske; Hermen &Elline, Meike, Bart and Jelle; Rianne & Jos, Jidde and Merel; Sathya & 
Lawrence; Mexy & Daniel; Sangeetha & Murugan; Jessie and Thiagu, and also Joan and 
Elango. 
 
'Martin Jan de Jong'. In a very personal little movie that Martin Jan received in December 
from Stef Bos, he connects the name Martin Jan de Jong, with books of the author Piet Prins. 
A brave boy's name, so to say.  From the time that everybody went on adventures and caught 
criminals. Lots of older people among us will remember Piet Prins' books. (Snuf de hond= 
about a dog named Sniff) Younger people perhaps know the movies that have been made 
about Sniff.  
 
A name calls for something. An image, a thought, an emotion. Martin Jan's name also does 
that. Surely now, at this moment, with everybody here, watching or listening. There will be 
many similarities. Perhaps also differences, depending on the relationship you had with 
Martin Jan. The nature and the length. 
 
The family de Jong has asked me to give a short contemplation. In Martin Jan's funeral 
service.  Something that I consider a privilege. As a friend of Martin Jan's, for over a period of 
more than four decades, the name Martin Jan, calls for a multitude of memories with me. All 
kinds of thoughts and images. I will share some with you this afternoon. I will try to do this in 
such a way that it justifies him.  Doing justice was dear to Martin Jan. If I am overcome by 
emotions, don´t be frightened. I will just wait for a while and continue. 
 
In the moving card with the message of Martin Jan's passing away, we read that he 'enjoyed 
water and birds, books and music, good food and being together.' Enjoy the good life! 
Lechaim! His enjoyments often formed little bridges of connection.  Because he made you a 
part of all this. Once we received app messages that he had seen a see-eagle, or an apple 
finch in the garden.  "It could make you envious, but at the same time it was also very 
beautiful", he said. 
 
When I now start talking about books, I do that because of our shared passion for Jewish 
authors. While reading we realized that the majority of books that appealed to us, were 
written by Jewish authors. Martin Jan said about this is an interview in the ND (Dutch 
Christian newspaper) two years ago: Jewish writers do justice to life. They are capable of 
presenting humour, suffering, beauty, love and imagination, at the same time, without it 
becoming a stew. Our reading started when we were students with the books of Chaim Potok. 
Especially his books about the development of young people in a confined world. The strain 
and pressure that it brought along. At the same time, also the space, offered by wise, loving 
parents. The trust that was given, grew into self-confidence.  After Potok, many other Jewish 
writers followed, I will mention two. First Meir Shalev. Martin Jan brought Shalev's novels into 
my life as he did with other people. Books like the Russian novel, the four meals, Esau’s kiss 
and the pigeon and the boy. We said to each other that if we were ever to write a novel, it 
would be in Shalev's style.  



 

 

I, for that matter, attracted Martin Jan's attention to some books of Jonathan Sacks, chief 
rabbi of Great-Britain, who passed away recently. His book to heal a broken world and his 
book about Exodus. He was deeply affected by them.  During the last weeks of Martin Jan's 
life, I read Sack's book Genesis, just published in translation.  And while reading my thoughts, 
went to Martin Jan several times. Especially with certain passages- the one about Abraham, 
called to go on a joerney. The other about Jacob - who received the name Israel. I shared this 
together with Idske and Geke my wife, with Martin Jan,  Idske requested me to share this, of 
course in an adjusted way, with you in this moment of communal thought.  
 
First Abraham, or actually, still Abram. From Genesis 12 onward, Abram gets the full picture. 
The first words that God speaks, he speaks to Abram: "Go away" And he goes. He leaves 
behind all that is known to him and goes on a journey, a journey that eventually leads him to 
Kanaan.  Jonathan Sacks mentions that Abraham, by listening to God's appeal, takes his 
responsibility. He states that Abram is really the first person in the Bible who takes 
responsibility. In the chapters before this part, responsibility is passed on. Adam passes his 
responsibility on Eve. Eve on the snake. Kain says that he isn't Abel's protector. And for the 
matter of Noah; he does build a boat in obedience, but he doesn't commit himself, in the 
presence of God, to mankind. He doesn't accept collective responsibility. Something that 
Abraham does, when he pleads, in the presence of God, for the inhabitants of Sodom. 
Abram's responsibility and involvement is aimed towards something bigger than himself.  
 
