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Introduction: 
 

There is something special in my memories of the Second World 
War; they cover the years 1940-1945. On the first day, May 10, I was 
nearly 5 years old, and the start of this war in our country on that day 
was also the first memory in life.  

My father took me out of my bed to look at the sky. It was full of 
German airplanes. So war and occupation was the normal situation 
in the world for me. I did not know peace. I also belong to the few old 
eye-witnesses that have seen all of it, but with the narrow view of a 
very young youngster.  

 Those events have been etched as images into my memory. 
Much later I started collecting the history of the actual events with 
place and year.  The result is a very small booklet, in which the 
memories, still present in my brain, are described and placed into 
their factual context.    

The booklet has been written for family, close friends and 
colleagues. Writing was a sometimes a joy, sometimes frustration. 

I hope the joy will be dominant. 
 
- Academic Hospital  
Utrecht, 1963-1988 
- Hospital de Lichtenberg, 
 Amersfoort, 1973-1995 
 

Cees Leibbrandt, Otolaryngologist, 
resting, June 2021                              

Het Gouden Hart 
Boldershof 4-B, NL         Amersfoort 
  
 
 

Cees Leibbrandt (born 1935) 
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Personal memories of Amersfoort 1940-1941, 
Utrecht 1941-1943, Amersfoort 1944-1945 
 

  Let me start with my first memories of the Second World War. It 
starts for us in the Netherlands on May 10, 1940. I was nearly 5 years 
old. We were living at that time near ‘’Zon en Schild’’ (Sun and Shield) 
a large psychiatric institution a short distance west of Amersfoort. I 
remember that my father got me out of my bed very early in the 
morning to look at the sky. It was full of airplanes. Later we heard 
that this was the German attack on the airbase Ypenburg near The 
Hague. Their mission was to drop a parachute army there to take our 
Queen and the members of the government prisoner. They were to 
be hostages to enforce a quick surrender of our country. However, 
there had been a leakage in Berlin, and our military attaché had been 
informed. 
 So the airbase was on the ready. All Dutch tanks (5 of them) 
were concentrated at that airbase, the runways were barricaded and 
the Junkers 52 transport planes with the heavy equipment had to 
land on grassland. Back in Germany landing on dry land this was 
possible, but on that low lying Dutch swampy grassland the planes 
sank down with their wheels and toppled.  
 The German parachutists did not have a chance and 
surrendered. In the meantime the Queen and the members of the 
government were already on their way on a British destroyer to 
England. 
 The German prisoners followed. They did not mind, for they 
expected the German invasion in England in a short time. But they 
were brought over to Canada to spend the next 5 years, cutting wood 
in Canada. In Canada an expedition army to Britain army was being 
build up and the Canadian wanted this cheap German labour in their 
far north. After the war they were brought to Britain for a few years to 
clear the rubble there, before being brought back to Germany. 
 
    My next relevant memory concerns our move to Utrecht. My father 
had a contract with a large psychiatry hospital in Amersfoort. (Zon en 
Schild). This included a temporary move as part of his training as 
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psychiatrist-neurologist to Utrecht. This latter part of 2 years training 
had to be taken at the Academic Hospital there1, 1941-1943.  

 
Our home in Utrecht was located in Oudwijk at a small park at the 

corner of the Mauritsstreet 
and the Nassaustreet (side 
with the cars).  

In our home, when raining 
the water flowed inside the 
basement (small door at 
street level).  

 
    On the south side of  

the small square there were 
modern houses. This was 
where Mussert was living, 
the Chief of the NSB 
(National Socialistic 
Movement), the civilian pro-
German  movement in our 
country those days, was 
living.  

After the war the street was renamed: Princes Marijkelaan. 
 

So we were living very close to Mussert, on that square in Oudwijk. 
There were guards round the clock and a lot of movements, both 
NSB and the German ‘’Grüne Polizei’’ and other dignitaries. It looked 
ominous. Only much later I realized that we were rather safe, that  
close to Mussert. They did not expect danger, so close to home.    

