
The next day, Sandor called me. He wanted me to be there when the undertaker came by to make arrangements for the funeral. So I helped to make the funeral card you may have already seen. Yesterday, Sandor called his brother Peter to tell him his father had passed away and invited him to make funeral arrangements. Peter thanked him for calling and confirmed they'd taken Koen's grandchild with them to the hospital. It was the first and last time Koen had seen Alexander. I was glad for him. Small mercies. Peter was not sure if he would come to the funeral and trusted Sandor to take care of all the necessary arrangements. It is not true that the oldest child is also the wisest. Peter was living proof of that. Sandor, on the other hand, was careful with his words, protective towards his mother-in-law and his mother, and did the things that had to be done. It is easy to say that you have complete confidence in your youngest brother. That shows more laziness than taking responsibility. So we made the funeral card together with the undertaker. Jutta and Sylvia were in bed. Together. Exhausted.
Many people attended the funeral. There were not enough seats for all those who had come to pay their last respects. I had a front-row seat next to Sylvia. Ilse and Sandor took care of Jutta. Speeches from old colleagues. Jutta was unable to say anything, so Ilse said a few words on her behalf. Jutta’s sobs during that speech touched everyone, I think. My best friend Sylvia was just sitting there. Not crying, with her face made of marble. Bereft of any expression. Empty. Made of stone. I put my arm around her. It hardly made a difference. Lots of music. Koen had been quite forceful in his music choices. He had chosen the music himself and even the order in which it had to be played. Koen himself was not religious, I think, but the music certainly was. He had given instructions up to the performers of a certain piece. We ended as we had begun. With Bach. Not a day without Bach was Koen's credo. That rhymes in Dutch ‘Geen dag zonder Bach’. In his funeral notes there was on a piece of paper that said: ‘Reinbert de Leeuw’s performance of the last chorale from the St. Matthew Passion.’
I had never heard the piece before, but the choir’s a cappella performance, with its deliberate slowness and nearly inaudible softness, was beautiful. Although I had promised myself not to cry, I was no match against the power of the music.
The burial itself was as bad as a burial gets. It rained, and people were cold. The earth was cold. The coffin sinking slowly into the ground; I had seen it before with my Johan and my family, of course. I would never want to be buried in the cold earth, being food for creepy beasts. A blazing fire is perhaps not ideal as well. Yet I would still prefer it anyway. Another thing to document at home. Afterwards, an endless row of people offering their condolences to Sandor, Ilse, Jutta and some to Sylvia as well. Sylvia wanted to go home as soon as possible. Sandor nodded. We would reconvene on Monday at the solicitor’s office.  