Is it strange that I, with that Abram, think of Martin Jan? Martin Jan has also left. Okay, he 
remained in the Netherlands - although he travelled half the word- and for the matter of 
residence, he remained where he was. But he left 'his old self'. It was a long journey inwards, 
there, where there are wounds. In words form the before mentioned interview; a journey 
from 'what is my worth?', to his destiny;  giving with a generous hart to others, what he 
missed himself. 
 
In these words, you feel the old pain. There is a desert around the corner. But he wasn't alone 
on his journey; Idske was there first and above all.  Of course also the children and then a 
circle of friends and colleagues from his work and of course from India. Through them, God 
came close. On his journey, Martin Jan touched many, and not only during the last years of his 
life. Martin Jan went a long way in his dedication to what he thought was important. At the 
same time he knew the value of vulnerability, the imperfect. And he was prepared to share 
about that, made connection, time and again, through his interest in people, his questions 
and his openness to be questioned himself. 
 
Martin Jan learned on his journey what was said about Abram above; he learned to take 
responsibility for something bigger than himself. That  expressed itself in his involvement with 
people that often get neglected. People who don't get 'in the picture', where there is no 
camera aimed at. They are broken by systems, by evil powers.  And that involvement shaped 
Martin Jan more and more. It also shaped his image of God. I, again cite the interview in the 
newspaper: "God presents himself in an unorthodox way in this world: in mercy, forgiveness, 
servitude, equality, honesty, loyalty".  And I would say you can also add values like justice and 
reciprocity. A passage like Micah 6, 8 popped up more and more: "You, man, have been told 
what is right. You know what the Lord wants from you. Nothing else than doing justice, being 
loyal and humbly go your Lord's path". And Hermen mentioned, earlier this week, a part from 



 

 

James 1, 27: "For God, the Father, only this is pure religion: assist widows and orphans in their 
needs". And these words 'widows and orphans' stand for all people who are stuck in our 
society.  
 
Martin Jan loved to be in places and in situations where this was happening. I think about his 
commitment of decades, to handicapped people; physically, mentally or both. As a 
professional, but also as a volunteer. Such loyalty he showed in that! I also think of his 
commitment in setting up the "Present foundation' (foundation that gives practical aid to 
people in need). I also think about education. He enjoyed to be involved with the 
development of young people, with his vision on education and his passion. In that, he made 
it very clear that he wanted pupils to be taken seriously  in who they were as young people 
and valued in what they could. He could get angry when, when dealing with pupils, inequality 
became evident  
 
Then, Jacob, who receives the new name 'Israel'. The wondrous history about the wrestling 
between Jacob and his nameless opponent is to be found in Genesis 32. Jonathan Sacks finds 
it special that the name Israel (which means: 'he who wrestled with God and overcame') has 
become the name of the people. Why didn't they receive Abraham's name? Or why not a 
name that means: 'the light for the peoples', or 'a kingdom of priests'? Why something like: 
'he who wrestled with God and overcame'. Sacks connects this name to the Jewish view of 
life. Essential values like justice, freedom, human dignity, compassion and integrity are 
matters that must be gained by battle here, and not in heaven. Judaism is not an escape from 
the world, but a connection to the world.  
 
A similar realization was strong in Martin Jan. Within him, it was connected to following 
Christ. Living from those vital values, and being involved with what Jesus Christ calls the 
Kingdom of God, asks for a commitment to the world. It is God's world after all. The kingdom 
of God doesn't start after the horizon, but has already started, he said, here and now.  
 