 
Living in Utrecht 
 
 As far as I know we never had home-searches – that close to 
Mussert – or other checks of our political purity. Later – when we 
come to the Maliebaan and the German officials - one sees in 
retrospect the same phenomenon.  
But someday, coming home from school, finding at home a German 
officer sitting in our living room, I ran out to the street crying. At home 

                                                           
1  Much later, from 1967-1973, I would be staff member of that same hospital 
in the department of Otolaryngology 
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I had heard a lot of talking about picking up people in hiding or at 
random by the Germans.  

But in this case this was a German army doctor; my father had met 
him in the hospital. He was coming from Heidelberg, a city my father 
knew well. My father also spoke German fluently. My grand-grand-
father emigrated a century ago to Amsterdam, where he married a 
young Dutch wife, who not only needed a husband, but also 
somebody for her bakery. They ended up with a chain of bakeries in 
Amsterdam. 
 
 ‘’Kindjeshaven (children’s Harbour)’’ should be mentioned 
here. It was a children’s home close to where we were living, at the 
corner of the Prins Hendriklaan 4, and the Wilhelminapark. It was 
established by a student Truitje van Lier, who prepared this already 
shortly before outbreak of the war in our country. Its purpose was to 
help Jewish children, whose parents were deported to German 
concentration camps.  
They were provided with a new name, and (false) identity papers and 
brought to a safe rural place in the north of our country. Their original 
names could be retrieved (after the war) from the Bishop of Utrecht, 
who sheltered these data in his safe (page 8).  
 Truitje also sheltered unwanted children from Dutch girls and 
Germans. The German military commander supported this activity by 
Truitje. He gave some money and even visited the establishment 
from time to time. All went well!  

But not many parents returned.  
 

School in wartime  
  
 My 6th birthday in October 1941 was too late to be admitted to 
the first class at school. The solution was a private primary class in 
1940 by a teacher at her home. She prepared us for the 2e class at 
the regular school the next year. That went all right. I still remember 
the very cold winter. It was a 20 min. walk, but the snow in the streets 
was that high that I could not look from the cleared footpath over the 
top of the snow on both sides. 
 Another memory is the heating of the ‘’classroom’’, a room in 
the teachers house. Fuel was scarce, and the pupils had to bring by 
turns some fuel for the stove    
 In September 1942 I went to the regular school 2nd class. The 
school building was at the Maliebaan and had been confiscated by 
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the Germans. The solution was 2 schools in one building, one in the 
morning, and the other one in the afternoon. It worked; I learned there 
reading and (bad) writing.    
 
Medical doctors in wartime 
 
 Despite offering open resistance, medical doctors were left 
alone to some degree. Their medical organisation was taken over by 
the Germans, and its management replaced by people of German 
choosing. On their agenda between other points there was medical 
assistance in the identification of race. Thereupon 75% of the doctors 
cancelled their membership of the doctor’s organisation.    
The right to practice was legally coupled to this membership. 

But the Germans were anxious to battle epidemics (diphtheria 
among others) and reacted mildly. There was a fine (only once) and 
they interned some spokesmen, but they were released after a short 
time. 

The doctors demonstrated their action by covering the word 
‘’arts’’ (doctor) on their nameplates on the street side with a piece of 
plaster. I still remember that. Hospitals were hardly touched.  
 But from time to time there were some irregular round-ups.  
Usually it was known beforehand, and doctors were a few days ‘’not 
at home’’.  
My father was never interned. He spoke German fluently and never 
avoided Germans in his hospital practice. 
 
Maliebaan 
 
 In the 19th century it was a park. Later it was a very broad 
avenue and the location for all kinds of official buildings. The German 
occupation requisitioned the majority of the buildings but they left 
some Dutch organisations and even private persons undisturbed. 
We have already seen (previous page 6) that the bishop of Utrecht 
here in the cellar of his residency at the Maliebaan kept the original 
names of the sheltered Jewish children in his safe. 
 I remember the Maliebaan still very well. It was not far from our 
home; my mother took me for a walk there sometimes. There was an 
abundance of the black-red swastika (Nazi) flags. On that avenue the 
whole ‘’upper ten’’ of the Nazi-party and army had its headquarters 
in those years. And also some Dutch organisations. 
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Maliebaan nr 72 and 74 
 
 On these addresses history has been written. I have been 
walking there with my mother without knowing anything except the 
flags with the swastika and the coming and going of the German 
officials.    
 And after the war the inhabitants of those 2 houses have met 
each other in the courtroom. Number 74 was the headquarters of the 
German secret police. In the small house at number 72 Marie Anne 
Tellegen was living. She was coordinating head (alias dr Max) of the 
secret Dutch underground resistance in Utrecht. After the war the 
chief of the German secret police met her again in the courtroom. 
During the war her double function had never been discovered.   
 

