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nu (voor jou) met alle stukjes erbij die ik er verder uitlaat. de 


appendix Polyamory 'hoort' er nog wel bij 


 


The Budapest-Lisbon connection 


 


The voice on the phone was drowned out by the noise around me. When I 


finally understood who it was I was sorry that I had not heard it right 


immediately. Although I knew her from years ago, it was someone who had 


been on my mind for some weeks already. Because I could not answer the 


call appropriately at that time, I promised to call back later that 


evening. And so started a train of events, which are still going on 


today. 


 


That night I called Ildikó back. Her question was quite simple She 


wanted to know how Hans' health was. She had spoken to him three 


months earlier on the phone and he had told her that he was seriously 


ill. But as she had not heard from him since that phone call, she had 


become anxious about his condition. Before calling her I had time to 


consider what to say. Due to a happy coincidence I would be near Ildikó 


in only a few weeks. This made it easier to avoid the truth, and tell 


her all later when I would be there. 


 


Hans 


Indeed Hans' condition was not good. He seemed to have called Ildikó 


about two weeks before Christmas. He had called her around twice a year 


since he had started phoning her again some seven years earlier. In 


this last call he had told her about some of the symptoms, which had 


indicated that he was suffering from epileptic attacks. But he had not 


given her any more details and had not called after that. And there had 


been plenty of details since then. 


 


One evening, two days before Christmas that year, 1997, so only shortly 


after his call to Ildikó, I was visiting Hans. He was lively talking 


about his illness and all its symptoms, when the phone rang. It was his 


former wife, my sister Milly, who informed us about her present 


partner, Willem's heart attack, which had happened while he was in 


France. He was in hospital and his condition was unclear. So the next 


day, Christmas Eve, found us in a car, at four o'clock in the morning 


on our way to a hospital in the middle of France. The thought of 


calling the hospital was discarded, fearing the worst. However when we 


arrived, Willem seemed in relatively good condition; his heart attack 


appeared to be a light one. 


I then tried to call Hans to tell him all was well. He did not answer 


the phone, though Clara, his present, Portuguese wife, who had already 


joined him again for the Christmas break, should have been there as 


well. After I came back in the Netherlands the next day, Christmas, it 


became clear that Hans had been taken to the hospital again, with a 


serious stroke again. 


 


Then things went quickly. Willem, still in France was recovering and 


Hans was diagnosed with brain tumor. Operable it was, but not curable. 


He was operated and, he got a prognosis of a year, which was more than 


his brother Dik had assumed. So we were trying to get used to the idea 


that Hans was not going to live a happy retirement in the Algarve. And 


I was preparing myself for facing him again, knowing about his serious 


condition. Where, over our forty years of friendship and in-law-ship, 


we had quite often managed to have serious talks still maintaining the 


light style of conversation that he was a master of. Even his divorce 


from my sister, years before, was lightly brought down to the loyalty 


conflict I might be subject to if the two of them were to start 


quarreling. 


 


I found it difficult to face Hans then. Probably he did as well. Clara 


was there, not making it any easier. She did not like most of his 


relations from the past or from his first marriage, representing all 


the old memories the second wife cannot compete against. Most of the 


time was spent discussing Clara's next computer. When Dik came to 


visit, Clara and I went shopping for a new laptop, leaving Hans with 


his brother who, being a dentist, was more knowledgeable about medical 


matters than I was. 


 


After Ildikó had called, I told Hans about it, in our own euphemistic 


shorthand as the phone call from the Budapest connection. Due to Clara' 


s permanent presence it would be impossible for him to react to it. So 


now, since he had his doctor-friend taking care of the medical part of 


his life, his brother Dik dealing with the financial matters, Hans 


asked me to deal with this old romantic interlude in his life. At the 


same time, I believe, he informed me that 'the letters', which were at 


the root of the disruption of his first marriage a long time ago, were 


safely destroyed. At least I recall it as a vague assurance that they 


would not surface again. He also suggested not telling Ildikó about his 


condition, but that did not seem feasible any more now he had told her 


himself that something was wrong. The earlier feeling it would be 


decent to inform her about his imminent death was exactly what had 


brought her back into my memory some weeks earlier after so many years. 


