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chapter 1 

Little Ber

Usually, you can’t see whether a child is going to achieve 
extraordinary things later in life, but in Ber’s case it was 
obvious even when he was a child. Was that because he 
came into this world with an Apgar score of 3 and after 
that, life was a stroke of luck anyway? Was it a special 
merging of genes? Or was it purely coincidence? The fact 
is that anyone who had anything to do with little Ber – 
whose proper name was Coen Bernard – was the happier 
for it. There was a sort of magical power of attraction 
around the little guy, right from an early age. 

‘Sssh, there she is,’ whispered eight year old Ber to his 
classmates. ‘Miss!’ The class looked expectantly at their Miss 
Agnes, whose birthday it was, as she came into the classroom 
to announce playtime. The last couple of months had been 
tough and you could see that on her weary, ashen face. 

‘What am I supposed to do? What have you done?’ asked 
Miss Agnes, bewildered, when Ber’s little hand pulled her to the 
aula where a surprise awaited her. 

‘Come on, come on!’ the children squealed. ‘Surprise!’
Miss Agnes, protesting a little, let herself be dragged along: 

‘What now ...’
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She was led by the procession of small children down the stairs 
to the large assembly hall. The teacher was pushed into the 
room fi rst. Agnes took a look inside then held her hands up to 
her face: ‘My goodness!’

The walls of the aula were decorated with cheerful drawings. 
There must have been at least one hundred, most of them of 
laughing smileys, fl owers, fl ags and cakes. ‘For our teacher, 
Miss Agnes,’ was written above them. 

‘Did the school help with this?’ stammered Agnes, clearly 
emotional. 

At that moment the doors opened and children ran into the 
aula, followed by their teachers. The schoolyard would remain 
empty during this break. 

‘Dear Agnes,’ began Master Tom of the 2nd grade . 
‘Something special has been put together for you. Because we 
all love you, your class invited the entire school to celebrate 
your birthday. It was Ber’s idea.’

Ber felt all the eyes on him. Agnes blushed and didn’t know 
where to look. 

‘You’ve been through a rough time, lately,’ Master Tom 
continued. He knew that Agnes was in the middle of a diffi cult 
divorce. ‘And that’s why we really want to show our support. 
Every child in the school has made a drawing for you, to cheer 
you up.’

When the entire aula began to sing ‘Happy Birthday’ Agnes 
wasn’t able to hold back the tears.

The fact that Ber had mobilized the whole school for his 
teacher was typical of the little guy. His happy-go-lucky 
attitude was charming, and that’s how he got things 
done. More initiative than his peers, he took the initia-
tive to get things done, and had no trouble winning over 
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classmates, and teachers. Big and small miracles hap-
pened when he was around and children loved being 
near him. At school, on the street and at home. For him it 
was effortless, natural behavior that came easily to him. 

«

‘Can I help you again, Aunt Jenny?’ Ber called out that 
Saturday morning as he ran into the bakery. Since his 
tenth birthday this had been his Saturday ritual, one he 
was happy to set the alarm clock for. 

‘Of course, child!’ said the woman behind the counter. 
She had a robust fi gure and wore a white apron over her 
clothes. With a fl ourish, she brought full crates of bread 
from the store, and put them one by one in a neat row 
on the bread rack. 

She stopped to give Ber a hug. ‘If it’s all right with 
your mom and dad, it’s all right with me, you know that.’ 
Jenny was a good friend of Ber’s parents, and let Ber to 
do his thing. 

He loved helping out at the shop. Every customer 
whose bread he wrapped was given special treatment, 
even if they didn’t seem open to it at fi rst. A grumpy 
man, who stared at the fl oor while he placed his order, 
was complimented for his beautiful sweatpants. For a 
second his expression lightened, but then he stoically 
looked down at the fl oor again. 

Ber’s cheerful presence was infectious. He asked after 
Mrs De Vries’s sick dog. He always walked Mrs Van de 
Pijl to her bike and helped her put her bread into her 
bicycle basket. And for Mr and Mrs Pater, who always 
came together and then completely ignored each other, 
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Ber often complimented the one through the other: 
‘Your wife is a lucky woman, Sir, with a smart husband 
like you.’

It had a magical effect on the atmosphere in the shop. 
Every customer left the shop cheerful and refreshed, and 
there were always record sales on Saturday with people 
– even from other neighborhoods – lining up outside the 
shop. ‘And it’s partly because of that kid,’ Jenny told her 
customers all the time. ‘He adds love to our products!’

This positive little guy skipped cheerfully through his 
childhood.

Virtually everyone who had anything to do with him 
was ignited by his positivity and his behavior brought 
about unusual and sometimes unpleasant situations. 
Ber gave a neighbor, who did not have a television, one 
that had been lying unused on the attic. She was ecstatic.

It’s true the television was no longer being used, but 
Ber’s mom and dad were unpleasantly surprised when 
the neighbor thanked them. They had no idea. 

The class talk Bers was supposed to give on his rabbit 
threatened to fall apart when the animal died the night 
before. Ber didn’t see what the problem was and brought 
the deceased rabbit to show his astonished classmates 
and teacher. 

In his innocence, he got into a complete stranger’s car 
and took the driver, who had lost his way, across town to 
his destination. An hour and a half later Ber returned by 
public transport, to the disbelief and concern of those 
around him. 

It is probably because of these unpleasant situations 
that, besides the positivity Ber evoked, opposition arose 
here and there. Harmless opposition, because behind 
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his back jokes were made about his recklessness. Or 
more serious, for example, from his Aunt, the child 
psychologist, who had made it her mission to convince 
Ber’s parents to deal with his ‘dangerous naivety’ and 
‘unhealthy recklessness’. As far as she was concerned, it 
was only a matter of time before fate dealt this positive 
little guy a blow.

«

Els

‘I have so many years’ experience, it’s impossible to pull the 
wool over my eyes. I was the fi rst female child psychologist 
in the Netherlands and have been in the profession for almost 
fi fty years. I have seen so many children, in all shapes and 
sizes. That’s good for your understanding of people. I am not 
easily surprised. With children it’s really quite simple. You can 
read them like a book, certainly if you’ve been in the business 
as long as I have. After a brief observation you can see exactly 
what a child’s story is. What he has gotten from home and 
what from the Good Lord.

I saw immediately what was going on with Ber, my sister’s 
son. I was quick to see that there was something wrong 
with that little guy. So open, so naïve, so … I don’t know, an 
irresponsible child, even at that young age. I knew I had to 
help him. You can’t leave a child like that to his own devices. 
And certainly not after my diagnosis of pronoia, and it was 
more than obvious that he needed a push in the right direction. 
Someone like that can get into all sorts of trouble, because 
they simply don’t have that natural distrust and critical eye. 
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They are blind to impending danger, in fact, they don’t have 
a defense mechanism. They believe that anything is possible 
and permissible, that everything by defi nition is done with 
good intentions and will have a positive outcome, but of course 
that’s just not true. 

Fortunately, this can be treated well with therapy. A session 
once every two weeks can work wonders. At least if you stick 
to it for a while. 

By the way, it was quite a challenge to convince my sister but 
you see that a lot with mothers. She actually believed that 
childish, irresponsible behavior was harmless. I could see 
right away where Ber got it from. No, then I approached his 
father, a completely rational man. He accepted the situation 
immediately, recognized my expertise and years of experience. 
I appreciate that in people, even though it doesn’t happen often. 

Poor kid, someday he’ll realize how grateful he ought to be for 
my sharp eye. We got to him in plenty of time to give him the 
proper treatment. I dread to think what might have happened 
if someone with less know-how had intervened.’

«

‘Coen Bernard, come here.’ If his mother used his full 
name, he knew something was up. ‘Aunt Els and I need 
to talk to you.’

He couldn’t fi gure out why his aunt was visiting. She 
wasn’t a regular visitor and often even didn’t even show 
up for birthdays. 



c h a p t e r  1  –  l i t t l e  b e r

13

‘How can I help you ladies?’ Ber answered like a gentle-
man in the making. 

The old spinster was his mother’s older sister, Aunt Els. 
Ber wasn’t crazy about her and it was fi ne by him that she 
wasn’t a regular dinner guest. She was completely caught 
up with her child psychology practice, but since it wasn’t 
going very well, she had a temporary administrative job 
at the town hall. She looked a bit stuffy, Ber thought, like 
something out of a fashion magazine from thirty years 
ago. 

‘Aunt Els would like to have regular chats with you, to 
help boost your development.’

His mother searched clumsily for the right words. ‘I 
would like you to make an appointment with Aunt Els 
for an hour every two weeks.’

‘Oh, dear,’ Ber replied, ‘is there something seriously 
wrong with me?’

Before his mother could speak, his aunt took over the 
conversation.

‘It would appear so, Ber,’ she said with no subtlety 
at all. ‘It’s highly likely you have a disorder known as 
pronoia. That’s why you are hardly aware of danger and 
are at more risk than normal people. It’s only a matter of 
time before you are conned, or worse. It’s inevitable.’ She 
had assumed the attitude of a doctor, with a notepad 
and a pen in her right hand. Ber was secretly amused.

‘Fortunately we can do something about it,’ she 
continued.’ With the therapy I have prescribed to your 
parents I will show you the world the way it really is.’

Ber saw his mother shift uncomfortably, while her 
sister talked. It was as if she didn’t fully support her. 
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‘Hang on,’ she interrupted, ‘there’s absolutely nothing 
wrong with Ber!’ She stood up hastily and put the empty 
coffee cups on the tray. ‘The two of you will chat a couple 
of times, that can’t hurt.’

‘Your mother is taking it lightly, but as an experienced 
psychologist I see things differently. Come and see me 
after school on Tuesday for our fi rst appointment. Then 
we’ll have an hour long therapy session every other 
week.’

‘That’s fi ne, Aunt. And thank you for worrying about 
me, and wanting to help,’ said Ber. Although he didn’t 
think much of the idea, he didn’t think it could do any 
harm to talk to his aunt. He had the idea that it would 
please her at least. 

Ber had a lot of friends at primary school, and that didn’t 
change when he went to middle school. His classmates 
were fond of him, he got along with everyone. ‘Want to 
do something this afternoon, Ber?’ was almost a daily 
request. Appointments with friends were often planned 
days in advance. 

The mothers liked it when Ber visited because he always 
listened to them and gave them his sincere attention. 

‘How are things?’ was always the fi rst question he 
asked his friends’ mothers. 

‘Fine thanks, Ber,’ was their cheery response. 
In his innocence, this considerate child often got to 

hear more than he bargained for. Many a mother poured 
her heart out, encouraged by Ber’s open questions and 
genuine interest. He heard stories about absent spouses, 
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stress at work, family issues or health problems. It was 
wonderful when that boy came to visit. 

It was no different with Aunt Els either during the fi rst 
therapy session with Ber. After she had given him a cup 
of tea and had put him in a comfortable chair, he asked 
his aunt what to him was a perfectly logical question. 

‘How are things Aunt?’
The usual Pavlov reaction followed. Encouraged by his 

genuine interest, his aunt began to tell him how things 
were, and boy, was that a sorry tale.

‘Oh, don’t get me started. My neighbors are a 
real nuisance. That woman from next door is totally 
incompetent. She is a real hazard, the way she treats the 
other residents in this street.’

It turned out there was all manner of things going on 
in the well looked after new area where his aunt lived. 
‘And there are foreigners living across the street, and 
they hardly speak the language. What are you supposed 
to do? They often stay up late, the lights are often still on 
in the middle of the night.’

She suddenly remembered why her nephew was sitting 
in the chair opposite her and pulled herself together. She 
immediately picked up her notepad and pen. The doc-
tor’s position. 

During the hour that followed, it was mostly his aunt 
who spoke. 

‘You think life is one big party and I am going to 
teach you something about reality.’ She had a serious 
expression on her face while she spoke. ‘The world is 
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full of danger and apparently you don’t want to see that. 
But if you go through life as naïve as you are now, then 
sooner or later fate will deal you a blow. Your parents 
and I want to prevent that.’

‘That’s nice of you, Aunt. Thanks,’ said Ber, who was 
concerned about his aunt. In the conversation between 
her and his mother, he had picked up that his aunt had 
actually wanted children of her own. ‘But, you need a 
man for that, and that’s not in the cards, ‘she had said.

Ber saw the defeated expression in her eyes. 

The therapy sessions consisted of a series of dreadful 
situations that his aunt read aloud to him from a news-
paper or magazine or told from her own small life. Con-
sistently, all manner of thing went wrong, people were 
bad, the devil looked after his own, there was murder 
and mayhem and the government was making a mess 
of things. 

‘Thousand workers let go’
‘Horses seriously neglected’
‘Family homeless because of fi re’
Aunt visibly let it get to her, and then expected Ber 

to tell her what he thought of it all. ‘Isn’t it just awful 
what people do to each other?’ Without waiting for him 
to answer she continued with experiences from her own 
life, and not the most cheerful ones either. Aunt had a 
rich past to draw from. A lot of bad things had happened 
to her, she attracted them like a magnet. 

Although Ber did in fact think the stories were dread-
ful, he couldn’t help seeing new opportunities hidden 
behind each story. The story of those who lost their jobs 
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made him think of his neighbor who had lost his job only 
to set up his own business and now had a much better 
life. He visualized the neglected horses that were now 
being cared for by someone who actually enjoyed it. And 
in the case of the fi re, he recalled how his own family 
had grown closer together when bad things happened 
to them, like the time the cellar was fl ooded during a 
storm. He wisely kept his mouth shut when for him 
every cloud had a silver lining. He didn’t want to upset 
his aunt further. 

It went on like that for months with sessions that were 
pretty similar. Ber was presented with more horror sto-
ries. Admittedly freshly plucked from the newspaper, the 
effect was the same: misery and calamity. The world is 
full of danger, was the underlying message. 