These details I 
found by reading 
about the 
activities of the in 
1940 retired 
deputy mayor of 
the city of Utrecht 
Marie Anne 
Tellegen.  

 
Her contribution 
to the resistance 
in the province of 
Utrecht was 
huge. 

 
The chief of the 
German Secret 
Police had his 
headquarters at 
Maliebaan 74. 

He invited her for 
a cup of (real) 
coffee from time 
to time. 
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The Germans never discovered her double function.   
 
After some years there Marie Anne Tellegen (1893-1976) went 

into hiding at the right time and survived the war. 
And after the war Marie Anne Teggelen became head of the 

secretariat of Our Queen Wilhelmina. 
 

 

 
 
Other underground activities at the Maliebaan 
 

At the Maliebaan between the German offices there was also a 
big company selling motorcars. They had not much business in 
wartime, but they applied for a contract to maintain the large fleet of 
motorcars servicing the German dignitaries having their office there. 
The got the contract, and provided excellent service since.  

In the cellar of their large building the printing-press of the 
underground newspaper of the city of Utrecht was printed. 

 
The allied air force became much more active in those years. 

Military targets in the city were bombed occasionally, with more or 
less success. 
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I do not have many memories of 1942. Live became more difficult, 
food became scarcer. Although my father had an ‘’Ausweis’’ that 
protected him as a doctor against sending to Germany for forced 
labour, I remember that he was ‘’absent from home’’ from time to 
time. 
Usually there was a few days before round-ups from the streets and 
homes advance-warning from our ‘’underground’’ contacts.  
Food became scarcer and there was more military activity. 
 
Birth of my brother Hans, move to Amersfoort 
  
 1943 was a special year for us. June 19 my little brother was 
born. That must have been a big challenge for my parents, with 
scarcity of baby-food, but not of children’s diseases. The course of 
the war had taken a turn, but the end came 2 years later, on May 5, 
1945. 
I still remember the signs on private houses ‘’Diphtheria” I already 
knew that this was a dangerous disease. And there was no 
vaccination available. Many children died.  But we survived.      
 
Back to Amersfoort  
 

Later that year 1943 in the winter we moved back to Amersfoort.  
We moved into a big (presently under monument care supervision) 
house on the premise’s of the institution Zon en Schild (see page 4), 
some km west of Amersfoort.  
It was cold. The mayor part of the water pipes had to be drained to 
prevent freezing. There was no fuel available. 
 

I now went to the 3e class of the evangelical school of the 
‘’Hernhutters’’ in Zeist, around 10 km away, close by the Castle Zeist.  
We even got there a school-meal (potato-skin soup).  
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There was still 
tram service to 
Zeist at that 
time. 

                                                                                
Later on in 
1944 Holland  
became a 
stage-area for 
the Germans. 
Thus allied air 

activity 
increased 

substantially. 
Everything 

moving and driving with an engine became a target. That included 
the tram. So my parents kept me at home in 1945.  

An exciting day was June 6, 1944. As pupils we sensed that 
something exceptional was taking place. The staff members of the 
school were excited and discussing between each other. After some 
time we were initiated. The message was: the Americans are 
coming’’. It was D-Day, the day of the invasion in Normandy. 

We did not know what Americans were, and certainly not 
Normandy. But it was good news.  

 
At home it was explained. My father had in the attic a big map 

of Europe. With coloured pins he marked the frontline of the Russians 
in Eastern Europe and of the Allies in the Mediterranean area.    
Now also France! 
The practical consequence was that from summer 1944 onwards 
there was much more German military activity in the Netherlands. 
The whole of Holland had become German stage area. More 
buildings were confiscated, also from ‘’Zon en Schild’’. The big 
difference was that the allies, and in particular the Royal Air Force 
became interested in our country as well.  
 We were living at the Utrechtseweg, the main road from the 
west of our country towards northern Germany. There was much 
traffic on that road, mostly Dutch people with all kinds of primitive 
push-cars. They were on the road coming from the west of our 
country trying to obtain food in the eastern for their hungry families in 
the western part. But there was motorised traffic as well. That was 
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German military traffic. And this was target for the allied fighter-
bombers. Many accidents happened. The tram (page 10) was also 
shot at. I was not in that particular tram, but my parents kept me at 
home since. So I missed the 4th class of that school year. 
I might have got some private training at that time, but after the 
airborne landings at Arnhem in September 17, 1944 the front was not 
far away.   