 


Art 


So, gradually over the first weeks of the new year we had started to 


get used to the situation, as far as you get used to this. By 


coincidence I was going to the USA and went to talk to Art, our 


high-school buddy about Hans' situation. Art decided that he would be 


coming to visit Hans, and me, around Easter. When he came we had a nice 


meeting then, as three old friends from our early school days, only now 


with one of us dying. Again Hans managed to talk about the medical 


details as well as the rest of his situation in his normal lighthearted 


way, not letting it interfere with the joy of our being together again. 


He even saved the situation by avoiding the final goodbye with a plan 


to pay a return-visit to Art in a few weeks time. 


Early the next morning Art flew back to Detroit and I flew to Budapest 


to meet Ildikó. 


 


Ildikó 


Hans' story with Ildikó had started some 16 years earlier. During a 


conference in Budapest, still long before the changeover of the 


communist system, they developed a friendship. And the next time while 


visiting there, the friendship developed further. 


When the opportunity arose, Ildikó traveled to the Netherlands to meet 


Milly. And later Hans and Milly went together to see Ildikó in Hungary. 


The friendship between Hans and Ildikó grew into a deeper, warm 


relationship, over a few months, still completely without being a 


threat to his marriage with Milly. But soon after it began it got a 


nasty angle; jealousy started to arise. Now it does not matter who was 


right or wrong, the situation became loaded with mistrust. 


 


It became clear that the trust, which had been in the marriage of Milly 


and Hans all these years, and which had survived many serious and less 


serious threats, was not enough to carry on in this first instance of 


an infatuation of Hans. The timid, non-assertive, single Ildikó was 


perceived by Milly as too much of a threat to go unpunished. Mistrust 


and mistreatment came into the in it self innocent triangle. Digging 


into Hans' office desk at the university revealed the existence of 'the 


letters'. Whatever misbehavior their contents might have proved, that 


was still far surpassed by the mere fact of their being hidden away 


from home. 


 


The coincidence that Hans was again in another foreign city did not 


postpone the start of a serious clash, which developed further during 


lengthy long-distance telephone calls. The stress became too much for 


him to bear on his own, which led to a tête-à-tête with a female 


professor, whom he had met earlier. The lady did not understand the 


nature of her services as one of consolation only. Mostly by playing 


hard-to-get after the first incident, she developed, over a long 


period, into a serious and attractive target in Hans' eyes. This may 


have been at least somewhat based on the glamour of her acquaintance 


with all the highest-ranking government officials of her country. Being 


able to send out faxes with the seal of the president of the country 


had its own attraction. 


 


So the harmless Ildikó was replaced as a possible threat to the 


marriage by a real one in the person of this Southern-European career 


woman who seemed to know what she wanted. What I do know about Hans' 


stay of two weeks in Lisbon to find out about the possibilities of a 


new relation and her delaying the contact a long time makes it probable 


for me that it was all in all a strategic well played battle 


 


Changing Partners 


Then came Hans' birthday of 1986. He was back from Lisbon just in time 


to receive his guests, Art and myself with our wives. At that time Art 


was still living with his first wife in the Netherlands on an 


assignment from his American employer. The situation became weird when 


Milly showed up some hours late, giggly and clearly a bit drunk, having 


driven along the motorway all by herself. All was quite out of line 


with her normal behavior. However there was no serious indication yet 


of the bomb that was to be dropped later that evening, the announcement 


of their divorce. Hans then made his remark about the possible conflict 


of loyalty I might have, torn between my sister and my long-time friend 


if they would struggle in this divorce. We were told of the existence 


of their two new partners. 


 


So, that changed our world - more than my own divorce did, more than 


moving to another city did. 