De therapy didn’t do much for Ber, except that after a 
while a little voice seemed to have crept in. On a rare 
occasion that little voice told him that maybe there 
was something not quite right with him. That it was his 
problem, not that of is paranoid aunt or other negative 
people. Maybe he ought to question himself?

«

Ber took to high school like a duck to water. He quickly 
became a noticeable presence. Not just because of his 
handsome appearance. His cheerful face was framed by 
half long, blond hair and he was quite tall for his age. But 
it was the ideas and initiatives that came to him almost 
without thinking that set him apart from his classmates. 
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If he was surprised by something, or missed something 
or quite simply came up with an idea, he always believed 
in the possibility of actually realizing it. 

And that resulted in great things. The school 
newspaper was Ber’s idea. His suggestions about 
changing the roster were approved. On his initiative, 
for the fi rst time a school party was organized for the 
juniors. 

‘How do you do it?’ Herbert asked Ber. They were 
standing in a group during recess when Ber told them 
about the school party. ‘You think up something, and 
before you know it, it’s being organized. How do you do 
it?’ More classmates wanted to know, because by now it 
was no secret that Ber could manage things that others 
thought were impossible. 

‘In my opinion, an idea doesn’t come to you for no 
reason, wouldn’t you agree?’ Ber tried to explain. ‘A good 
idea is worth nothing if you don’t do something with it. 
I believe that ideas are there to be followed up on.’ The 
group looked disbelievingly at him. As if he was speaking 
in another language. Could it really be that simple?

‘I have plenty of ideas,’ said Yolanda skeptically, 
‘but nothing happens with them. At other schools, for 
example, they have a vending machine for chocolate 
milk, why don’t we have one?’

‘Maybe because no one came up with the idea. Now 
you’re the fi rst. Did you ask Sjamaar or the concierge?’

No, Yolanda hadn’t done that.
‘So, that’s what I’d do,’ said Ber, ‘I think it would be 

great to have one of those machines here.’ The others 
nodded. 

Yolanda beamed. ‘Cool, I’ll do it,’ she said.
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He was proud of the fact that he had such a positive 
infl uence on the class and on the whole school. But he 
noticed that not everyone was happy that he got more 
credit than others.

«

It was a rainy morning and Ber arrived at school soaking 
wet. He awkwardly took off his not really raincoat in the 
cloakroom. The rain didn’t affect Ber’s cheerful disposi-
tion, he was looking forward to the new day. 

‘Acting really popular again, eh, kid?’ Class prefect 
Willem looked cheerfully and challengingly at him with 
his peculiar, watery, drowsy eyes, as he hung his designer 
jacket on the coat rack. After changing schools twice, 
Willem was the oldest in his class and had a tendency 
to be overweight. Ber hung up his coat too and tried to 
assess the remark. Willem oozed something intangible. 
The whole class liked him and appreciated his dry sense 
of humor. But it was also clear that you didn’t mess 
around with Willem. There was a sort of underlying 
threat from someone who was completely in control. 

‘Now, not sure about that,’ Ber replied. He wasn’t 
looking to get into a discussion with him. 

‘Yeah, with your way of seeing the positive in 
everything. Scores you points with the women,’ Willem 
continued, teasing. ‘Oh, oh ... Mona.’ With his hands he 
drew the contours of a female torso. 

‘And with the teachers, too, by the way, with all those 
plans of yours.’

Ber felt that it was no accident that Willem had 
spoken to him and that there was a reason for this 
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conversation. Undoubtedly this was to do with the favors 
that he got from the teachers, which gave him an even 
more outstanding position at school.

Willem moved closer to him. You could smell his 
aftershave, but it wasn’t unpleasant. Willem was the 
only guy in the class who shaved. 

‘I think you have a high opinion of yourself, what with 
the student cafe and all,’ he sneered at Ber in a soft tone. 
Ber recoiled and wiped away the drops of rain that were 
dripping down his face from his wet hair. He tried to 
gather his thoughts. 

The teachers and the Rector had approved Ber’s latest 
idea to build a student cafe behind the aula. A crazy 
plan, one Ber had really had to do his best for. He was 
allowed to make his pitch in the teacher’s lounge, which 
was in fact off limits to students: 

‘Hard working teachers,’ Ber began his pitch, ‘it’s great 
and important for you to have a place to recharge your 
batteries after teaching.’ A friendly and at the same time 
suspicious mumble followed. 

‘Just like it is important for you, we students also need 
to let off steam after the hard work some of you expect 
from us.’ Rector Sjamaar, who was also the history 
teacher, looked at him in amusement. All Ber could see 
when he looked around, were friendly faces. 

‘That’s why I am asking for a student cafe behind 
the aula. The space is not being used now and that’s a 
shame! It would be fantastic to create a place where we 
students could play music, games and drink tea together 
on Friday afternoons. No teachers allowed!’ he had even 
dared to add. 
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‘Hold on,’ a couple of teachers said. Wasn’t that a bridge 
too far?

But Rector Sjamaar looked Ber right in the eyes. ‘Let’s 
do it,’ he said. ‘I trust Ber’s assessment and judgment. It 
will be a great place.’

Ber was allowed to execute his plans. A small budget 
was even approved for the decorating, Hi-Fi, a table 
football game and a small bar. 

Willem’s gaze hardened: ‘You get it everything done, 
but don’t think you’re king of the class,’ he said. ‘That 
cheerful attitude gets on people’s nerves, not just mine. 
I would take it down a notch if you want to enjoy high 
school in the coming years.’

A shiver ran down Ber’s spine. He had noticed before 
that Willem wasn’t pleased with him. Was it jealousy? 
Ber wondered. Was it because Willem didn’t get much 
done and had very little credit with the teachers? He 
wasn’t the type to admit it. But Ber regularly noticed 
the looks he got from Willem and his mates Berry and 
Robbert in the breaks. Should he watch out?

The therapy sessions that Ber continued to have with 
his aunt every other week, sprang to mind. Were these 
the dangers his aunt Els was talking about and which he 
should avoid? He tried to imagine what could happen, 
but couldn’t come up with anything concrete. Still, an 
uneasy, cold feeling came over him. 

Ber decided to take a step back and keep his ideas and 
plans to himself in future, as unnatural as that felt. ‘Ok, 
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ok,’ stuttered Ber, ‘I’ll keep quiet. I have too much to do 
with the exams anyway,’ he tried to give it a twist.

Almost automatically, Ber adopted an alternative behav-
ior during the rest of his time at high school. Even 
though he still saw as many chances, most of the time 
he decided to keep them to himself, and not to stand out 
too much. His therapy sessions had laid the foundation 
and the pressure from people like Willem had fi nished 
the job. Ber retreated into himself. 

«

Of course there were girls, too. Because of his open 
nature, Ber had a lot of girlfriends and that didn’t change 
when he decided to be more subdued. They were usually 
fi rm friendships that lasted for years. But now and then 
there was something more. Brief or sometimes longer 
adventures. When it came to things like that, Ber was 
just like everyone else, apart from how he dealt with 
relationships, or to be more specifi c break ups.

Mona walked into the living room with her head bent. 
Ber had invited her over after school for a cup of tea and 
to do homework together. Her long, blond hair half fell 
over her eyes. Ber saw right away that there was some-
thing wrong.

‘What’s wrong with you?’
He hardly recognized his usually so cheerful friend.
He was really crazy about her. They had been in love 

for about four months. They could laugh together, do 
crazy things and play. And cuddle, which was something 
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new and exciting. They were great together, although the 
in-love phase was wearing off a bit. 

‘I am in love with Teun,’ Mona shrugged, ‘I want to break 
up with you.’

Ber let the words of that simple sentence sink in.
He could see right through his girlfriend. He saw 

how she had got herself into a dilemma. She probably 
didn’t want to hurt him, but she wanted to listen to her 
feelings. He saw her internal struggle. 

‘Hey, that’s great that you’ve fallen in love again! 
That’s a great feeling, isn’t it?’

He really sympathized with her and recalled those 
fi rst weeks that he was in love with Mona. Unable to 
sleep, unable to wait to see each other again. Butterfl ies 
in your stomach. 

‘Is he in love with you, too?’ he asked, purely out of 
interest and empathy.

Mona looked at him suspiciously. ‘Aren’t you sorry to 
lose me?’

Honestly, Ber hadn’t thought of that. His main concern 
was for his girlfriend, who was so torn. He was relieved 
for her that she had made a choice. The idea of losing 
her seemed improbable to him, although they would 
have to behave differently towards each other. 

‘I’m happy if you’re happy and if you’re ok,’ he said in 
all sincerity. ‘And I am here if you need me.’

«

Carefree high school years; that’s probably the best way 
to describe them. During those years good friendships 
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were forged that would last for decades. Like the one 
with Kick, the best footballer in the school and a real 
womanizer. No surprise he ended up in Sales. A bluffer 
and a charmer at the same time. He did well with the 
girls. With the teachers. In fact, with everyone. Captivat-
ing as he was, he was welcome everywhere and got along 
with everyone. Yet Ber was his only real friend, where he 
could pour out his heart and be himself. Kick was also 
friends with Willem, which was a great buffer and safety 
net for Ber. 

Or his friendship with Patrick, who knew how to 
combine style with bravado and with whom Ber listened 
to jazz for hours on end after school. Music that Patrick 
served up sharply, just like his outspoken opinion about 
what was or wasn’t stylish. 

‘Hard to believe she’d wear something like that,’ 
Patrick grumbled during break, when the somewhat 
full-fi gured math teacher Mrs Snelders passed by 
wearing something with a slightly too deep cleavage. 
Much to the amusement of most fi fth and sixth years 
whose hormones were shook up at the sight. ‘Cheap and 
tasteless,’ was Patrick’s opinion. He preferred women to 
dress in subdued, stylish ensembles, like in the glossy 
magazines that he read.

A deep friendship evolved between Ber and his 
ex-girlfriend. He was there when a boyfriend dumped 
her or had enough of her. But he also supported her 
when, at only seventeen, she lost her father.

Ber had found a way to feel good. He kept a somewhat 
low profi le, did not shout all his ideas from the rooftops, 
tamed by his therapy and the dynamic with other class-
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mates like Willem. But he gave as much of himself as he 
could in his personal contacts. Friends, male and female, 
liked to be around him, to have fun and learn from his 
extraordinary attitude to life and his talent for seeing 
chances and possibilities in apparently diffi cult situa-
tions. 

Final exams were diffi cult for Ber. He was weak in the 
more scientifi c subjects. Even after a re-sit the fi nal 
result on his grades was 5.5 for chemistry and 5.4 for 
math, in fact just too little. He had a personal interview 
with Rector Sjamaar. 

Even after six years at high school, the Rector’s offi ce 
was still a sort of holy ground. You usually only ended 
up there if you were late or did something wrong. Ber 
had been there a couple of times to discuss one of his 
personal projects, like the student cafe. Still, feeling 
slightly tense, he knocked on the door. 

Michelle, the pretty secretary, smiled at him. ‘Come 
on in, Ber. Mr Sjamaar is on the phone. Just wait here 
for a moment.’ She pushed the chair next to her desk 
towards him. 

The rumor that Sjamaar was in a clandestine 
relationship with her, had become stronger over the 
years, but no one was really certain. She was defi nitely ten 
years younger, and at least three times more attractive. 
Ber thought about asking her, but quickly let the idea go. 
He smiled sheepishly at her and kept his mouth shut. 

Amused, Sjamaar came into Michelle’s offi ce. Ber tried 
to analyze the look the man gave his young secretary. 
Was he fl irting with her?
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‘Ber, young man, the time has come,’ said Sjamaar. ‘It’s 
with a heavy heart that we have to let you go, but the 
world needs you.’

Ber was led into the Rector’s offi ce by the arm where 
he fell into a soft chair. ‘But not before we have a heart 
to heart!’

The Rector poured himself a cup of tea and offered 
one to Ber. Although he was one of the older teachers in 
the school, he had a passion for life that many envied. 
A youthful face and a sharp eye, with which he studied 
Ber intently. 

‘I can remember well when you came here, six years 
ago. I have seen you change over the years. And I wasn’t 
entirely happy with that.’ He sat down in the chair 
opposite Ber and crossed his legs smoothly. 

‘You are an extraordinary person, Ber. And I don’t say 
that lightly.’ He let a silence fall. ‘You have a trait that 
makes you completely unique, unlike all the other kids 
who walk around here. You have to use it! Do you have 
any idea what I am talking about?’

‘If I am really honest, Sir, I don’t know.’
‘I was afraid of that. That is precisely the problem.’
He shifted in his chair and took a sip of his tea.
‘Look Ber, everyone is unique, completely different. 

Deep down everyone knows that, but few people realize 
what that means. Actually, most people do their utmost 
to copy each other as much as possible, to belong.’

Ber could see this to some extent.
‘I have seen you change over the past years,’ Sjamaar 

continued. ‘You started to hold back.’ Silence, again. ‘In 
the fi rst couple of years you came with one plan after 
another. You saw possibilities that no one else saw and 
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fearlessly went after them. It was a delight to have you 
at the school, you made all sorts of things happen. The 
student cafe only came about because you saw the 
chance and went for it. It came entirely out of your head. 
But then things got really quiet around our Ber.’

Sjamaar had accurately fi gured out the situation , 
even though they didn’t speak to each other on a daily 
basis. Ber feared that he would have to own up. He 
thought about how he could cover up, so that it was still 
somewhat acceptable. 

‘Look, I don’t need to know what happened and where 
that change came from,’ said Sjamaar to Ber’s relief. ‘You 
must have had good reason. All I want to do is give you 
something for later.’ 

He took another sip.
‘You have a special gift, Ber. You can do things almost 

no one else can. It’s something we all have as children, 
but we unlearn it. Then we do our best to rediscover it 
later in life, but most of us fail. But you held on to your 
gift, from your youth.’