God invited him to make this Kingdom visible in places where it often seems so far away. 
Martin Jan answered with his life. He turned himself to the full life, the life of others. That was 
also Lechaim. It did often mean wrestling with God and with people. But he did not give in. 
Martin Jan has been injured by that wrestling, but at the same time he has been formed by it 
and his inner wounds have started to heal.  
 
Meanwhile there is the great lack and the deep grief that Martin Jan is not among us any 
more. Not any longer as Isdke's husband, as the father of Hermen & Eline, and Rianne & Jos; 
grandfather of Meike, Bart and Jelle and of Jidde and Mereld; as foster-father and foster-
grandfather of Stya, Lawrence and Sam, of Mexy, Daniel and Andrew, of Sangeetha, Murugan, 
Ida Marina, Riannae, of Jessie and Thiagu; as a brother, as a friend; as a colleague; as a 
neighbour, as a member of the church congregation. O captain, my captain - how we will miss 
you. Solo sailor Martin Jan was allowed to come home in God's harbor.  

 
  



 

 

Song : Taal van mijn hart – Stef Bos 
Bart de Jong 
 
[Verse 1] 
Kijk de zon staat aan de hemel, dit is het 
einde van de nacht. 
Ik was verdwaald in het donker, ik vond 
mijn weg terug op de tast. 
Vroeger was ik rijk aan woorden, ik ben 
verstild, ik ben veranderd 
maar mijn stem, mijn stem bleef 
branden, dit is het vuur, jij mag je 
warmen. 
 
[Chorus] 
Hoor de  taal van mijn hart, hoor de taal 
van mijn hart, 
ook al klink ik soms gebroken, gebroken 
en verward, 
het is de taal van mijn hart. 
 
[Verse 2] 
Ik heb mijn spiegelbeeld zien vallen, ik 
lag in stukken op de grond. 
Ik heb mezelf leren kennen als een held 
en als een hond. 
En er is niet zoveel meer over van al mijn 
tedere geweld 
maar ik ken nu ook mijn slechte kanten 
en ik sta dichter bij mezelf. 
 
[Chorus] 
'k Zing de  taal van mijn hart, hoor de 
taal van mijn hart, 
ook al klink ik soms gebroken, gebroken 
en verward, 
het is de taal van mijn hart. 
'k Zing de  taal van ons hart, hoor de taal 
van ons hart, 
ook al klink het nu gebroken, gebroken 
en verward, 
het is de taal van ons hart. 
 
 

[Verse 1] 
Look at the sun in the sky, this is the end 
of the night. 
I was lost in the dark, I felt and sensed 
my way back. 
I used to be rich in words, I am tranquil, I 
have changed 
but my voice, my voice kept burning, this 
is the fire, you can warm yourself. 
 
 
[Chorus] 
Hear the language of my heart, hear the 
language of my heart, 
even though at times I sound broken, 
broken and confused, 
it is the language of my heart. 
 
[Verse 2] 
I saw my reflection fall, I lay in pieces on 
the floor. 
I have come to know myself as a hero 
and as a dog. 
And there is not much left of all my 
tender violence 
but now I also know my bad sides and I 
am closer to myself. 
 
[Chorus] 
I sing the language of my heart, hear the 
language of my heart, 
even though at times I sound broken, 
broken and confused, 
it is the language of my heart. 
I sing the language of our heart, hear the 
language of our heart, 
even though it now sounds broken, 
broken and confused, 
it is the language of our heart. 
 
 



 

 

[Bridge] 
Ik ben te nemen of te laten, je mag van 
me houden 
je mag me ook haten, ik ben wie ik ben. 
dit is mijn wereld, dit is mijn stem. 
 
[End-Chorus] 
neurien: mmmmmmmmmmmmmm 
ook al klink ik soms gebroken, gebroken 
en verward, 
dit is de taal van mijn hart. 
Dit is de taal van mijn hart. 
Dit is de taal van mijn hart. 