And Ildikó, invisible to us then, broke the friendly relation with Hans 


with pain in her heart. She did not want to confuse the relation 


between Hans and Clara. Surprisingly enough the whole situation did 


not break the friendly relationship between Hans and Milly, though 


somewhat restricted only to the many weeks Clara did not stay in 


Rotterdam, or Hans not being in Lisbon. It did change my relation with 


Hans also to one for these bachelors' weeks only. 


 


Picking up the connection 


Some years after the divorce, when I was going to organize a course in 


Budapest, Hans did suggest that I ask Ildikó for help, which I did. 


Only then did it become clear to me what had happened between them, 


and I found Ildikó still feeling guilty about her part in the breaking 


of Hans' marriage. That was not easily corrected. It took some long 


talks; since such a long held misconception is not easy to break down. 


But it seemed that around that time had written again and the 


infrequent, twice-a-year phone calls from Hans became part of lldikó's 


existence again, quite often indicating a possible visit soon to 


happen. And then after years came that frightening last call the one 


about his illness. 


 


In the weeks after that, with growing anxiousness, Ildikó started to 


look for my phone number. When she finally gathered enough courage to 


call, it was the conversation that led to my appointment to meet her. 


 


Inherited girlfriend 


I arrived in Budapest early in the afternoon of that April day in 1998, 


Art's birthday in fact, only to meet her briefly, before taking a train 


at six for Slovakia. When we finally sat down in a café to talk, there 


was no way around it any more. Though not having seen Hans for twelve 


years, her feeling for him had survived, especially now that life had 


taken such a bad turn for him. And while we were talking about her 


history with him, the conversation gave us the feeling of being 


connected to him. We shared the grief and anxiety for his situation. 


 


On my way back a few days later, through Budapest again, we shared a 


long day of just walking around all day, talking about our lives, our 


feelings and lots of other things that are part of getting to know each 


other. We discussed the way we were related and translated the 


description from "the girl who was my sister's husband's lover" to 


"inherited girlfriend". 


 


Then I made the fatal mistake of not taking out some reading material 


from my suitcase when I checked in for my flight home the next day. 


This left me in a very gloomy airport-restaurant for far too long a 


time with only my own thoughts. As I wrote to Art afterwards, a small 


mid-life crisis struck then and there. I got sad and upset about all 


the things that had been happening so long ago and the evident 


limitations of normal monogamous marriages to deal with outsiders. A 


serious part was also to find out what kind of feelings I had towards 


Ildikó. 


 


I have a long tradition of very lightly falling in some kind of puppy 


love with ladies I meet during my trips abroad. Nothing ever comes of 


it, except some nice friendly e-mails and an occasional Christmas card 


and maybe a return visit to our house when they are visiting in the 


Netherlands. I have never noticed the slightest hint from one of those 


ladies that she wanted anything more than some small-talk during the 


conference receptions and dinners. But at these times my senses were 


temporarily filled with them. 


 


And now I was meeting Hans' girlfriend whom I did not meet on my own 


preference, but just someone who had crossed my path. I realized that 


Hans had experienced the same kind of friendly meeting with a foreign 


lady a long time ago. How their friendship had developed after that is 


a mixture of the feelings that exist in many long marriages. Maybe 


especially in those marriages that have started in one's early 


twenties. At forty Hans might indeed have been in for some 


reconsideration of his situation. Some elements of mid-life crises, 


meeting a woman, different in many aspects from my beloved sister, and 


just the surprise of feeling some deep warmth for a new lady-friend, it 


was all in there. And I guess, after having met her, many of those 


elements of it were in me as well. 


 


I felt a warm friendship that went beyond the normal getting 


acquainted. It was more or less disturbing. It was not a 'normal' 


infatuation, let alone falling in love. No, it was only halfway in 


between that and the feeling one can have for just a member of your 


family that you love somewhat more than the others. But far more 


important was my recognition of what had transpired so many years ago 


between Hans and Ildikó and all the events that followed up on that, 


which disturbed me most. 