Ber was aware of how special this moment with the 
Rector was.

‘You think in possibilities and belief in abundance. 
You see opportunities no one else sees. And what’s more, 
you are not afraid to work and go for it. That is a talent 
you used to create great things at school and in your life. 
It’s a wonderful gift. Don’t ever neglect it, because with 
it you have so much to offer yourself and those around 
you. It makes you really special and valuable, kid! With 
your talent you can make the world a little better, I truly 
believe that.’

Sjamaar seemed to mean what he said.
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‘Promise me you will go for it all out, like you did those 
fi rst years here at school?’

The Rector’s words touched Ber unexpectedly deeply. Hit 
a nerve. It was exactly this that confused him mow and 
then. Keeping his head down seemed to work well, but 
at the same time he often had the feeling he was sell-
ing himself and the world short. He saw chances, had 
insights all the time, but kept them to himself. Then he 
would hear that little voice. It touched a nerve and Ber 
had to swallow that lump in his throat. 

Sjamaar stood up. His talk was apparently over. 
Ber stood up too. Could the Rector see that he was 

touched? 
‘I am going to give you one last homework assignment,’ 

Sjamaar continued, ‘because of course you are not going 
to take my word for it just like that.’

He opened his drawer and took out a pretty red 
notebook.

‘This is your treasure chest, it will be essential for 
you. For my last homework assignment I want you to 
interview every teacher who ever taught you. Let them 
tell you how they perceived you. Make a note of all the 
traits they thought were special about you.’

He handed Ber the notebook. ‘In the years to come you 
can look in it to remind yourself just what you have to 
offer.’

He sank into his chair.
‘Don’t be fooled by those who want to keep you 

away from your gift!’ the Rector concluded. ‘Now get 



c h a p t e r  1  –  l i t t l e  b e r

29

to it before you go off and enjoy your vacation. Put that 
talent of yours to work. And keep me posted, I want to 
hear about everything you are going to bring about in 
the world.’

‘But what about my grades?’ asked Ber, overwhelmed 
by this beautiful gift.

‘Oh, that. I understand from the chemistry teacher 
that your 5.5 is now a 5.7. You passed. Congratulations, 
kid! But the real exam is life itself.’

With these fi nal words ringing in his ears, Ber stopped 
for a moment outside, happy and confused at the same 
time. It was remarkable how willing the teachers reacted 
when Ber asked to interview them. Only the French 
teacher was not available, because she was at home with 
a burn-out. But in little over a week, he had spoken with 
all eleven of the other teachers who had taught him over 
the past years. After getting a taste for it, he approached 
three teachers from primary school who were pleasantly 
surprised to see him. He collected several beautiful ref-
erences to put in his little book:

 ‘You have an eye for others,’ he jotted down Miss 
Agnes’ words. ‘You are good at keeping an overview of 
what’s going on in the group and contribute actively 
to the atmosphere and mutual relationships.’

 ‘Taking the initiative is without a doubt your main 
quality, you do it more than anyone else,’ said Master 
Frans from primary school.



t h a n k  g o d  i t ’ s  m o n d a y

30

 Miss Snelders described this quality as: ‘What your 
eyes see and your mind thinks up, is done by your 
hands and feet.’

 Mr Johnson, the Geography teacher was always brief 
and to the point. The somewhat grumpy man only 
needed one word to describe what differentiated Ber 
from his classmates: ‘Action!’

 Naturally, Ber had immediately asked Sjamaar for his 
opinion on what made him stand out from the rest. 
‘Your unique quality is that you meet the world with 
equality. You are not afraid or insecure by nature so 
you can handle teachers and others as a complete 
equal and with no holds barred. That creates the most 
beautiful results. Unfortunately, you have allowed 
that to be suppressed over the last couple of years, 
and that’s a great shame.’
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chapter 2

Adventures and 
journeys

‘Why did you actually choose to study psychology?’ 
asked Tyler in his heavy Australian accent. Ber had only 
met him that evening in this Portuguese bar where his 
modest world trip had brought him. They were having 
one of those fi ne chats you have in a bar. 

‘That’s a really good question,’ he replied. If he was 
honest, over the last two years he had often asked him-
self the same question while he struggled to get through 
fi rst year. He had failed to come up with an answer. He 
failed fi rst year too. ‘You know,’ Ber continued, in his best 
English. ‘I am just fascinated by people. I want to know 
why people do what they do and why one person has the 
courage to do everything while another lives in a con-
stant state of fear.’

He was quite pleased with that answer, because it was 
true. But hadn’t he also chosen to study psychology 
because his brother and sister – whom he admired – had 
also studied it? In any case it was clear quite quickly that 
it was too abstract and complicated for him. Statistics 
was a real problem for him, his math skills were simply 
too weak. 
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In the end, the whole study thing didn’t interest him 
at all. When it came down to it, he couldn’t manage to 
muster up the discipline to open his books. He missed 
the contact with other people and creating things. 

‘Oh, I just wanted to have fun,’ answered Tyler when Ber 
asked him why he did what he did. The Australian didn’t 
do very much, in the traditional sense. He had been trav-
eling the world for two years and earned a little here 
and there as a diving instructor, barman or tourist guide. 
Not a standard, sensible career, but he was successful 
in his own way. ‘Enjoy meeting people like you, in places 
like this. That’s what it’s all about, mate.’ he picked up 
his pint of beer and toasted Ber: ‘To life, bro!’ Out of the 
mouth of this tanned surf dude, with his sun-bleached 
hair it sounded catching. Ber wanted to believe him and 
toasted him back.

‘How did you like studying and the student life?’ 
asked the Australian.

‘Actually, the student life suited me better than 
studying,’ Ber laughed. ‘I did have a lot of fun these last 
two years. Maybe too much fun in my short student life.’

‘No such thing as too much fun,’ answered Tyler.

Ber thought back on the parting words of the Rector; he 
had taken them to heart by spreading his wings at the 
start of his studies. Determined to come out of his shell, 
he stopped for once and for all with his aunt’s ‘therapy’ 
and in his new place of residence, a real student town, he 
immediately moved into a room in a cozy house.

‘You’re the man,’ Ber recalled the words that Martin, 
the oldest member of the household, had said during 
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the screening interview at the cozy student house where 
Ber would be the fourth occupant. ‘On condition that 
you become a member, of course.’ So Ber also became a 
member of the same fraternity as his new housemates. It 
was the start of a series of creative and social adventures. 

‘That fraternity suited me down to the ground,’ said Ber 
now, a couple of years later, to his Australian drinking 
buddy, ‘apart from the fact that it didn’t help me study.’

He had helped organize, create and realize more in 
two years than in the six years previously. He helped 
produce the Yearbook, was asked to help organize the 
anniversary party, thought up and arranged a lift contest 
to a sundrenched destination and initiated a monthly 
dinner for his fraternity. 

‘What was it that suited you down to the ground?’ 
asked the Aussie.

‘That brings to mind a question my fraternity brother 
Charles asked me. He once asked me what my secret 
was. “There are very few people who get as much done 
as you, Ber”, he had said. “What is your secret? How can 
you achieve so much more than other people?” Maybe 
that’s why the fraternity was the perfect place for me.’ To 
Ber it was like a playground of fun and creation. He fared 
well there, because he apparently could do things others 
found too diffi cult. 

‘I cannot help moving things along if I see the 
opportunities and possibilities,’ he summed up his 
thoughts out loud. ‘In my experience, things happen a 
lot easier than you can imagine beforehand, you just 
have to get the ball rolling.’
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During his time as a student, Ber’s contribution in the 
form of new ideas and possibilities was widely admired 
and appreciated. He was a welcome committee member, 
company and point of contact. He not only undertook 
a lot himself, he also brainstormed with others; so he 
slowly built a reputation as a collaborator and creative 
genius for whom nothing was too crazy. Every night was 
party night at the society!

After two years his circle of friends had grown 
immensely. His belly too, by the way, from beer and 
unhealthy student food.

‘But after two years of muddling along with my studies it 
was clear I ought to stop,’ he fi nished his story. ‘Although 
some of the people close to me, including my father, said 
it was a disgrace that “I was throwing in the towel”, it 
was obvious that this was not my thing.’

Essentially, the activity of studying just didn’t suit 
him, so he would never be really good at it or enjoy it, of 
that he was certain. Ber believed more in developing his 
strengths and things that gave him energy. ‘I can be a lot 
more use to others if I do what I am good at and enjoy.’ As 
he spoke to Tyler he became excited and curious about 
what was going to replace studying. 

‘Seeing what everyone sees and doing what no one else 
does,’ mumbled Tyler mysteriously. ‘That’s your strength.’

Ber let these words sink in. After dropping out of college 
he decided to take this trip, albeit in a modest form given 
the limited budget. Just a couple of weeks off. Hitchhik-
ing the length of the coastline of Europe, that was the 



c h a p t e r  2  –  a d v e n t u r e s  a n d  j o u n e y s

35

plan. With very little money and an open frame of mind, 
looking for the adventure and special moments. Think-
ing over what he wanted and what he was able to do. 
Discovering what his path was. Tyler’s words echoed in 
his head. Creating where others didn’t? Could that be his 
strength? 

«

Ber loved to see how easily things crossed his path. The 
friendliness, generosity and spontaneity of the people 
he met along the way, touched him. Like Tyler with his 
infectious enthusiasm, zest for life and talent for asking 
the right question that got Ber thinking. 

Or, Aline, the Brazilian, who was making a huge 
trip with no money. Using her works of art and good 
will to bargain she had managed to fi nd shelter, food 
and company for months. Purely with an attitude of 
abundance and love. ‘I have to share my art with others,’ 
said Aline. ‘I can’t keep it for myself, that’s not why I was 
given this talent. It really only comes into its own if I 
share it.’

She sold her self-invented art form of weathered 
paintings without an asking price for payment in kind, 
trusting that it would be properly valued by fans. That 
sometimes resulted in a bottle of wine or a meal as 
payment and sometimes in a place to stay for a couple 
of days.

Or the English couple, Sean and Lizz, with their one 
year old son, Kevin. The money that Sean earned as a 
paparazzi photographer, had been put into a converted 
touring coach. They had every mod con in their mobile 
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villa. It had been their ‘home away from home’ for 
fourteen months and would continue to do so for the 
time being. ‘Just because we can,’ Sean had replied 
to Ber’s question as to why this venture. ‘A complete 
escape from our little routine life, self-suffi cient, free 
and adventurous.’ That was partly made possible by the 
fact that along the way they had a smart way of earning 
money: with very little effort they could turn the camper 
into an outdoor cinema. And it created some earnings 
for them along the way; for a couple of cents Ber also 
joined them for a fi lm. 

Modest wishes of happy people. Or less modest, like the 
dreams and ambitions of the Italian, Giorgio, who Ber 
met at the edge of a swimming pool. The project devel-
oper was working on a 5 kilometer coastal strip nearby 
that belonged to a wealthy family.

‘It’s full of junk right now,’ the passionate Italian 
explained with a lot of hand gestures, ‘and we are going 
to radically change that.’

The grand and compelling attitude of the man 
appealed to Ber. Absolutely not driven by money, but 
by the will to create innovative, impactful real estate 
projects. ‘The biggest problem will not be getting our 
designs approved,’ Giorgio continued confi dently, ‘that’s 
ok. The challenge is getting the family to agree to us 
blowing up their entire existing property.’

When Ber asked him if project development had 
always been his passion, the Italian told him about his 
life. ‘I had a beautiful restaurant in Rome, he began, 
‘best in town according to some people. Until I got sick 
of it and unexpectedly closed up shop.’ He smiled at the 
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memory. ‘None of my regular customers saw it coming. 
But the passion was gone, I had to move on.’

‘Go on,’ Ber encouraged him.
‘Then I worked as a photographer. Something I’d 

wanted to do for years.’ He let a silence fall. ‘Until I was 
done with it and gave away my whole collection. About 
4,000 works.’ Ber tried to imagine that. ‘And now I have 
been traveling around for a couple of years, from one 
project to another.’

Giorgio looked intensely at Ber: ‘Actually I am of 
course still the same. An artist in different disciplines., 
as we all are. My art is the art of work.’

In every encounter Ber had, ideas came up with which 
others had given their lives and source of income form. 
With each encounter he felt the urge to embark on a 
similar path himself. Why not work in the local tourism? 
Project development? Transform a camper? But in each 
case, all he had to do was listen to his intuition to know 
that his path lay somewhere else. He trusted his inner 
compass completely.

A chance meeting at a party with the Portuguese beauty, 
Carmen, who couldn’t speak English, was proof that love 
is universal. Without exchanging too many words with 
each other, they came together on the dance fl oor. The 
rhythm and energy connected them. They moved from 
the dance fl oor to her tent, where they had the night of 
their lives. Theirs was the language of love.

After three weeks, Ber ran out of money. He still didn’t 
know what he wanted. Or what he was capable of. But 
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it was crystal clear to him what the right road was: go 
home and fi nd a job. 



c h a p t e r  3  –  w o r k i n g  l i f e

39

chapter 3

Working life

The employment agency was located on the second fl oor 
above a large clothing store. And on the third and fourth, 
he saw in the second instance. He followed his instinct 
and walked up the stairs. 

A well-dressed lady at the reception. Something for 
Patrick.

‘How may I help you?’
‘I’m looking for a job.’ Ber realized that his remark 

was completely redundant. After all, everyone who came 
here was looking for as job. 

‘I’ll check who can help you further.’ She disappeared 
around the corner. 

Not long after, she returned with a young man, who 
walked towards him with his hand stretched out. Hello, 
I’m Dick. Come with me.’ They walked into an offi ce 
space where there were about twenty desks grouped 
in twos. About half the desks was occupied and most 
people were busy on the phone. 