[Bridge] 
I can be taken or left, you may love me 
you can hate me too, i am who i am. 
this is my world, this is my voice. 
 
 
[End-Chorus] 
hum: mmmmmmmmmmmmmm 
even though sometimes I sound broken, 
broken and confused, 
this is the language of my heart. 
This is the language of my heart. 
This is the language of my heart. 

 
 
 
 
 
  



 

 

In Memoriam Work 
Ton Sebens 
 
Dear Idske, Rianne and Jos, Hermen and Elline, grandchildren, foster children in India, 
family, friends and colleagues.  
 
Last Wednesday we still sat side by side. We had already discussed all the themes of 
the information transfer and work, despite the fact that the six months we had 
planned had been brought back to six weeks. Still I asked: if there would be one thing 
for you that you would consider to be very important to tell me, what would that be? 
Without hesitating he started about the stole’s and toga’s that had to be worn during 
Hans’s speech and that they had to be sewn by pupils from our school? That would be 
possible. Okay, dresses for the auctor at a moment like this…. We both had to chuckle 
about it…. 
 
That moment characterizes the director’s role that Martin Jan loved to fulfill when it 
came to big things but also in smaller things. Short term and very long term as well. 
Always playing chess at several bords at the same time. A strategist in heart and soul 
with a very big social heart. Out- spoken and modest. Creating space, often out- of- 
the-box. Analytical and with a lot brain power. Most of all from an enormous drive to 
be meaningful for others, coming from his own education/upbringing. He was very 
loyal when it comes to that. Marnix has just expressed that in a beautiful way. 
 
Martin Jan has been of great social importance in many places. Mentioning all of them 
would take all afternoon; from education to youth care. From public health to a 
Koningskind. From football to slums. From the Netherlands to India. And much, much 
more. I would like to refer to the in Memoriams that haven been written in the 
meantime. Among others, you can find these on the site of the VO- raad. I suggest you 
take some time to read this. While preparing a dignified farewell from Greijdanus 
many people from a broad social field have given words to help us to request a Royal 
Award. Luckily Martin Jan has been able to receive the content of this request. Idske, 
you have read it to him. Unfortunately, has not been able to read the Royal Award 
itself. 
 
When you look at all the contributions it becomes clear that personal connection was 
the keyword. “Always going to depths within three minutes” that is how a colleague 
expressed a conversation with Martin Jan. In that depth he shared himself to go 
looking for you. For many of us that has meant a personal movement of meaning. That 
is where Martin Jan liked to take control. That also happened to me. I am convinced 
that this is the reason that his passing away releases so many emotions, even in 
external circles of work. That is also the reason that a working-relation has grown into 
a friendly relationship.  
 



 

 

When I think about that, it also affects me personally, and I have asked myself what 
meaning Martin Jan has had for me. Is it the working together? Growing towards 
succession? The sharpness of the conversation about educational themes? Looking at 
it from the perspective of vision we agreed, from the same human vision. But when we 
look at the way in which we would like to achieve this we had completely different 
views. At the very beginning of our administrative cooperation in January Martin told 
Riette and Jacoline to schedule to meetings for two hours a week, so we would have 
enough time to quarrel. A lot has been said and discussed. Meeting each other last 
week to thank one another for each other’s self-will was so valuable. Still that is not it. 
It is about being able to be who you are. Reciprocal. Without words, in silence. fiddling 
for no reason, preferably in God’s creation.  
 
When out on the water Martin Jan would always say: “when air and water come 
together, then everything else is just nonsense”. And that is how it is. 
 
I enjoyed the moments when Martin Jan did not share his opinion or asked questions, 
because Martin Jan’s fast and sharp analyses about a guileless opinion sometimes led 
to uncomfortable situations or confrontations. Even empathy during his illness led to 
an analysis. I could make people cautious. At a certain moment in time I also shared a 
verse from the bible that really touched me. I really wanted to comfort him… “Go 
away, what a crappy text” he said, to which I said crappy reaction, whatever!”. This is 
what they call ‘getting even’ and actually that was what Martin Jan was looking for all 
the time. He did this to get to the essence even quicker. However, there were also 
times when he was misunderstood.  
 