 


I saw someone who was extremely nice, helpful and caring. I saw someone 


who was willing to take interest in her visitors and take their 


interest seriously at heart. I saw someone who, by having been away 


from her country for many years, had become somewhat isolated. I saw 


someone who by accident had not been in the habit of dating man, at 


least not on an equal basis. I saw a woman who longed for a 


fulfillment, which for her was a husband and children. I sensed that 


her wish to find a partner in marriage made her aware that she formed a 


threat for other married women. This might have kept her somewhat back 


from having free-floating relations with visiting men. One way or 


another she caused Hans to be as kind and witty as he could be around 


women. He may have felt the same challenge I felt - that here was 


someone to whom one might be friendly without any danger of 


misunderstanding, and with whom he could share a friendship that would 


mean much to both of them. 


 


He had wanted to bring this new lady-friend into his family life, by 


introducing her to his wife, which I recognize in myself as well. For 


me it seems to be an indication of not really being in love with the 


female in question. It is about developing a friendship which could fit 


in your own family circle. Like any other meeting one of the married 


partners might have. it could lead to a lasting contact with both 


partners. But the most disturbing fact was how this could have 


developed so badly over the years that it resulted in Hans breaking up 


his 18-year marriage - not only breaking his marriage but also breaking 


the stable situation we had as friends, and getting married to Clara, 


someone we had grown to dislike over the years. 


 


Since someone or something had to take the blame for my grief of losing 


Hans, not only his looming death but also the loss so many years ago 


to his new wife Clara, I put a big part of the blame on my sister. She 


herself was never a saint as far as I had assumed and now I realised 


that she had not been mature enough to deal with this nice basically 


innocent relationship, even to an extent that she ruined their marriage 


by making him vulnerable to 'El conquistadora'. 


 


In the contacts I had with Hans during his last year, it was possible 


to relate some of the remorse that Milly felt about this to him. When I 


first went there in June I was sure he would not survive another month. 


And Milly asked me to tell him she felt sad about her behavior long 


ago. When it became clear that he would survive somewhat longer I was 


able to arrange a phone call and she was able to tell him herself, in 


the absence of and unknown to Clara. 


 


Attraction 


My visit to Budapest brought me the feeling of clarity about and 


insight in the nature of the relation between Hans and Ildikó. Since 


then I have, more than before, been wrestling with the rules and 


implications of marriage. I matured and got divorced in a period in 


which the book 'Open Marriage' was published as part of the discussion 


that was in full bloom in the seventies. This discussion was inspired 


by the newfound sexual freedom given by the pill and still not yet 


doomed by Aids. Experiments with new forms of relations were common and 


widely discussed. I had argued on that topic quite a lot then and now 


was arguing about it again, this time with Art, through frequent 


e-mails. He put the blame on the males who have invented philosophies 


to taste the grass on the other side of the hill since the beginning of 


time. I defended the notion that partly we bind ourselves into a 


monogamous relationship just to avoid the anxiety of the unstable 


situations that may result from other contacts. The male tendency to 


look into the attractions outside marriage is of all ages, and it is 


more than just the biologically inspired spreading of genes. In our 


society the only way to deal with it seems to be secrecy or denial. It 


seems too dangerous to give it a decent place. 


 


But since it's there I cannot imagine that it would not be possible to 


deal with it in an adult way. When my first wife approached thirty, 


having married me her highschool-boyfriend at 21 , she opened her eyes 


to outside attractions. She may have felt the only way to deal with it 


was divorce. It was, in my view, a seven-year itch so evident, that I 


hate her nearly more for not being able to deal with that in a natural 


way than for all her other stupid behavior after our divorce, which I 


hold against her. 


Of course people are very different in this respect as was clearly 


expressed by Milly a long time ago, when she was still married to Hans, 


"If I cheat it's so common and controlled that it's not dangerous at 


all; if Hans would cheat it could only be a serious affair which would 


be extremely dangerous for our marriage." It was not the affair but her 


reaction to it that proved her right in the end. 