‘Take a seat,’ said Dick. The lady at reception had 
walked with them and offered them a cup of coffee. 

‘You want coffee, Dick?’
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‘No, just give me a coffee,’ said Dick grinning at Ber. He 
must have made the joke about one hundred times, but 
clearly still enjoyed it. ‘What can I do for you?’ he asked 
Ber.

Ber said he was looking for a job, preferably with 
people. He was just about to explain in detail what had 
gone wrong with his studies when Dick interrupted him. 
‘Fill in your details here,’ I might have something for you.’

Dick’s telephone rang. While Ber put his details in the 
computer system, he overheard the conversation the 
good natured Dick was having. 

‘Can he MIG weld? Yeah, I think so. After all, he’s 
called Can Do! Ha ha ha!’ His broad smile disappeared 
and his expression froze. ‘No, no, no. It was a joke, my 
apologies Mr Van Seumeren. Well, he is called Cando. 
Manuel Cando. But I will ask him if he has his MIG 
welding certifi cate. Let me call you back.’

Dick turned back to Ber and kept his face as straight 
as possible. 

‘I’ve got the perfect job for you, to get into the swing 
of things a bit.’

Next morning, Ber reported in at 5:50 at Pally, a 
biscuit factory on an industrial estate outside the city. 
Ten minutes before the start, on Dick’s advice. 

There was a hell of a noise and a sickly sweet baking 
aroma hung in the air. Ber was received in a small offi ce 
with one table and three chairs. Playmate of the year 
from a couple of years ago and last year’s Pirelli calendar 
hung on the wall.

A grumpy foreman gave instructions and not long 
after Ber was standing at an assembly line wearing a 
blue overall. His job for the day: to put the scattered 
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cookies straight, so that they could move in the direction 
of the packaging line. A job for three weeks, eight hours 
a day, at 7 Euros an hour. 

The perfect job to get into the swing of things, 
according to Dick.

Three weeks of shift work at the Pally had given him 
the chance to get to know Mo, Ber’s direct colleague. In 
three weeks she had taught him to count in Arabic and 
told him about her homeland Lebanon in great detail. 
Although he had worked in marketing and sales in Leba-
non, he now had a permanent job on an assembly line.

‘Why not get back into marketing?’ Ber asked on his 
last day of work.

‘Here, marketing is not for Mo. Can’t do it,’ Mo said 
adamantly.

‘You sure, Mo?’ asked Ber, ‘Have you tried?’
‘This country is good for Mo. But can’t do marketing 

here. Can’t do it.’ He avoided the answer. ‘I am happy 
with the Pally,’ but it didn’t really sound convincing.

«

Ber went back to Dick and told him again that he really 
wanted to work. ‘I like working with people. Maybe an 
offi ce job, with more colleagues?’ Dick searched franti-
cally in the system but found nothing suitable.

‘Wait a minute, maybe one of my colleagues has 
something for you.’ He quickly left his desk, went around 
the corner to the offi ce area. 

‘How are you with computers?’ Dick put his head 
around the corner.
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‘Not bad. Which program?’ said Ber, but Dick’s head had 
already disappeared again.

‘A job for a week,’ Dick walked back to his desk. ‘In an 
offi ce. Start Monday.’

Pleased that Dick took his wishes seriously, Ber walked 
into to town on Monday morning. An offi ce in the heart 
of the city; that sounded innovative and modern. He was 
curious. 

‘Are you the temp?’
An older man wearing glasses, with ruddy cheeks 

and a thick mustache opened the door. He must have 
been well over sixty and had a bit of a belly under his 
knitted sweater. He wore sandals under his beige pants. 
The offi ce was actually no more than a converted living 
room, with three desks in it. Seated at one desk was a 
woman, probably in her fi fties, Ber estimated. ‘Good 
morning,’ said Ber, but there was no reaction.

‘That’s Loes and my name is Gerritsen,’ the mustache 
continued. ‘I take care of everything for various Home 
Owners’ Associations. For thirty years I have been 
doing the administration for 143 HOAs and Loes is my 
assistant.’ The proud owner looked alternately through 
then over his glasses at Ber. ‘Once a year we send a 
mailing to all the HOAs who haven’t discovered us yet.’ 
And that was Ber’s new job.

It was quite a sizeable job. Packages which had to be 
fi lled with as many as fourteen documents needed to 
be sent. They had to be personalized, folded and put in 
envelops. To 370 addresses.
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‘Wouldn’t it be handier to send them by e-mail?’ Ber sug-
gested on the third day. ‘Then you can reach a lot more 
potential clients in the same time and for much less 
money.’

Loes looked up from her desk in shock, fi rst at her 
boss then at Ber.

‘Oh, no way,’ Gerritsen reacted exasperated. ‘That 
whole internet thing, I don’t believe in it.’ The subject 
appeared to be off limits. ‘What’s more, in two years I 
will be retiring, so I am certainly not going to bother to 
learn new stuff now.’ The thought seemed to relieve him. 

‘Em ... ok,’ said Ber, amazed. Was it really true that 
some people didn’t believe in the internet?

Loes carried on with her work just as unperturbed 
as before. She seemed content with her job in this 
uncluttered offi ce. 

«

Loes

I am so sick of my job and I can’t stand my boss. For twenty 
six years I have been doing the same work, at the same 
administration fi rm for the same boss, since I was eighteen. 
It’s so boring. Every day is exactly the same, I am dying a slow 
death here. But I don’t let anyone see it. I haven’t missed a 
single day. 

But I have never been given a compliment. Even a ‘Good to 
see you, Loes’ is too much trouble for that guy.

I know every one of my boss’s boring, predictable habits. His 
daily rituals, set time for the lunch box, at precisely ten thirty. 



t h a n k  g o d  i t ’ s  m o n d a y

44

The stroll of exactly thirty minutes during lunch. The daily chat 
with the postman, every afternoon at 13:30hrs: ‘And, did we 
win the lottery today?’ to which the postman replies with a 
forced laugh. ‘Who knows!’

And his nervous tic irritates me no end, looking through 
and then over his glasses. 

I know him better than his wife does, I am sure of it. In any 
case, I spend more time with him, if you don’t count sleeping. 
Every day from 8:30 to 17:00, fi ve days a week, 48 weeks a 
year. Go fi gure. By now that’s about three million minutes. And 
I have at least two thirds of my working life behind me …

Most of the time the two of us work in silence. Fortunately 
my boss leaves me in peace as I do him. No one ever drops by. 
Oh, once a year a temp, to send out the annual mailing. For 
precisely one week, so I interfere as little as possible. 

Although this year it’s one who could stir things up a bit. 
He wants to send the mailing via e-mail, something we’ve 
never done before. My boss wants nothing to do with it, but I 
think I might just help him with it. 

I dream a lot about escaping. Winning the lottery, which I 
play every week. Or been romantically swept off my feet by 
a handsome guy to take me away from here. I have visions of 
that every day!

Right now the work is so monotonous, that I drag 
myself through the day half asleep. I’ve been doing 
what is asked of me, automatically, for twenty six years. 
Filing, copying, sending letters, handling requests and 
forwarding them. And dealing with customers on the 
phone and keeping them on the line as short as possible. 
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Luckily, besides my work, I have other interests. My mother, the 
dog, reading. Friends to go on the annual vacation to Ghana for 
our yearly break.

And television, I am addicted to series.

«

Ber had a lot of trouble making it clear to Dick what 
he wanted, after these fi rst two jobs. ‘A more excit-
ing environment, with young people, dynamic, innova-
tive, modern.’ Dick went over his clients in his head. ‘An 
advertising agency, recruitment, one sort of trendy brand 
or other?’ Ber suggested.

It ended up being an insurance company. 
And Ber had to tidy up the archives. It was dynamic, 

large offi ce spaces with young people. The decor 
was modern, designed undoubtedly by a renowned 
architectural fi rm. It was really busy, where everyone 
was preoccupied with themselves and the customers 
they had on the line. 

Account manager Hans took Ber under his wing. 
A good natured man in his thirties, with a sporty 
appearance. ‘Welcome aboard kid. You are going to have 
the time of your life here! Just like us.’ He raised his 
eyebrows tellingly. ‘Do you want coffee?’

Hans did not seem to be busy, he gave Ber plenty of 
time. ‘The archive must be tidied up, has been neglected 
for a while. Discipline is not our thing here.’ He rested his 
feet on the desk. ‘But to start with, I’ll tell you who you 
can see walking around here. A round of colleague-talk.’
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Hans was a multi-tasker because during his talk with Ber 
he continuously looked at his computer monitor where 
Twitter updates demanded his attention every couple of 
seconds.

‘Twitter?’ asked Ber.
‘Yeah. @Hansiepansie.’ Hans was really busy with it.
‘Right, let’s get going,’ said Hans suddenly, when he 

noticed a woman approaching. ‘That’s Jojanneke,
my manager, apparently back after her vacation,’ 

Hans whispered.

After a brief explanation, Ber got to work. The relatively 
simple task in the archives turned out to be so much 
work that Ber thought he might need a couple of weeks. 
He didn’t mind. 

He passed by Jojanneke’s small offi ce when went 
looking for the coffee machine and decided to introduce 
himself. She was busy at her computer, looked like she 
was checking the Booking.com site. Caught out, she 
reacted to the gentle knock on her door. 

‘Oh, hi, sorry. You must be the temp.’ She said 
apologetically. ‘The fi rst day after I get back after a 
vacation I always book my next vacation. Gives me 
something to look forward to.’ She stood up and shook 
Ber’s hand. ‘Welcome!’

At the end of the day, Ber walked to the subway. He had 
worked hard and felt satisfi ed. At the same time he was 
confused. It seemed as if no one worked at the insurance 
fi rm because they enjoyed it. 

In the subway, he opened Twitter on his iPhone. He 
searched for his colleague, Hans and read his last tweet:
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@Hansiepansie: the fi rst fi ve days after the weekend are 
the worst, after that it gets better.

«

After that a whole series of temporary jobs followed: 
nice and really nice jobs. In Ber’s experience most com-
panies appreciated his initiative and his open, positive 
attitude. With the right ideas and improvements, it was 
often possible to adapt the work to suit you. Although he 
did notice that not many people did that with their own 
work. 

‘I really do enjoy work,’ Ber told his friend Mona 
enthusiastically. ‘It feels good to be practical and 
constructive.’

‘Apparently your colleagues appreciate it too,’ Mona 
concluded. Always, a lot of trouble was put into his 
goodbye party when – sometimes after only a couple of 
days – he moved on to the next job. People were sorry to 
see him go.

Still, it bothered Ber that he saw so much reluctance and 
grumpiness in the workplace. It was as if work was public 
enemy number 1 for most people. ‘An annoying inter-
ruption to the weekend’ was how Sales Manager Edward 
described his work at the leasing company where Ber 
helped out rental administration for four months. All 
Edward’s colleagues looked forward to ‘Sawman’. He 
came on Wednesday at midday to saw the week in half. 
The sign that the coming weekend was closer than the 
one before. Always a great moment…
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It seemed to be a widespread complaint, job dissatis-
faction. It also seemed to be a collective bond. At most 
companies where Ber was allowed to look inside, the fes-
tive spirit erupted at about four or four thirty on Friday. 
Apparently the moment that people were liberated from 
their jobs for two days was reason for a collective cheer-
fulness. Fascinating, thought Ber. And miserable, actu-
ally. He was looking forward to his cycling vacation to 
Mallorca with his college friends. With like-minded spir-
its. He would talk to them about it. 

«

‘ Yeah, work just isn’t much fun’ was how his cycling 
buddies reacted, when Ber brought up the subject that 
fi rst evening over a beer after a hefty climb across the 
island. ‘Certainly not in this start phase,’ said Rick.

Dennis added. ‘The trick is to get promoted as quickly 
as possible, so that you can order others to do the work 
while you relax. That’s what the partners at our fi rm do.’

‘Or our shareholders,’ said Herman. ‘They are really 
busy playing golf.’

A lot of frustration came to the surface with the 
others, too. Most of them felt undervalued and had to 
do work that really didn’t suit them. It certainly didn’t 
sound very hopeful. 

‘Then there’s the economy that refuses to cooperate,’ 
someone else added.

‘No, guys, the college years were the best years of 
our lives. We’ll never fi nd that again,’ was the general 
consensus.
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Ber couldn’t believe his ears, but kept his opinion to 
himself, overwhelmed as he was by the unanimity of the 
group. He hadn’t expected his friends to have become so 
cynical and powerless, somehow it touched him deeply.

The next morning, Ber refl ected on the discussion of the 
previous evening again. He went for a solitary stroll by 
the fi shing port. Such a shame, what a waste of time and 
effort, the way most people cope with work. Even in his 
circle of friends. 

His attention was drawn to a large sailing yacht 
at a pier on the opposite side. The boat stuck out like 
a sore thumb among the Spanish fi shing boats. It was 
gigantic, without being fl ashy. Drawn by the yacht, Ber 
automatically walked in a large arc to the other side of 
the port. It lay on an abandoned part of the port, far from 
any tourist places. 

It was even bigger close up than it looked from a distance. 
It was a catamaran sailing yacht, beautifully designed. 
The design made him think of a combination of Apple 
and Philippe Starck. White, wide, with a subtle use of 
color and light. Candles burned on the dining table on 
the patio, next to a pile of books and an open Macbook. 
There was no one to be seen.

Ber to get a close up look inside the boat by leaning on 
the railing from the side. The interior was gorgeous, but 
there was no one to be seen inside. The man who walked 
up behind Ber, surprised him: ‘Bula! Can I help you?’ He 
asked in a friendly voice, in English with a mixed accent. 
‘Oh, thank you,’ Ber answered feeling caught out. ‘I was 
admiring the boat.’
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‘It’s a beauty, isn’t it? Come on board for a minute,’ the 
stranger said enticingly, ‘then you can see it better.’