When looking at misunderstanding/incomprehension I would like to zoom in on 12 
years of board work for Greijdanus. Unfortunately, I have not been a witness of his 
arrival in 2009. But I have been told that, during that first year, the organization has 
been enlivened with a speech that is best known as “Martin Jan’s speech from the 
throne/ King’s speech. Rich, full of perspectives, but not everyone understood this 
speech until the years progressed and Martin Jan consequently and persistently 
unpacked the themes from this speech, brought them into the conversation and 
decisions were taken. All of this has led to a firm and self-conscious organization that 
has a meaningful position in the field of education. Appropriate education and 
freedom of education are on the top of the agenda of the organization. The words 
visionary and persistent are on the funeral card and they are there for a reason.  
 
It is wonderful to discover that during the past twelve years the silver lining has been a 
set of powerful values. These seven values, from which following Christ is the core 
value, helped him to translate a deeply rooted human vision to education. This is what 
we call value-driven. If you could hear Martin Jan say: “why do we pay teachers and 
not young people, they are both working on their development, aren’t they?” Then 
people do not always understand what you mean. Martin Jan considered it to be 
difficult when people did not understand this. But if you would hear him say: “No one 



 

 

is belittled here, then it already comes much closer. It creates space, in the first place 
for young people who are developing. That is where his heart was.   
 
Last Friday my colleague Gert Jan and I had the opportunity to give Martin Jan the 
planned present for his farewell from Greijdanus. Also, on behalf of the supervisory 
board. With great sorrow we saw that it had become a farewell to life here on earth. It 
is a woodcut jig, made by our former colleague Jan Pieter Grootjes. This jig contains 
the seven values in a Jacob’s ladder. With this jig a print has been made for every for 
every location. The jig, Idske is for you. The Jacob’s ladder connects heaven and earth. 
Talking about meaning ……  
 
And still Martin Jan dared to say: “how pretty, but I cannot be that special, can I?”. An 
old theme suddenly emerged. But soon we would be speaking about writing down 
thoughts on values, teaching and the person-development meaning of it in a bundle. 
And especially how special it is that people connect to each other to work on these 
things together, to be able to share this with so many people later on. Martin Jan 
wondered aloud, “would this connection be the value Martin Jan?” 
 
I think that is a particularly rich thought. Let his piece of art radiate the 8th value. Even 
better, let it remind us of the ‘value Martin Jan’ from the versatility of these 7 values. 
 
Martin Jan has had some influence in many lives. He would have really loved to 
continue living and working. But the Great director of life thought it was ready. Martin 
Jan is finished here on earth. From our own individuality and in our own way, we may 
unpack and share everything he touched.  The most important thing is that it is value-
driven! 
 
Next to deep sorrow and great loss, we have to thank God for what Martin Jan has 
meant. Above all, I would like to wish you as a family strength and comfort by means 
of the next song, which students from our school sung last week. It was meant for 
Martin Jan’s farewell from Greijdanus, but it may be of comfort/consolidation for us 
today.  
 
 
  



 

 

Song : The Clouds’ Veil 
Greijdanus choir 
 
Prayer 
Marnix Niemeijer 
 
Song : Irish Blessing 
 
May the road rise to meet you 
May the wind be always at you back 
May the sunshine warm upon your face 
The rain fall soft upon your fields 
 
And until we meet again 
Until we meet again 
May God hold you 
In the palm of his hand 
 
May the sun make your days bright 
May the stars illuminate your nights 
May the flowers bloom along your path 
Your house stand firm again the storm 
 
And until we meet again 
Until we meet again 
May God hold you 
In the palm of his hand 
 
And until we meet again 
Until we meet again 
May God hold you 
In the palm of his hand 
 
Word of thanks 
Rianne 