 


In the process of discussing these things with Art, I involved Ildikó 


every now and then, as easy as that is with e-mail. She once referred 


to Katy, her Oxford friend, who asked her husband two questions when a 


situation like this arose. The first one was how serious is this 


infatuation? And the second, but more important one was, how long would 


it take to get over it? 


 


I have since then added to these two 'Oxford Questions' a third one: 


Can we include this relation in our marriage and how? 


 


Adriana 


As I said, over all those years of marriage I have been, innocently 


attracted to other women, maybe even more than I like to admit. I do 


believe that it's partly character, partly the male, roving eye. My 


first wife used the 'roving eye'-part as an argument in the discussion 


about her wish for some unnecessary surgical remodeling in the period 


of our divorce. My present wife Adriana has her own, admirable way of 


dealing with this part of my character. Though it may be hard for her 


every now and then. I feel that this approach to women might be an 


undeniable part of me, originating back deep down in my own early 


development and family history. 


 


These feelings for other women, every now and then, do upset Adriana 


some times. It's a pity that it seems so hard to avoid that. If I'm 


attracted to someone, it might be because of the characteristics I miss 


in my wife. Of course that is hard to acknowledge, because these might 


be her weak spot. That cannot be denied, nor is it bad, unless of 


course, one is too sensitive to his or her own weakness. It's indeed 


the difference that attracts. The normal procedure seems to be to bring 


this down to the blackmail of the choice: "It's either me or her". 


As I tried to explain so far, I think this choice is ridiculous. One 


indeed wants also to meet the good things of others, not the exclusion 


of one for the other. And of course at the same time respect one's 


marriage. With Adriana still being the one I love. I realized this the 


other day when I was wrestling to put this into words, which is hard 


after so many years of marriage. Then I felt it on a very elementary 


level: While preparing food or so for her, I wanted her to have the 


best parts of the food. And more in general, to give her the bulk of my 


time and attention. For me this came close to a perfect description of 


the ongoing love. At times the only proof of the love is in these 


things as the other niceties are being left out in the hectic of 


day-to-day life. 


 


After that first meeting three years ago, I have met Ildikó in Budapest 


a few times and I have spoken to her on the phone regularly. We mail 


frequently, and Adriana does exchange e-mails with her as well, talking 


in so many more details about the things I just make short references 


to. It was Adriana who thought of sending Ildikó the pictures of our 


last visit to Hans in July, together with the map of Lisbon with all 


the relevant locations marked on it. She was also the one who suggested 


to Ildikó to join us for a trip to Lisbon to see all those places and 


to relive some of the memories. The idea arose because Ildikó did not 


have any more images than those pictures about Hans' life and dying 


there. We, on the other hand, though we had visited him there during 


his illness, had not been able to be at his funeral either. 


 


So Adriana and I went to Lisbon nearly two years after Hans was buried 


there and she met Ildikó. We went to all those places we had been with 


Hans. We visited his grave in a beautiful cemetery under the most 


perfect weather conditions. Seeing his grave and mourning over him 


there was the closure of the period of my friendship with him, turning 


it over into a memory. Sharing with Ildikó again the stories of our 


visits there, his illness and the story of his burial, though 


second-hand, acknowledged and honored her relation with him, which has 


been so special to her. 


 


On the real second anniversary of Hans' death I was in Budapest again 


by coincidence. On the first one, I had been in Porto, but had not 


visited Hans' grave in Lisbon, But Ildikó had told me about her 


commemorating him in church that day. So now, as the opportunity arose, 


I went to church with her on this second anniversary. And we did go in 


a terrible rainy Budapest. On the spur of the moment Ildikó changed the 


church we went to and we were rewarded by a special service in which 


much music was played, some of it she connected to concerts she 


attended with Hans. So it was an appropriate celebration, even while 


nor Hans nor myself were in any way religious, let alone Roman 


Catholic. Live will go on, maybe meeting Ildikó every now and then, in 


Budapest or the Netherlands or elsewhere. 