‘Yes, thanks.’

That’s the great thing about traveling, the unexpected 
encounters, Ber refl ected as took a seat on the patio of 
this wonderful ship with a cortado in his hand. Automat-
ically, he thought back to his traveling adventures before 
he began working. The freedom, meeting people from all 
over the world, that suited him. 

The owner sat down diagonally across from him, in the 
corner lounge sofa. ‘Welcome aboard the Abundance,’ he 
said. You could see that the slightly balding man in his 
fi fties looked after himself well. His skin was tanned and 
his body well cared for and muscled. He wore casual 
clothes, which still radiated a certain luxury. Just like a 
lot on this boat.

‘Are you here for work or vacation?’ asked Ber.
The man smiled. ‘Why do people always ask me that. 

Now, the answer is: to play, which I do 365 days a year.’ 
For Paul Albenkov there was no difference between 
work and free time. They were completely intertwined. 
‘I manage my companies long distance, and that works 
fi ne. I have all the information here with me.’ He pointed 
to his computer. ‘We have been traveling for fi fteen 
months now, over the whole world. Sarah is writing a 
book and coaches people through Skype. Once in a while 
I fl y to Melbourne, that’s our base. Or to London to meet 
my business partners. or Beirut, to my family. Now and 
then we fl y to our Fiji resort together, where we feel so at 
home with the inhabitants of Fiji. Bula bula! That’s how 
they greet you there, all day long.’
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A brunette came up on the front deck, with a yoga mat 
under her arm. She introduced herself and sat down. ‘I’m 
Sarah, Paul’s better half. Welcome aboard.’ She looked 
lovingly at her husband. Her Mediterranean tanned skin 
set off her blue eyes beautifully.

Small pearls of perspiration shone on her forehead.
Ber felt a pleasant admiration for this couple.
They displayed a genuine interest in who he was and 

what had brought him to Mallorca. The atmosphere was 
friendly and open, and Ber freely shared the thoughts 
that had been on his mind as he walked along the port. 
‘People are so reluctant to work, even my own mates. It’s 
as if work doesn’t make people happy. I don’t understand 
that, there’s so much that can be created ...’

Paul nodded in agreement. ‘Most people don’t believe 
that work can make them happy or that it can be fun. 
They think that their lives are already drawn out without 
them having any infl uence on it. When in fact, your work, 
after love, is the best thing you as a person have to offer. 
It does come down to creation. Making something out of 
nothing. That’s fantastic.’

Sarah asked if he had a vision of his own future. ‘I am 
not sure what I want,’ Ber admitted.

‘Well, maybe it’s smarter to ask a different question,’ 
coached Sarah. ‘Not what you want, but what you have 
to offer. That question is easier.’

Paul added. ‘Using your talents for the good of others 
is the fastest way to happiness and success.’

Ber let that sink in. What do I have to offer, he wondered. 
He had an idea. ‘In general, I see the potential in others, 
or so it’s been said,’ he said.
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‘Perfect,’ Paul reacted. ‘That is crucial for an inspiring 
working life, believing in potential. You do in fact have 
the power to realize everything you see and what you 
believe in. What are you going to do with your talent?’

‘I am not sure what to focus on,’ said Ber. ‘There is so 
much to do, how can I choose?’

The discussion concentrated on Ber’s future, the couple 
was genuinely concerned. Paul and Sarah leaned towards 
him. ‘Just follow your senses,’ said Sarah with full con-
vincingly. ‘They will show you the way.’ She leaned for-
ward even more. ‘There is one sense that is essential, the 
sixth and most important sense.’ She let a silence fall. 

‘What you see?’ Ber guessed, not fully aware of all the 
senses.

Sarah squeezed her eyes tightly shut for a moment. 
‘No, your sixth sense is your intuition. Your most 
important sense. The Buddhists call it the place where 
the spirit connects with an idea. It will never betray you. 
You can trust it 100%, if you dare to listen to it.’

Paul nodded. ‘Believe in possibilities, follow your 
intuition.’

‘It sounds new, and yet familiar,’ said Ber.
‘Thank you both. I do appreciate your help.’
‘There is also a third ingredient, but you must 

discover that for yourself,’ Paul concluded. ‘It won’t work 
otherwise.’

«

After Mallorca, Ber regularly thought back on the meet-
ing with the couple on their sailing yacht. He mused 
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about his own potential both in his life and in his career. 
Would he succeed in creating the freedom and indepen-
dence for himself that so appealed to him in Paul and 
Sarah? There seemed to be no distinction between work 
and private life for them, they merged completely. That 
appealed to him.
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chapter 4

Serious business

Ber took an important step in his career when he took 
a job as account executive by a promotions and com-
munications company. A job for a longer period, with the 
chance of a permanent contract. Ber felt like a child in 
a toy shop. 

About thirty people worked at the fi rm and the 
atmosphere was cheerful and dynamic. Undoubtedly 
that was because the average age was under thirty. Cor, 
the boss and founder, was not much over thirty himself 
and oozed zest for life and success, despite his corpulent 
appearance. 

Although Cor didn’t pay his staff much attention, it 
was quickly clear to Ber that here too there was a lot he 
could put his hand to. It didn’t take him long to fi ll his 
job with tasks that he liked to do, like the contact with 
the client, thinking up plans and being creative. The less 
interesting aspects such as administration and planning 
he passed on to his colleague, Marloes, who enjoyed 
those things.

‘Isn’t it funny that the things you like to do, are often 
the things your good at?’ he asked her. ‘You are much 
better at planning than I am, because you enjoy it.’ 
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Marloes thought for a moment. ‘Yeah, that’s good news. 
So, if you want to do what you’re good at, all you have to 
do is see what you enjoy!’ Elated she took over the plan-
ning from Ber. 

Working with clients suited Ber to a tee; his clients loved 
him. He listened sincerely and was genuinely interested 
in the challenges facing his clients, and so he came up 
with solutions and possibilities that they – or Ber’s col-
leagues – had not seen. All he had to do was follow his 
intuition, he remembered that from his discussion with 
Paul and Sarah on their boat in Mallorca. His work was 
one big game to him. His turnover exploded. 

Cor was quick to notice that. Within no time at all Ber was 
given bigger clients and a permanent contract, with a 
corresponding increase in his salary. But more important 
than the salary, was the freedom Ber was given. He took 
Cor’s initiation to ‘rather ask for forgiveness in hindsight 
than permission in advance’ to heart. He decided to shift 
his working hours. From then on he started at 7:30 hrs. 
instead of 9:15 hrs. with the everyone else. He often got 
to talk directly with the decision makers because their 
secretaries hadn’t arrived yet. It quadrupled his new 
business results – and he was free in the afternoons. Ber 
was an extremely fast learner, encouraged by Cor’s com-
mercial one-liners, such as ‘Jump off the cliff, and learn 
to fl y on the way down.’ He thrived.

Because there was no personnel department, he could 
choose which training and courses he wanted to take. 
Ber decided to refi ne the commercial skills that he had 
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by nature and that he had applied in Aunt Jenny’s bakery. 
That seemed smarter than working on his weaknesses, 
even though he had plenty of those too. 

He devoured the content of training courses such as 
‘The art of persuasion’, ‘Consultative selling’, ‘Negotiate 
without fear’ and ‘Online marketing’. What’s more, 
he became a real champion with the company’s crm-
system.

That was a computer system where more client 
information could be stored and used. On his own 
initiative he hired a research intern. She helped him 
with the crm-system and took care of a lot of his 
Telephone and e-mail correspondence, so that Ber could 
regularly stay away from the offi ce. The results spoke for 
themselves, so Cor had no problem with it.

In the afternoons, in his free time, he set up a 
completely new online sales channel for the company. 
Not only would he supplement the existing business 
but reinforce it too, by helping existing clients in a new 
manner. He closed dozens of partner deals with online 
media parties who would only be paid on the basis of 
sales results - no cure no pay. He thought up a clever 
strategy, with product launches, webinars and a mailing 
list with auto responders.

After he had set up the complete system, he 
approached Cor, who was willing to take it on board fast. 
He had to catch his breath at Ber’s condition of receiving 
a 25 percent provision on the newly created business but 
then laughingly agreed to it. 

‘You are going to go far, Ber!’ he laughed while he 
signed the contract that Ber had drawn up.
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«

Ber was not dissatisfi ed with the course his career 
seemed to be taking. He had the idea that he was on the 
right track while at the same time that it all just seemed 
to fall in his lap. The enjoyment he got from his work 
suited him. Still, he wanted to get more of a grip on what 
he had to offer. 

Suddenly Ber remembered Sjamaar’s notebook. 
Wouldn’t it be good and smart to apply it to evaluate 
what the people with whom he worked saw in him. He 
realized that others often had a better picture of his 
talents and unique characteristics than he did himself. 
For him, what he did naturally went without saying of 
course, while those around him saw it as distinctive, 
because they compared him to others. 

It was relatively simple to approach most of his clients 
by e-mail to ask them what his greatest talents were. 
Unfortunately he didn’t receive a reply from everyone, 
some had probably changed job or e-mail address. 
Still, a couple of weeks later he had a couple of good 
observations to add to his treasure chest:

  Dick from the employment agency rambled on 
amused while enjoying a cup of coffee in a hotel bar, 
near the employment agency:‘You are the most posi-
tive person I know. You see the chances everywhere 
and are not afraid to work on them. Without excep-
tion, I received very positive reactions from my cus-
tomers! You make my work fun, can’t you become a 
sort of eternal temp for me?’ He laughed.
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  Unexpectedly, he received a response to his e-mail to 
Gerritsen of the HOA offi ce, from Loes, who handled 
the mail for Gerritsen who was ill. She wrote: ‘You 
bring energy, because you are not afraid of conven-
tions and you innovate.’ A nice typecasting, from a 
single week together.

 ‘Independent force,’ he received from JoJanneke, the 
manager of the Insurance company. 

 Cor was quite clear: ‘You are an entrepreneur, whether 
you are on the payroll or not. And it probably won’t be 
long before you set up your own emporium. You have 
the power and the vision to achieve a lot.’

 Cor had forwarded Ber’s mail to his colleague, Marloes, 
who also responded: ‘You see people in their power 
and recognize your own weaknesses. That’s what 
makes you your own team player, who brings out the 
best in others.’

Ber was happy and proud when he read the responses. 
Sjamaar was right: it was becoming a really valuable 
book to cherish.

«

It didn’t take long in fact before the fi rst head hunters 
knocked on his door. Adventurous and unattached as he 
was, Ber decided to accept the offer of a job in Barce-
lona. He would be heading up a sales team for an inter-
national software company. Leadership was new to him 
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but he was looking forward to it. And Barcelona… well… 
what a fantastic opportunity!

The attractive salary package that went with the new job 
was supplemented by the deal with Cor, which he was 
smart enough to have closed for as long as business was 
being generated, so that just carried on. 

There was also unexpected income from the online 
community salesmagician.com. Ber, with is knowledge 
of sales and marketing, had helped to set it up with his 
fraternity buddies Adriaan and Coen, for a share of the 
profi ts. ‘Things are progressing well, Ber’, they told him 
via Skype. ‘The e-books about sales are selling well, but 
the monthly subscriptions and expert videos and sales 
tips are selling particularly fast. We didn’t see that 
coming.’

His intuition had not let him down, when he came 
up with the idea of the monthly subscriptions. Now he 
could easily set some money aside. 

As manager, Ber got insight into the thoughts of his 
team members. Thanks to his open attitude on the work 
Floor and the one-on-one talks his colleagues shared 
their worries easily with him. And, however interna-
tional the team was, the obstacles people saw for them-
selves turned out to be universal. Can I do that? Will I 
be noticed? Am I doing what I am good at? Do I have a 
talent? How can I be myself at work? How can I utilize 
my qualities? How do I create chances?

He did his best not to give his own solutions to the 
problems that were put before him, even when he could 
visualize them almost immediately. ‘Give a man a fi sh 
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and he will eat for a day, teach him how to fi sh and 
he will eat forever’, was a mantra that helped him to 
restrain himself. It was much smarter and more fun to 
let people come up with their own solutions. He deployed 
his creativity to help the other person make that one 
jump that was required to fi nd a solution. 

«

Carlos

We have a new team leader, a sort of hippy. He is a bit odd. The 
name alone: Ber. Isn’t that what a sheep says? I don’t think he’ll 
last long. He’s completely different from his predecessor, Juan. 
He’s not all there. Not even a week on the job he approached me 
as if we were friends:

‘Carlos, I want to get to know you. Fancy a coffee?’ Juan had 
never done that in three years, as if he had time for that.

Well, this one does. He took all the time in the world! 
Probably had nothing better to do. And he asked the strangest 
questions. What else I would like. What I would do if I was 
the boss. What my talents are. Weird man. I quickly made it 
clear to Ber how the cookie crumbles here. How it’s not so crazy 
that turnover has stagnated, since with our budget we can’t 
advertise on the important sites. We had a huge discussion 
about advertising, when and where it’s useful. And how prices 
vary. I realize now that last minute positions are often sold 
cheaper. I’ll have to check if that is within budget. 

Ber also wanted to hear about my ambitions, whether 
I would ever like to manage. Like you can grow in this club 
with my education. He himself is an example of how external 
candidates are hired for higher positions. Little chance for me.
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Funny though, he doesn’t have an education. A bit of an odd 
ball, in any case. I can’t wait to see how long he sticks it out. I 
give him a month. 

«

Ber liked to have personal meetings with his team mem-
bers. He was concerned about the dissatisfaction and 
insecurity of a lot of his people. He wanted to encourage 
them to think differently. 

‘I can’t give a presentation to three hundred people, 
said Marinella, the smooth talking Italian woman who 
took care of trade fairs and congresses. ‘I have never 
done that!’

