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TOM 
  
'Shit… damn,' Tom narrowly mumbled, missing dog excrement on the Kleiweg in Gouda. He 

remembered a comment from a former colleague who found that the only pleasant dog , was a 
dead dog. 

Tom thought otherwise, but still couldn't suppress a hint of understanding for the old cancer 
pit. He was in a good mood, by the way. The difficult conversation he'd had last night with his 
girlfriend had been to his detriment g eëindigd so did he, but the fight he contracted after long 
hesitation with her had made amends. 

After two marriages, this was his third longer relationship. Tom had come to the conclusion 
that women are not only different, but also want to be different. Laura experienced everything 
they had experienced together in the past three months differently. That wasn't so bad, but he 
found the elusive way by which she always got her way, disturbing him. He had made his point of 
view clear in harsh words and that was more than good for his ego. 

Humming softly, he walked past the half-full shops and gazed into the distance, when a 
shudder slid through his body and he felt as if he were bending on his knees. 

“No, goddamn, no… Jesus, it's him,” he muttered and had to sit on a bench for a moment, 
his eyes fixed on the person he saw approaching in the distance. 

'Peter van de Ben. He is no doubt about it. He buried his face in his hands and suppressed a 
muffled cry of sorrow, misery and above all of anger, unbridled rage. Peter van de Ben, or Bennie 
as his slavish followers had called him in elementary and high school , had bullied, taunted and 
harassed Tom to the bone. Why? That was and remained a mystery. 

Was it the fact that Tom was not only the best at sports, but also cognitive? Or was it the 
wrongly glued glasses, with a glass of foam standing up ? The large owl glasses that Tom wore 
from the age of six to still be able to see something of the hazy world on him? 

Tom didn't know, but it didn't matter. Not then and certainly not now. For years it was 
Bennie never left his mind. In his dreams, he beat him up regularly, something he hadn't been 
able to do when he was six years old. The physically stronger Bennie, he was a year older after all 
and that counted at that age, slapped him regularly, especially when others were around. 
Thereafter saw Tom by a haze of p ijn that the supporters are bully again had grown. 

Later he made plans. He knew where Bennie worked, he knew where he lived and that he 
always cycled to work. Forgetting to brake at a specially selected intersection would suffice. 

It never happened. 
But now it would be different. Tom clenched his fists and walked slowly towards the object of 

his childhood trauma. 
  
PETER 
  
Lunchtime was always the most pleasant time of the day for Peter. One No Hassle of 

dissatisfied customers by the first line 's were sent to his desk. He often had to suppress a sense 
of contempt. People were so stupid and did not read what is he in the screens n showed. It made 
no difference whether the programmers showed the warnings in bold red and even flashing text 
on the screen.  

'Read? Fuck it, it's a shitty show, ”was the last comment before he disconnected as neatly as 
possible. You always had to stay tidy, every conversation was recorded and his reactions to the 
accusations were kept classified in the logs. Those logs were always at the top of the folder his 
miserable supervisor shoved under his nose at the next performance review. 

He took a deep breath and savored the apple crushed in his mouth while grinding. 
Suddenly, he almost choked when he saw someone approaching in the distance, his body 

temperature he felt alternately rose ten degrees and then dropped again. 



"Christ, Tom Beugelsdijk… Yes, it really is him, the bastard," he mumbled and coughed the 
remains of the once delicious apple into the gutter, which gave him the disapproving look of an 
older man.  

"The bastard, the asshole," he muttered, biting his hand to stifle his anger. Involuntarily his 
thoughts went n thirty years back to high school. It was the transition to the fourth grade, where 
it would be decided whether he would go to the alpha or the beta direction. 

Peter was a mediocre student and wanted b è ta direction . It was struggling and toil. Peter had 
many friends who helped him with everything. Nevertheless, the choice of alpha or beta 
ultimately depended on one tough school study. Physics was his favorite subject, but 
mathematics was a prerequisite for physics. None of his helpers were able to do anything for him. 

So the last option was Tom Beugelsdijk, for whom no subject seemed a problem. 
What was certainly a problem was the relationship between him and Tom Beugelsdijk. Peter 

had often bullied him, but thought he thought the arrogant boy had asked for it himself. 
To his surprise, Tom was willing to help him anyway. It was easy that they sat one after the 

other in the auditorium where the examinations were conducted. It was a known fact that the 
school management made too few teachers available for supervision. 

That's how Tom Beugelsdijk actually made his school research. To his dismay, it turned out 
that all answers had been passed on incorrectly and Peter fell like a brick for math. The alpha 
direction was the result. 

Furious, he walked over to tell his story after thirty years. 
  
The men approached each other tense. They looked each other in the eye. 
They both weren't ... 

  
 