 


I believe we have indeed inherited Hans' girlfriend as a new and 


unexpected sister-in-law, not more and not less. And she is a new, dear 


friend with whom we share our very different feelings over the loss of 


an old friend. I see Ildikó as someone Adriana and I now both have a 


relation with. Partly my relation with Ildikó falls within my relation 


with Adriana and partly falls outside of it. 


 


And I'll fight to keep both parts in all openness and without it being 


a threat to my marriage. 


 


 


Alexander, Christmas 2000 


 


Poly-amory (and after-thought) 


 


The story about these friendships, loyalties and relations was 


troublesome for me. I know I'm easily attracted to female friends. This 


came to a clash with my perception of the nature of Hans' 'affair' with 


Ildikó. I have been digging into some of the background knowledge about 


love and marriage. Reading books about biological, developmental 


aspects to remedial books about relations. I was disturbed, and 


according to a first feedback I got on the following text, I still am. 


The text is not clear yet, reflecting my own incompetence in describing 


the non-technical aspects of life. And it's also the lack of clarity 


about the solution. So it's just some mumbles, grumbles. 


 


The addition I made to the two Oxford questions, about sharing the 


relation, arose from reading about Poly-amory on the net. This is a 


Usenet newsgroup for the discussion whether and how one can deal with 


more than one love at the same time. I would say we can, but the 


questions are more how we deal with some of the difficult feelings, 


like jealousy and inferiority. Or how can we deal with the sensitivity 


to remarks about the other. The thing is indeed how to distinguish 


serious poly-amory from the normal male, roving attitude. I'll copy 


here some remarks made by a long-time distant lady friend when I told 


her that: "... I'm reading at the moment about the way people can be in 


love with more than one person at the same time (called poly-amory) and 


have a honest relationship (though different) with both partners. It 


may be more a male than a female thing, but it's intriguing." 


She wrote back: 


I would be very interested in learning more about your investigations 


of people being in love with more persons in a different way at the 


same time. I often do - even if I am a woman! 


 


What is actually "being in love" and what happens when such a 


relationship or feeling finishes? How you would describe "an honest 


relationship"? Will it become hate or friendship or both, if the love 


finishes, if people in a way become disappointed in each other - e.g. 


in themselves? This is not less interesting to me because I am a woman, 


but more interesting. ....... 


 


It is true that I am very happy in my marriage, happy with this man 


already over 6 years. But no one person is enough to fulfill all the 


feelings we have. And it is not fair to expect that they should do, 


too. We all are different and have certain talents to share with 


somebody. I think that's why we need other people to communicate, like 


we need oxygen, it is no question if we are married or not. 


 


I agree with her, but at the same time realize it's hard to put this 


into practice. Humans have done it over the ages, in different ways. My 


problem is that I want to be open about it, with an underlying 


philosophy and agreement about the 'rules'. Why then this focus on 


rules and on the openness. 


 


I've got two reasons for this focus. The first, very practical one, was 


the marriage of a friend, which broke up within a year, after having 


been partners (being together, but living apart) for seventeen years. 


In my perception of the problems it seemed to me that they arose from 


the implicit rules (and expectations) the partners had about marriage 


and about the feeling of being bound by it too much. 


The second one had to do with the book "Open Marriage" which I referred 


to earlier. There, long ago, I read for the first time how much of our 


behavior is based on implicit rules and how difficult it is to be aware 


of them, let alone discuss them with others. This is especially true 


since they are most of the time so internalized that they are within 


our values rather than still perceived as rules. But it's just by 


conventional agreement on the 'rules' that we stay in line 


 


The newsgroups focus on many aspects of the relations with a SO and an 


OSO. In the terminology of poly-amory, used in other net-groups as 


well, SO stands for Special Other. Not surprisingly, OSO stands for 


Other Special Other. Also the words primary (partner) and secondary are 


not in need of explanation. One other that is quite useful, and often 


used, is TOCOTOX, indicating too complicated to explain. But these 


people focus definitely on talking and being open about their 


feelings. Being clear about your feelings- no matter how conflicting 


they may be - seems healthier in the long run than keeping them away 


from each other. Finding the right balance between the feelings, 


evolving as they are as time progresses and balancing them between the 


'primary' and 'secondary' love are part of an active ongoing discussion 


on that newsgroup. 