‘Do you think you’d like it, once you’ve done it? In 
hindsight?’ asked Ber, laughing encouragingly. 

‘Oh sure, I think I’d love to have done it. But there’s 
no way I have the courage. My biggest group was twenty 
people.’

‘Marinella, can you think of three things that you 
do today that you’ve never didn’t think were possible 
before?’

She thought for a moment. ‘Working here, in Spain! 
That’s one. I never dreamed of that.’

‘Carry on,’ said Ber.
‘Giving presentations to twenty people, I never used 

to have to courage to do that.’
‘And now, how is it now?’ asked Ber.
‘For a small group? Easy as pie, of course, answered 

the young woman.
‘Marinella ...’ Ber looked at her, waiting for the penny 

to drop. ‘In hindsight it’s never that bad!’
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Marinella looked shocked, then she had to laugh. ‘O, my 
God!’ she said. ‘I am going to prepare myself.’

‘I can’t do this any longer.’ Ron, the red-haired English-
man burst into Ber’s offi ce. ‘They are so slow!’

Ber put down his work. ‘What is wrong? Take a seat, 
Ron.’

‘Ok, we have a job to fi nish, you know. Six of us,’ he 
explained in his thick Cockney-accent. ‘But that’s not 
going to happen if Ivanka and Patrizia don’t stop having 
meetings. We all need to get to work.’ Poor Ron looked 
stressed out. The outbound-sales team, consisting of fi ve 
colleagues, was constantly getting in each other’s way. 
The day before, Ivanka had complained about Ron who, 
in her opinion, was too pushy.

Ber sympathized with the team. Because of the underly-
ing irritations, they were making life diffi cult for each 
other, while they had to sit in a room with each other, 
forty hours a week. That’s more than one hundred thou-
sand minutes a year. That’s a lot of irritation. 

Ber let the team complete an online talent analysis, 
which formed the basis of a team afternoon with 
Thomas of HR. On the beach. Relaxing with each other. 
What Ber suspected, quickly became clear: the behavior 
profi les all differed signifi cantly from each other. Three 
of the six team members were actually very introvert. 
That explained the reaction to Ron’s pushiness; he as 
actually very outgoing and decisive. ‘Extraverts see the 
world in a completely different way than introverts,’ 
Thomas explained.
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Jordi, who came from Castelldefels, just under Barcelona, 
had one gift: the patience to carry out specialist work. Of 
the six, it could, to some extent be expected, that he per-
form detailed work in administering their calls. It took 
the others a lot of effort. 

‘I do not want to give any more presentations, you can 
see now that I can’t,’ said the Spaniard, peeved. 

The others sniggered. Manuel was known for mumbling 
during his management presentations, while he stared 
at his shoes. Not his strongest point, it turned out from 
the analysis. The atmosphere became grim when Ron 
went on the attack against Patrizia and Ivanka, who in 
his opinion, had too many discussions with each other. 
‘Do something for a change!’ he said. Ivanka turned 
silently away. Patrizia also kept her mouth shut and gave 
Ron an icy look. 

‘There is no good or bad,’ Thomas intervened. 
‘Everyone must do things their own way. Ivanka and 
Patrizia do make sure that things are done well, Ron. 
They see where speed is in fact not a good thing. You 
complement each other perfectly in the collaboration.’

The session at the beach brought a positive earthquake 
within the team. The work was distributed differently. 
Jordi did the specialist work. Ron could set goals and 
plan actions. Patrizia and Ivanka guarded the quality 
and the atmosphere. Donna took over presentations 
from Manuel.

Al the work got done, even better than before. But 
more importantly, in Ber’s opinion, was that the irritation 
had been replaced by mutual respect and appreciation 
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for each other’s opposite talents. Everyone saw that 
the complemented each other perfectly and that they 
needed each other. 

‘We should have done this years ago,’ remarked 
Ivanka quietly.

It didn’t go down entirely well for Ber. Not everyone 
appreciated his open attitude and unique style. 

‘You think this is a playground,’ fumed the Spanish 
Financial Director. ‘People should just get on with their 
work; you don’t need sessions on the beach for that. It 
costs a fortune to stop work for an afternoon. What were 
you thinking?’

Ber was about to defend himself, but realized on time 
that defense was the fi rst act of aggression. He saw that 
the man was upset. ‘I see that you are worried about 
the result,’ he therefore answered calmly. ‘I understand 
your concern,’ he continued. ‘I would like to propose the 
following. Since I believe that this session is going to 
contribute to the result, I will pay the cost of the session 
myself, if this group does not display an improvement in 
performance.

That was a welcome suggestion. 
‘Thanks for keeping me on my toes,’ Ber continued, ‘I 

will report back in a month.’

Although Ber enjoyed his work, it did put a great strain 
on him. Every day was intense and full of surprises. He 
was bothered by the fact that a signifi cant number of 
employees were stressed or dissatisfi ed. He felt that he 
should help them, but he also felt powerless because the 
stress and dissatisfaction seemed to be so widespread. 
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‘Do you still like your work?’ he asked Call Center Man-
ager Veronica. He was going to take over her job tempo-
rarily because he was overtired and had to take a step 
down.

‘Like it? Ber, are you serious?’ she answered. ‘No one 
likes working in my Call Center. The telephone goes none 
stop all day, always the same questions and problems. A 
deadly routine. But what can you do, Ber? Jobs are hard 
to come by, my people know that.’

He really wanted to help and felt really discouraged. 
He was looking forward to having a couple of weeks off 
after his fi rst year working here. Let off steam, after these 
intense experiences. Back home to his friends.

In the fl ight to Amsterdam he browsed through the 
newspaper. The main article was about dissatisfaction 
with your work: research shows that 88 percent of people 
would prefer another job and the sooner the better. He 
thought about seeing his friends again. Mona who had 
been home sick for a while. His fraternity buddy Gerard, 
who had been informed by his employer that his ser-
vices were no longer required. He wanted to be there for 
them. He refl ected on his colleagues who had shared 
their problems with him over the past years. At the com-
pany in Spain there was a lot of suffering on the work 
fl oor. 

He was overcome by a slight feeling of guilt. How 
can it be that success is so easy for me while all around 
me there is so much struggle with work? Am I missing 
something? Am I seeing things the wrong way or am I 
blinded by my enormous positivity? Or is it rather that 
the others are the problem and that I am getting it right?
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«

Back in Spain after a great vacation, Ber picked up where 
he left off. He was barely in when he received a request 
to report to the CEO. 

‘Ber, good news!’ David greeted him. He was 
originally from Sweden and founder and big boss of the 
company. ‘Sit down.’ He looked tired. ‘There have been 
developments in the company during your leave. We had 
to let George and Angelica go. They couldn’t handle the 
pressure. There’s a place for you on the Board. Sales and 
Marketing will be your domain.’

Ber was perplexed. He thought about what had 
happened to George and Angelica, who had been 
overworked of late. Would this dismissal have a positive 
infl uence on their situation in the end?

As for himself; this step was something he had 
expected to happen in about two or three years. He was 
pleased. 

‘Talk over the terms with Marise.’ David wouldn’t take 
no for an answer. ‘Board meeting is at 11 o’clock this 
morning, I’ll see you there.’

His vacation had been over for less than an hour and his 
responsibility had been increased fi vefold. 

Not long after his promotion Ber met Maria. A beauti-
ful, half-Indian, half-American daughter of an expat 
who worked by a non-commercial internet provider. She 
was Major League for him. H had known her for a couple 
of months from a distance, because she was a friend of 
Ber’s colleague, but now they discovered each other in 
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person. From the moment they – literally – bumped into 
each other at a garden party, they were inseparable. For 
Ber she was brought peace to an otherwise hectic exis-
tence and it wasn’t long before they tied the knot. 

The increased responsibility did not keep Ber from his 
passion: helping people to think differently and so solve 
their own problems. Like with Jack, a somewhat older 
account manager who didn’t seem to want or be able to 
grow in his work. 

‘I appreciate your suggestion, Ber, but at my age 
I have already missed the leadership boat. I am just a 
salesman, have been for twenty years.’

‘I understand that, Zack. But let me continue. What, at 
this point in your career, makes you better than twenty 
years ago?’ asked Ber.

‘Well, let me see. Of course I have more life experience, 
have been through a lot. And I am less hyper than I used 
to be. I’m more solid, is that an advantage?’

‘Could it be that you were less suitable to lead a team 
twenty years ago than you are now?’ Ber continued.

‘Yeah, and after twenty years I know what goes on in 
sales. Some of those young guys could learn a thing or 
two.’

It was always great to see someone make that switch 
and start looking at their own potential. At times it was 
a complete 180 degree turn.

‘I understand you’re annoyed that your biggest client 
has quit, Rosa.’ The girl had shared the bad news in tears. 
The largest manufacturer of automobile parts in Spain 
had switched to the competition. 
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‘Are you prepared to think out of the box?’
Slightly confused, she nodded.
‘Can you name three benefi ts in the fact that we have 

lost this customer?’
Rosa shook her head. This was the last reaction she 

had expected. She thought for a moment. ‘They weren’t 
the easiest client. They were extremely demanding. I 
won’t miss the hassle.’

‘Ok, that’s one benefi t. Less hassle,’ said Ber. ‘What 
else?’

‘Because they were so demanding, the margin was 
also low. A lot of man hours were invested in them.’

‘Great. Higher margin. And the third?’
‘Honestly, the automobile industry is diffi cult right 

now. I see much more potential in retail and ISPs. I have 
more time now to get more out of that.’

‘Super, more time for clients with more potential. So 
it’s good news!’ Ber laughed. ‘In the next few days make 
sure you lake a list of learning points from this, so you 
are prepared in next time around.’

With Maria he could talk freely about his work. She liked 
to listen to her passionate husband. 

Once in a while he also shared his frustrations. ‘It’s 
great to stimulate people to take steps. But at the same 
time it is frustrating to see them relapse so easily,’ he 
complained. ‘Many people also have too much negativity 
from other people hanging over them.’

‘Did you know that 88 percent of people would rather 
have another job?’ he asked her.
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‘Wow, that really is a lot, Coen.’ From the fi rst time they 
met she, in contrast to others, started to call him by his 
fi rst name. 

‘That means,’ he continued, ‘that people are mostly 
surrounded by colleagues who are reluctant to go to 
work. Before you know it, you think it’s normal that you 
don’t like your job.’ He couldn’t stop. 

‘If you then say: “I don’t like my job”, everyone looks 
at you and says in unison: “Duh, none of us like our jobs. 
What’s your problem?”’ They both laughed.

‘It doesn’t really motivate a person to do something 
about it.’ said Ber.

His place on the Board meant more meetings, more 
hassle from the Supervisory Board. That wasn’t Ber’s 
favorite hobby, especially since it ate into his one-on-one 
time with people – while that’s where his heart lay. He 
missed the talks and helping his people. 

In contrast, the Catalan life in Barcelona suited Ber 
really well. ‘Work hard, play hard’ had become his motto. 
Thanks to a generous salary he and Maria could eat deli-
cious meals out at least three times. Gastronome that 
he was, by now he knew all the best spots in the city. For 
lunch as well by the way, also eaten out on average three 
times a week. His stomach was taking on considerable 
proportions. 

It was about that time that Ber came in contact with 
Martijn, who was in real estate. The house prices were at 
an all time low in Spain. 
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‘Now is the right time to invest in Spanish real estate, 
Ber. It can only rise in value from here.’

Because he trusted Martijn and that the numbers 
were correct, he decided to invest some of his savings in 
a project in Sitges, on the coast not far from Barcelona. 
He was proud and satisfi ed that he was in a position to 
do that, while he hadn’t even reached middle age.

«

When Kick, his lifelong friend came to visit, they relived 
old times as they wandered around the district of Bar-
celoneta in the wee small hours. Yet, they couldn’t quite 
get into it. Ber had the feeling his friend had something 
on his mind. There was something bothering him. Ber 
took a good look and noticed that his friend’s hairline 
was receding slowly but surely. Another year or two then 
he’d be bald before he turned 35. It seemed to emphasize 
his black mood. 

‘It looks like they’re going to kick me out, Ber,’ he 
eventually said in the small hours. Turned out he had a 
serious confl ict with his boss. 

‘How did that happen?’ asked Ber. ‘Sales is totally 
your thing?’

‘Sales yes, but you can’t talk to my bosses. And 
besides, I’ve had it with those devices.’

Kick worked for a large printer manufacturer.
‘I wish I’d followed my heart,’ he said while he took a 

large drink from his beer. ‘I should have gone into sport.’
‘Then you still can!’ said Ber, ‘Make the switch now!’
‘Ber, buddy, you’re still as naïve as always. Times have 

changed, man. Taking that step now would be economic 
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suicide. Plus: I have two growing kids and a gigantic 
mortgage and I am the costwinner. Annet would go 
ballistic.’

‘Yeah, cost and winner,’ Ber corrected his friend.
‘What?’
‘Oh, never mind. But in any case, I am sure Annet 

would prefer you to be happy, and laughing like you used 
to. That might be a lot more important than bringing in 
all that money.’

‘Then you don’t know Annet the shopaholic,’ said 
Kick, ‘she’d be gone in a week if her credit card dried up. 
Besides, there’s at least ten young guys waiting to take 
my place. They’re a lot cheaper, too.’

Ber couldn’t get through to him. It was as if Kick had 
already given up. He was concerned. His friend was a 
shadow of the guy he had so much fun with in the past. 

‘If your work isn’t fun, you’re not fun,’ Ber said, 
thinking aloud, but fortunately his friend didn’t hear 
him. 

Ber continued on that train of thought. The connection 
between enjoying your work and how much fun you are 
as a partner, colleague, father and friend were obvious to 
him. He realized even more the importance of doing the 
right work.