That meant also in our neighbourhood shooting and 
bombardments. In these days a V1 flying bomb came down in the 
woods some distance from where we were living. I was one of the 
first people who came to see it. The result was a rather large clearing 
in the wood, and in the centre a pit with some rubble. Nobody was 
hurt. 

In the frontline, 1945 
 
 To protect us against shooting, we went into the cellar and when 
the shooting was going on outside, pits with the adult height had been 
dug alongside streets etc. Getting down had to be done quickly! That 
was a challenge for a youngster 9 years old. But I got training. Getting 
down was easy to learn, but getting out was far more difficult. I had 
to use these skills quite a few times. 
Once we got a machinegun salvo from an aircraft right through our 
home. We were all on our way to the cellar. But the cellar entrance 
was at the opposite side of the house. We were lucky - we were too 
late. We did have had some damage in the house, but we were lucky! 
The aircraft had missed our garage. That one was taken by the 
Germans and used as ammunition depot!   
 For me the biggest loss was one of my wooden shoes. One was 
total loss. And they were my only footwear. My feet were too big for 
my old shoes, and leather shoes were not available those days. I do 
not remember, how my parents solved the problem.     
  

The situation became more awkward all the time. Food became 
very scarce. And there was my little brother 2 years old. My father 
went on his bike (as doctor he had a German permit for his bike) 
regularly to farms east of the city in the rural area there to obtain 
some food in exchange for textiles. But the German soldiers quite 
often neglected this kind of permit. But he was never robbed.  
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 We also had several German soldiers in our home. One I still 
remember. That was Captain Hahn (I still remember his name). He 
marched through our home dressed in boots, under trousers and 
machine pistol. His Bursche (helper; German officers had that) was 
less fanatic and was on the look-out for a way to become prisoner of 
war.  

Early in the spring 1945 the English army under Montgommery 
had crossed the Rhine between Emmerich and Wesel. There the 
Canadian part (general Crerar) went towards the Netherlands.  
In the North there still has been a battle for the city of Groningen.   

In our region the left flank marched to the West to the major 
cities like Amsterdam, the Hague and Rotterdam.  

But the war was ending. In Achterveld, a village very close to 
Amersfoort, negotiations started (April 28-30) about food supply by 
air for the starving western part of our country. On April 29 already 
food supply droppings started, even before the German capitulation 
on May 5.  

The food had already been bought by the Dutch government in 
advance in London and was ready for transport. The Royal Airforce 
did the job with their Lancaster bombers.  

 
At home in the last days of the war I have been looking at the 

Germans, who were cutting the trees on the road and trying to 
blockade with these trees the road in front of our home to the west of 
our country.  

 
I also have also been standing by on May 5 when the Canadians 

arrived with a huge bulldozer, which swept away in a moment those 
trees to the roadside. The Germans, now under Canadian armed 
guard were put to work to clear the rubble on the roadside by hand. 
That was a wonderful sight. 

 

# 
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Liberation, May 5, 1945 

I still remember 
a Canadian 
military doctor, 
who came to 
our home 
frequently. He 
had long 

discussions 
with my father.  

Unfortunately 
my English was 
zero at that 
time. Learning it 
became for me 
a first priority. 

  Mainstreet Amersfoort, entrance of our liberators!  

Entry of the Canadians was a wonderful sight. But at that 
moment it hided the destruction and the huge backlog we had in 
almost every field. Our country was a heap of rubble. 

Recovery has taken years. 
 
I am happy that I have been given the opportunity to contribute 

to the catching up of the backlog in healthcare in my profession. And 
I had much support by friends in the English speaking countries.  

This backlog was huge, especially in Head and Neck surgery 
and Ear surgery.  

 But that is another story. 
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Utrecht, Cathedral Tower, City Hall Square 
Peace again in the Netherlands, May 5, 1945 

 