 


All my ramblings so far have been my exercise to explain, mostly for 


myself I assume, the tocotox. 


 


Post-travel blues 


One thing which led to the earlier discussion with Art about mid-life 


crisis has since become more clear. It struck me (and especially 


Adriana) that quite often when I came home from traveling I seemed to 


be somewhat depressed. Adriana thought that I felt life (or women) were 


far better abroad than at home. I found a solution for the puzzle on a 


trip to Budapest. 


 


The fact is that I like to read or think quite a lot when traveling. It 


's one of the reasons I like to take night trains across Europe. And 


also quite often while visiting other places or in a conference one 


'sees' nice new possibilities. When I get home or in the office, I come 


there loaded with new ideas, insights and options. And no way to really 


be able to tell about them because explaining would take still more 


time than it took me to acquire them. You get the frustrated feeling 


that it would have been nice if at least some of the insights could be 


shared. 


 


This time in Budapest I was with a colleague from the university. And 


while walking for miles through Budapest and sitting in cafes we 


discussed quite a few of our joint interests, among others in 


professional development. We could share a lot about work at the 


university, as well as about our private life. He was in the middle of 


a divorce, and I consider myself an experiential expert on this. We 


could also easily discuss new possibilities in our work environment. At 


the same time we realized the impossibility to implement them This time 


resulting in some peace of mind about that rather than the restlessness 


this normally creates. 


 


Ildikó took us to a concert one night and a movie the second night. 


Later he and I were able to discuss some backgrounds and the visible 


and obvious innocence of this 'inherited' relationship. 


 


 


Guilty? 


Adriana disagrees with me on the 'guilt' of Milly in all this. She 


feels that there is no relation between what happened to Hans in 


Budapest and what happened later on in Lisbon. She thinks that Hans 


just fell less in love in Budapest, than he did in Lisbon, which made 


him break up his marriage only then. 


 


I feel that there are some essential elements in a relation that if 


they remain unfulfilled will make the relation decay. In some cases 


even the lack of sexual fulfillment or an extra-marital affair don't 


seem sufficient reasons to break things up. As long as there is some 


basic understanding and trust, even if there are many things one 


disagrees on. But then there will be some things, unforeseen, which 


will, in the end, prove to be essential for the survival of the 


marriage. In Hans' case Milly's lack of trust about Ildikó proved to be 


just that. I don't know if it's possible to express one's essentials 


beforehand, but when you run into them they cannot be ignored 


 


I feel that my need for 'acceptance' by other woman is somewhat 


accepted by Adriana. Long ago it took nearly improper forms, of nearly 


harassing women. Especially after drinking some alcohol. It is still 


there, my need to be physically accepted by woman, not to sleep with 


them but as a potential candidate to do so. I hope that not my 


personality, but my being married is the barrier preventing this to 


happen in real life. I think that, like everyone else, I have to live 


with my fantasies rather than any real life experience. 


 


The most important reason I want Adriana to accept my lady-friends as a 


non-threatening fact, is the same as, I think, my belief that Hans only 


was willing to break up his marriage after Milly failed to accept 


Ildiko as just one of Hans' lady-friends. If Milly had been without any 


'guilt' as far as her behavior with her male friends was concerned, it 


might have been different. She said once that if she would misbehave 


there was no need to take that too seriously, but if Hans would 


misbehave that would mean something serious. So he should not misbehave 


and she explained her jealousy that way. 