The evening out took its toll. Not only physically because 
of his exorbitant eating and drinking habits, but more 
especially it affected Ber emotionally because he had 
been unable to help his friend. ‘People are just not will-
ing,’ he complained to Maria. ‘They don’t have the balls. 
It’s all too easy to complain and be miserable.’ 

Maria looked lovingly but compassionately at him.
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Still prickly, Ber appeared at work that Monday. He was 
clearly not himself. 

‘Jesus, not now Ron,’ Ber snapped, louder than he 
had intended. His colleague wanted to talk about the 
outbound-sales team that once again was not running 
smoothly, while in ten minutes the board meeting was 
beginning. 

Ron recoiled. ‘Ok, ok, keep your shirt on,’ he said. 
Full of guilt, Ber ran to his meeting. It was happening 

more often that he had to cancel personal meetings or 
cut them short. He simply didn’t have the time. He was 
becoming uncharacteristically cynical. 

‘Sort it out yourself, I always had to do that,’ Costas 
was told when he asked for permission to follow a 
training course. 

‘It’s going to be diffi cult to work together, if you don’t 
just listen to what I say,’ was thrown at a shocked Manuel.

‘I think we discussed that in detail last time,’ he 
barked at Calinda when she came to discuss a salary 
increase. 

His most important key-account manager stormed 
out but Ber had no idea what his behavior was causing.

He had to recuperate more often after work. Sometimes 
the weekend wasn’t enough. Things were going well 
with the company, but it seemed to be getting busier. Ber 
booked a two week breather at a villa in Ibiza, as a sur-
prise for Maria.

To celebrate the massive bonus he had received he 
had gone overboard and rented what was pretty much 
the largest palace on the island. With a swimming pool, 
outside bar with Hi Fi and authentic stone barbeque. It 
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was actually a little too big, with four bedrooms, but Ber 
found that they had earned it. 

‘What are we supposed to do with four bedrooms, 
Coen Bernard? There’s only the two of us.’ Maria thought 
it was pretty excessive. ‘You can’t be serious?’ she said 
when she heard the rental price. ‘Coen, this is ridiculous!’

He wasn’t going to be talked out of it. ‘We are going 
to enjoy ourselves for a while, honey. After how busy it’s 
been lately we’re taking time for ourselves and we will 
want for nothing. I have also ordered a good local wine, 
they deliver it there.’

‘I do have a conference, so I can’t be there all the time. Or 
I’ll have to travel back and forth.’

Oops. Ber had forgotten to check both diaries. Well, 
they’d make the most of it. Ber was looking forward to it. 

In the weeks leading up to Ibiza things became even 
busier. David had rushed home to Sweden for a family 
emergency. He was replaced by Terry, for whom Ber had 
less respect. Calinda, the most important key account 
manager, had received an offer from the competition. 
That was hard to swallow. Ber had to pull out all the 
stops to prevent her clients from following her.

And his normal work carried on as usual.

«

After arriving on Ibiza he didn’t succeed in leaving the 
stress behind on the mainland. ‘We’re fl ogging a dead 
horse,’ Ber complained, when they had settled at the 
outdoor hearth. He drank half his glass of red wine, even 
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before they had toasted. He was totally preoccupied with 
work. 

‘Most of them are there against their will, purely for 
the money. They couldn’t care less how the company 
performs.’ 

Maria sighed.
‘For a couple of dollars more, they move to the 

competition. And then you have to be glad they don’t 
take your clients with them.’ His wife massaged his feet, 
to help him relax. ‘There’s so much insecurity, so much 
fear. People don’t dare to dream, they don’t even know 
how, anymore. It has become pure survival.’ He drank the 
rest of his glass of wine and slumped. ‘I give up investing 
all of myself in them. People are afraid because they 
know what they have, and don’t know what they might 
get. That’s why they accept the misery and bad moods. If 
your work isn’t fun, then you’re no fun.’

This is going to be a diffi cult evening, thought Maria. She 
fi lled their glasses. The crickets had a peaceful effect. 
The smell of eucalyptus under a clear sky with thou-
sands of stars was a breath of fresh air. Just what Ber 
needed. Peace. 

The later it became, the more Ber could get things off 
his chest. ‘I miss the personal contact, helping people. 
Helping each one to take small steps. I don’t get around 
to that anymore, I just don’t have the time anymore,’ he 
sighed. ‘With all my responsibilities I just can’t do that 
any longer. I can’t be missed at board meetings and at 
the clients,’ said Ber smugly.

Although she could empathize with her husband, 
Maria was beginning to lose her patience somewhat. 
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That complaining and stubbornness was just not like 
Ber.

‘And what’s more,’ he continued half in himself, 
‘even I could, I only have infl uence over our own three 
hundred people. There are millions of other strugglers 
and stressed out people in our city alone, so forget it. It’s 
hopeless.’

Maria couldn’t keep her mouth shut any longer.
‘And you’re one of them, Coen. A struggler who has 

stopped dreaming.’
‘What do you mean?’ Ber was suddenly alert. 
‘Look at yourself sitting there. Mister Success. In your 

expensive villa, with your fancy wine and your paunch. 
What about your dreams?’

Ber was shocked by this turn of events. He sat up straight.
‘You are just like those other people, darling Coen,’ 

Maria continued. ‘You allow your discontent to continue 
and resign yourself to the status quo.’

Ber felt irritation coming on. But he knew that she 
was right.

Maria carried on for a while. ‘You were the man who 
believed in possibilities and who followed his intuition 
to create magic on the work fl oor. But now all you do is 
worry about your own position, your fat salary and your 
project in Sitges.’

Oh, that touched a nerve. ‘You won’t be a nicer person 
if you throw away your dreams. I miss the twinkle in 
your eyes that I fell for.’ Ouch, that hurt Ber. 

‘It’s just so busy,’ he attempted weakly. 
Unfortunately, Maria didn’t let him off that lightly. 

‘What makes your heart beat faster? What is your 
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passion? You have to go back to it, Coen. That’s where 
you’ll fi nd what you have to offer.’

Ber sat as if he was nailed to his chair. He knew his 
wife had the right end of the stick. At the same time he 
felt a panic because he had no idea what to do.

That was his powerlessness.
‘Honey, it’s good you rented this villa, and the wine 

is delicious. It is mostly for yourself. You need time 
alone to think about your own future, when I am at my 
conference. 

Do your thing, Coen. Create magic!’
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chapter 5

The spark

After he had brought Maria to the airport on Thursday 
evening, Ber felt slightly panicky. What in God’s name 
was he supposed to do with himself until Sunday, when 
she came back? Was he capable of amusing himself? 

He drove across the deserted island, back to his villa. 
It gave him a creepy feeling to drive up the long driveway 
in the dark. Stupid of him not to have left a light on. 

Next morning he didn’t get out of bed until just after 
eleven o’clock. Of course he had been awake for a while 
but he didn’t feel like getting up. Then something ought 
to happen and he just didn’t know what. After diving 
into the pool and swimming a couple of laps, he wan-
dered around the house, feeling bored. Feeling a bit lost, 
he browsed in the bookcase. There were mainly interior 
design books and biographies. 

Maria’s words echoed in his head. ‘You won’t be a 
nicer person if you throw away your dreams. I miss the 
twinkle in your eyes that I fell for.’

If your work isn’t fun, you’re no fun, Ber recalled. It 
touched him, because it was about himself. He had in 
fact lost his passion for his work during the past year. 
And he was a lot less fun to be around. But he knew 



t h a n k  g o d  i t ’ s  m o n d a y

78

Maria wouldn’t abandon him – it was a privilege to have 
that woman at his side.

The word ‘privilege’ switched on a light in his head. 
Privilege was also the name of one of the largest clubs 
on the island. Of course he could choose to go wild here. 
This was Ibiza after all! Party capital of the world! was 
his fraternity buddy, Roderick, still living here? He was 
always in for a party any time anywhere. He found his 
number in his phone under his fraternity name, Red. 
‘Red! Are you on the Island? Fancy going dancing this 
evening?’ The text message was sent before he could 
change his mind. Ok.

Almost immediately the response came. ‘Bear, pal. 17 
hrs. at the Blue Marlin!’

That was settled. He had mixed feelings. Was that 
what he was supposed to do? Or was he running away? 
Was it too scary to face his inner demons? After all, Ber 
knew what he had, not what he might get ...

Roderick hadn’t changed a bit. The evening went as 
expected, apart from the fact that they never got to the 

Privilege. After the Blue Marlin, where a Swedish 
dj-duo led the partygoers till the sun went down, it turned 
out there was a pool party in the Ushuaia on the beach. 
It was full of world famous stars, footballers and models. 
Then they really let their hair down in Space with Groove 
Armada, and fi nished the evening at Red’s VIP-table at 
the Pacha, between new money and the gold diggers, to 
the ‘F*ck Me I’m Famous’ set from David Guetta. It was 
already eight in the morning when Ber came outside and 
had lost sight of Roderick for a moment. 
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Somewhat gloomy, he walked out of the Pacha, towards 
the beach at Talamanca. The whole evening, he had 
been unable to shake off the idea that Maria didn’t like 
him much anymore. Wasn’t she right? How much did 
he actually like himself? He saw his refl ection in a car 
windscreen. An smug thirty something overweight guy 
with bags under his eyes. Not as inspiring and fresh as 
he preferred to see himself. 

There was an after party going on at the beach. Ber 
was tempted to join in, but he knew this was not what 
he had to do. He realized that he had to work on himself. 
Rediscover his passion. Rediscover the best version of 
himself. 

«

On the way home in the taxi, he made a plan for the 
coming days. He felt remarkably clear and once home 
Ber grabbed his computer and a large glass of fruit juice. 
He sat down by the pool. He wanted to investigate what 
he needed to do, what his talents were and where his 
passion lay, so he drew up a list of questions for himself. 

Keeping in mind Sjamaar’s notebook, he remembered 
that others often see better than you do what makes you 
special. So he sent an e-mail to twenty people who knew 
him well. He could really use their help. 

  I have taken a step back to think about my future career. 
Since you know me well, I would like to ask you for a 
little help. Would you be willing to answer the following 
questions?
  What do you see as my main talent?
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  What do you think I like to do most all day?
  How do you think that I can be at my best profes-
sionally?

  What is my most underrated or undervalued 
talent?

Thank you!
Ber

So. Let’s take nap. By now it was ten to ten.

«

He woke up less than four hours later. His head felt heavy, 
but he had work to do. His time was limited. An omelet, 
a cup of strong coffee and a dip in the pool worked won-
ders. 

He started to answer the questions he had thought up 
that morning:
  As a child, what did I want to be when I grew up?
  What was I really good at before?
  What can I do better than about one thousand other 
people?

  What stirs me up?
  What would I like to be different in the world?
  What am I jealous of?
  Who do I admire?
  What are my dreams?

To bring it to life even more, he decided to give each of 
his four bedrooms a theme, where he could hang up his 
answers in clear view. 
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Room one was his youth and the qualities from that 
period. He thought back on his school years, his part 
time jobs, his friends from that time. 

Room two was for his college years and his fi rst 
temporary jobs. 

Room three was for his professional working years. 
The master bedroom, where he himself slept, was for 

the future, his dreams. He put off working on that for a 
while. 

He stuck sheets of paper on the walls of the other three 
rooms with his talents, specifi c events in which he played 
a role, milestones and other remarkable incidents from 
that period. 

In room one he started with primary school, including 
the party for Miss Agnes, with the word ‘initiative’. he 
wrote ‘attention’ and ‘service’ for his part time job at the 
bakery. He described his aunt’s therapy with the strange 
syndrome ‘pronoia’ and the school cafe was given 
‘enterprising’.

In room two he described the lift competition to the 
sun, the anniversary, the fraternity and the year book. 
For all those activities the words ‘original’ and ‘creative’ 
and ‘seeing possibilities’ could be used. 

For his fi rst work experience in room three he had 
to think of the online business with Cor, Salesmagician.
com. The words ‘enterprising’ and ‘seeing possibilities’ 
were good here too. 

The common denominator was fast becoming visible 
to Ber.
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Room three fi lled up with sales results, his various career 
breakthroughs and insights into his people. He wrote the 
words ‘intuition’ and ‘helping people’ there. 

«

Ber fl ipped open his laptop and to his surprise fourteen 
people had already answered his questions. They all said 
they had enjoyed it. There could be no mistake since the 
answers were remarkably similar.

‘You think big and want to help people.’
‘Think big, see possibilities and make them profi table.’
‘Seer and utilize infi nite possibilities.’
‘Creative, see the less trodden path and go for it.’
 ‘You believe in possibilities, follow your intuition and 
take action.’

Ber let the last reaction sink in. He thought back to what 
Sjamaar had told him. ‘You think in possibilities and 
believe in abundance. I am convinced that you can make 
the world a better place with your talent.’

There were a couple of reactions in his treasure chest 
notebook that were similar to these. 

He could hear Paul and Sarah, from Mallorca too: 
‘Believe in possibilities and follow your intuition.’

He walked to the bedrooms and looked at the sheets 
of paper on the walls. For all the things he was proud 
of, this was the pattern: see possibilities, follow you 
intuition.
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‘And action ...’ he said to himself. Once he saw possibili-
ties and followed his intuition he always took action too. 
Sometimes small, but sometimes massive action as well. 

Suddenly the insight struck him, like a clap of thunder: 
Bam! 

ACTION. 
He backed away.
As though he were struck by lightning.
He could hear Paul’s voice: ‘There is a third ingredient, 

but you’ll have to discover that for yourself.’
That third ingredient was ACTION. He was sure of it.