 


Once Milly described how Ildiko was competing with her for Hans. Ildikó 


had expressed willingness to iron some of his shirts or put on some 


buttons while she was staying with them in Delft. This was especially 


unfair since Milly felt herself completely capable of convincing Hans 


to do it himself. 


 


The Final Months 


 


I visisted him in Lisbon three times in that year. The first time on my 


own. That was a very difficult meeting because he was in a bad 


condition at that moment and I had not seen him for quite some time. I 


did not expect him to last more than a week., but he was still there 


when we went together in July. Adriana and I. He was in a good shape 


and we had a week long of visiting him and doing a lot of walking, 


seeing musea, shops etc. Then after that it became quite difficult to 


keep in touch with him. Clara was guarding him from contact. In October 


I went to Lisbon and did show up unexpected at their doorstep on a 


Saturday night not really sure I was wselcome. After that visit I did 


not see him on Sunday, and was kept out of the way by Clara all Monday. 


He was taken to the hospital again. When Clara finally agreed the next 


day to let me visit him in the hospital he was very weak and fel asleep 


immediately after the exchange of a few words. When I left him it was 


clear that it would not last long anymore. His brother went shortly 


after I went back home and stayed until he died on 26 November 1998, 


three weeks after I saw him last. He was buried the next day, with only 


Dik and his wife and Frits, a long-time friend and colleague, present 


from our side. 


 


The time line (Ildiko's recollection) 


I first met Hans in October 1982 at a seminar where during the breaks 


we had long casual talks. The first thing he asked for when he arrived 


was to phone Milly. I acted as a hostess and helped everybody as much 


as I could with whatever they needed. After going home Hans telephoned 


to thank me and wrote a kind letter to confirm the same. 


 


January 1983: Hans and a colleague came to visit to investigate the 


possibilities of cooperation. He found out that I was going to Canada 


in the summer and he wanted me to go via the Netherlands and to spend a 


holiday with them. He wanted me to meet Milly and her to meet me. I 


stopped over both going and returning. And in October of the same year: 


Milly and Hans (and the dogs) came to visit for a few days. 


 


In the Summer of 1984: I went to England to visit Kati in Oxford. Again 


I went via the Netherlands and we continued our explorations of the 


Netherlands as well as of Antwerp, Brugge and Gent this time. Hans was 


interested in my evolving relationship with Clive. His questions were 


to encourage me and by no means stemmed from jealousy. In December he 


came to Hungary again. 


 


This became the turning point in the nature of our relationship. Milly 


wrote to me afterwards and I offered Hans to break up our relationship. 


He refused. We both thought it was only a one-off episode, though I 


knew that Hans meant everything to me in my heart. 


 


Nearly a year later Hans came to a one-week IFHP congress in Budapest. 


He had asked Milly to accompany but she did not want to. Before that, 


in May, Hans said to me on the phone the first time that he loved me. 


After that things accelerated. The crisis at home deepened, Hans fought 


for more independence, but also got more bewildered by the evolving 


situation. We all were. 


 


Xmas 1985: I went to England again. Milly wrote to me to say I should 


travel through the Netherlands and stay with them. The same time when I 


left Delft for England, Hans left for Strassbourg where he also met 


Clara. After he came home Milly and he went away on holiday and decided 


to mend their relationship and to draw the lines within which my 


relationship with Hans, and with them, was to continue. 


 


March 1986: Hans came to a seminar in Hungary and told me about Clara. 


In the months to come I was his only confidente. I believe with whom he 


could share his concerns and troubling thoughts and feelings. Then 


suddenly in June, after some silence, I felt that my unseen presence in 


his life had become perplexing. I offered Hans a break in contacts. 


 


1990: Hans wrote a long letter apologising for the past and saying how 


much he wished we could once sit down and talk it over. There was one 


more letter later on in reply to mine, then the occasional telephone 


call, two per year on average, but sometimes even less frequent. 


--------------------------------------------------------------------------------


 