He ran to the kitchen, grabbed a piece of chalk and wrote 
the success formula in large letters on the wall painted 
with blackboard paint:

Believe in possibilities
Follow your intuition
Take action

All of a sudden it became clear to him why things that 
others often agonized over apparently came so easily to 
him. He saw what many people were missing and what 
he himself had lost for a while in the previous months: 
having an idea of what you want, what annoys you, and 
what you want to be different. But then not doing any-
thing about it for whatever reason, whatever excuses 
people thought up or whatever limiting beliefs they had. 
I am too old, too young, I have no money, no network, it’s 
not possible, it’s not allowed, it won’t work, I can’t do it. 
The obstacles people saw for themselves were countless 
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and that’s why they failed to take action. The excitement 
that had taken Ber over was almost tangible. He ran out-
side and, like a child, bombed into the pool.

 
«

He put on a pair of shorts and decided to go for a walk. 
He was bursting with energy and adrenalin. While he 
walked, he thought about the questions: What makes 
me mad? What stirs me up? What would I like to see dif-
ferent in the world?

He thought back to that fi rst evening on Ibiza with 
Maria, when he had expressed his frustration with the 
dissatisfaction and gloom on the work fl oor. The attitude 
of a lot of employees, who don’t dare to follow their 
dreams and settle when they are obviously not happy. 
The fact that so many people burn out or worse, that 
their lives are not satisfying because they cannot express 
themselves through their work. People are unable to do 
the things they enjoy. Isn’t 88 percent insane?

It quickly became clear that this is what stirred him 
up. Back in the kitchen he looked again at the golden 
formula. Could it be that people simply aren’t able to 
improve their working lives, because they don’t know 
this formula? It’s logical for you to fail if you don’t know 
what you have to do? Wasn’t it up to him to go and tell 
everyone?

It looked like the pieces of the puzzle were falling into 
place. With a plate full of healthy snacks he stepped into 
his dream room, the master bedroom. There’s hidden 
power in dreams, he had learned from the story of Walt 
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Disney, who died just before the opening of a huge Disney 
theme park. A journalist asked his nephew, Rod Disney: 
‘Isn’t it a terrible shame that Walt will never see it?’ To 
which his nephew explained: ‘No, it’s like this: old Walt 
saw it fi rst, that’s why we can see it now!’ Everything is 
created twice, fi rst as a vision or dream or wish, and only 
then in reality, Ber realized. 

With his eyes closed, Ber imagined how his ideal 
world would look and what role he would play in that. 
He visualized his life fi ve years into the future. All sorts 
of images came to mind. A wonderful place to live. Maria. 
Children?

He imagined himself completely relaxed, without 
the work stress he was experiencing at that moment. 
He imagined a world where everyone was happy 
because they were doing work they loved and were 
good at. Harmony on the work fl oor, between people 
who respected each other and whose unique talents 
complemented each other. Places of work where people 
could develop themselves through their work and where 
people were appreciated and recognized for what they 
could contribute. What was a wonderful place. His 
own role was not absolutely clear, besides from being 
the driving force in the background to bring about this 
situation The question was, how ...?

«

The next morning he awoke from his dreams. He felt light 
and rejuvenated as though he had been on a journey. A 
journey into his future. It was a wonderful world to be in 
and gave him a deep sense of satisfaction to imagine he 
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was going to play a role in creating that world. But he felt 
restless and disappointed at the same time because he 
had no idea how to achieve it. 

Ber threw himself onto the large lounge sofa in the 
living room. The fantastic Hi-Fi system had speakers 
throughout the entire house. He set it to shuffl e. He 
looked at the biographies in the bookcase and thought 
about the people he admired. Or who he envied, because 
it is possible to allow envy to work positively for you, he 
realized. 

He saw big names like Gandhi, Mandela and Mother 
Teresa, who he admired, of course. But there were 
also Jobs and Gates, Zuckerberg and Page and Brin 
of Google, who he also admired. Entrepreneurs who 
make a difference. He read about Ricardo Semler, who 
really chose for people within his company, Semco. And 
about the airline company Southwest Airlines, with its 
‘Employee First’ motto. Not a marketing ploy, rather a 
case of practice what you preach. The same for Tony 
Hsieh of Zappos and Richard Branson of Virgin who see 
work as an important source of happiness. People who 
have a really positive impact on large groups of people 
and have fun and earn money at the same time, that 
was what Ber wanted too. ‘Embrace life through work’ he 
had read somewhere. Wow.

Intuitively, Ber sensed that his passion lay in creating 
this type of working environment, but he had no idea 
how to give form to this newly discovered passion. By 
now it was Sunday afternoon, in fi ve hours Maria would 
be back. He had the feeling he wasn’t quite fi nished yet.
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More reactions had arrived in his inbox, in line with the 
previous ones: ‘You get things done that other people 
don’t even dare to dream of’. He let it wash over him. It 
reinforced this new idea that he had something wonder-
ful to do.

There was also an e-mail inviting him to a reception 
at work on the coming Friday: ‘Thank God It’s Friday’ was 
the theme. Oh, my God, who thought up that theme? 
Too cynical for words! Ber felt the gap between him and 
his work widening. From the Hi-Fi the number I don’t like 
Mondays from the Boomtown Rats began to play. How 
many people now have a knot in their stomach when 
they think about tomorrow, the fi rst day of the new 
working week? He wondered. 

«

‘Thank God It’s Monday!’
The phrase seemed to come from nowhere. 
And in an instant he knew. 
He was going to make sure that not Friday, but Monday 

was the best day of the week. A dag to look forward to, by 
helping people to create work for themselves that they 
really loved doing. With the help of his magical success 
formula: Possibilities, Intuition, Action. 

It began to fl ow. He opened the word processing program 
and started to write. The ideas came to him intuitively 
and his fi ngers didn’t stray from the keyboard.

Thank God It’s Monday: TGIM. An online TGIM 
program of weekly steps to bring you closer to more 
enjoyable work. A network of ambassadors, a worldwide 
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fi xed TGIM moment on Monday at 12 noon. TGIM 
lunches, to refl ect on your working week and for mutual 
support. TGIM buddies who looked out for each other.

All sorts of TGIM tests. Meetings at Starbucks, hotels, 
Seats2Meet, schools, universities. And online of course: 
hangouts, Facebook, Google, Twitter. A website, an app, 
a newsletter for each time zone, webinars, TGIM talks.

After an hour and a quarter he jumped up and started 
a room-wide mind map on the blackboard wall in the 
kitchen, totally in the fl ow:

A fund for all the good TGIM ideas, a new TGIM song, 
maybe even sung by Bob Geldof himself, a tune, a jingle. 
There had to be branding, a logo, a house-style. A brilliant 
launch, viral videos, role models, so cool that everyone 
had to join in. Off-peak hours on Monday in restaurants, 
hotels, newspapers and magazines to be used for deals. 
Television, radio and the papers.

A TGIM guerrilla to visit offi ces, gas stations, to show 
up on trains, at airports. The liberation front for grey 
mice. Send-a-friend, peer coaching on Monday, free 
coaching sessions, with all the coaches participating 
for credits, stickers on lampposts, highway billboards, a 
podcast, taxi advertising, advertising in lifts ...

The ringing of the telephone startled him. Maria. 
‘Honey, I am getting on the plane now. Don’t forget to 
pick me up. And how’s it going with the magic?’ she 
asked.

‘You’ll never believe it. It’s going to be great! We will 
start tomorrow, Monday!’ he answered excitedly.

‘Grab a taxi, will you. I’ll explain it all later.’
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Maria was pleased to hear the passion in his voice again.
‘Oh, and by the way,’ he said, ‘I am quitting my job.’

«

When Maria stepped out of the taxi, Ber was so preoccu-
pied in the kitchen that he didn’t even notice. She looked 
through the window at him before coming in. Sparkle in 
his eyes! 

‘What a work of art!’ She said when she saw the 
enormous mind map across the entire wall. Surprised, 
he gave her a kiss and carried on. 

She put down her things and looked from a distance 
at what was written on the wall. 

‘It’s going to be really brilliant. Sit down, then I’ll tell 
you my plan.’

She poured two glasses of wine and sat down. ‘Have 
you eaten?’

‘Later,’ said Ber, while he made more notes on the 
wall.

‘You know how I hate that so many people don’t like 
their work yet don’t do anything about it? Well, that’s 
where I want to come in. I am going to make sure that 
Monday becomes the best day of the week. A day when 
everyone refl ects on their work and takes action if they 
are not satisfi ed. And I am going to help them with that.’ 
He beamed. ‘The movement will be known as “Thank 
God It’s Monday”. And it’s going to become larger than 
life.’

Maria glanced quickly at the mind map. It went off 
in every direction, she couldn’t make much sense of 
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it: online, Google, Facebook, Twitter. Airports, guerrilla, 
TGIM lunches, Starbucks, TGIM app, Bob Geldof, Richard 
Branson, TGIM club, DreamJob hotel lobbies, community, 
ambassadors...

‘I am going to ensure that people all over the world 
enjoy their work, and that they do what suits them. 
And show them that they can do something the bring 
about change if that’s not the case. I have discovered 
the golden formula, the reason why I always manage 
to create success when others don’t.’ He rattled on. ‘ I 
asked all sorts of people to give me feedback, and that’s 
the common denominator. According to: Patrick, Cor, my 
brother and sister, Dick from the employment agency. I 
see what it is I always did when something wasn’t going 
well: I saw possibilities, followed my intuition and took 
action. Action, that’s the crucial missing ingredient, yet 
that’s what most people forget. So nothing ever happens, 
of course.’

‘Ok, but what is your plan, exactly?’ Maria asked 
carefully. 

‘First thing is to quit my job,’ answered Ber resolutely.
Maria said nothing.
‘Then useall my skills to get a movement off the 

ground, to make a difference on the work fl oor worldwide. 
To help millions of people to have a more satisfying life, 
by teaching them to make better choices in their work. 
Embrace life through work.’

Maria stared quietly in front of her, then she stood up. 
‘But you don’t have to quit your job to do that? I’m not 
sure, Ber ...’ She walked out onto the patio.
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Ber was astonished. He hadn’t expected this. 
He ran after her. ‘Honey, I have to do this. I have 

discovered why it is that people stay stuck, even 
when they are dissatisfi ed. It is logical that you don’t 
understand how it works. I have discovered the steps, I 
have to share them. With the whole world.’

Maria sat down by the pool. 
‘Ber, I hate to say this. But people can be dense, I think 

you’ll be fl ogging a dead horse. No one is looking for this. 
I am sorry that that I said it, but I want to protect you 
from disappointment,’ she said softly. ‘You will never 
manage to get this off the ground. And certainly not if 
you want to earn money with it.’

Ber couldn’t believe his ears. Was this the same 
woman who had earlier encouraged him to follow his 
heart?

‘What if we want a baby one of these days?’ she 
continued. ‘Then we don’t want to live in a one room 
apartment with the three of us, we’re used to the lifestyle 
we have. You don’t want to give that all up?’ Her eyes 
were dull and she was close to tears. ‘Maybe we need 
to accept that work isn’t always fun. I have bad days 
too, it’s just par for the course, Ber! What’s more, you’re 
always making plans, but this requires implementing 
power and that’s not your strongest point, Ber.’ That was 
mean, because if there was one thing he did have, it was 
implementing power. 

‘I just don’t want you to make a fool of yourself with 
a huge plan that turns into nothing,’ she said with tears 
in her eyes.

Ber was completely fl oored. All the energy and fl ow 
he had felt in the last hours ebbed out of him. he looked 
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at Maria and felt nothing. Distance. He couldn’t connect 
with her thoughts and feelings. 

‘I need to get away for a bit,’ was all he could say. He 
walked down the driveway, outside the grounds into the 
dark night. 

After half an hour he managed put Maria’s reaction in 
perspective. He realized that his plan had put her in a 
panic.

I have to return to my own fi re, he thought.
Under the stars, he visualized his one hundredth 

birthday. He visualized a festive gathering, full of the 
eternally young who were there to raise their glass 
with him to celebrate his centenary. Everyone who 
meant anything to him was there. It was busy and the 
atmosphere was elated. Then he imagined that Maria 
asked everyone to listen for a moment. She stood on a 
small step. She was looking good despite her 98 years. 

‘Dear friends,’ she began, ‘I would like to look back 
briefl y on my wonderful life with Ber. I can’t tell you how 
unbelievably grateful and proud I am of my husband. The 
enormous contribution he has made by taking a brave 
step and quitting his job. Initially I was against it, but he 
managed to get the Thank God It’s Monday movement 
off the ground. I am so happy he kept going. More than 
one million people have been helped by him, directly or 
indirectly, to realize a better life for themselves.’ Everyone 
applauded.

‘I didn’t always make things easy for you, Ber,’ she 
continued. ‘But one of the many reasons why I love you is 
that you always followed your own formula, even before 
you knew it was a formula. You always saw and believed 
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in possibilities that I hadn’t seen yet, you followed your 
intuition and took action. Even now, since retirement is 
a term that doesn’t resonate with you. You really don’t 
need to work anymore, but just keep on going. Please!’ 
She stepped down carefully from the stage and walked 
over to him. The gave each other a rickety hug, and it felt 
great.

A serene calmness came over Ber. The night was per-
fectly still, broken here and there by the sound of a dog 
barking. The smile on Ber’s face wouldn’t go away. 

‘What should the headline of the New York Times be, 
about what we are going to achieve with TGIM?’ He 
asked himself that teasing question. His fantasy was 
working overtime.

‘Monday the new highlight of the week.’
‘Work rediscovered as the source of happiness.’
‘Looking forward to Monday morning the most 

normal thing in the world.’
‘Worldwide movement helps people to fi nd enjoyable 

work.’

He could see it as clear as day and could almost write 
the article paragraph by paragraph. 

When he arrived back at the villa all the lights were out. 
Maria had left the patio lighting on when she went to 
bed. He walked into the kitchen and looked at his mind 
map. He tried to imagine Maria, who he had probably 
given the fright of her with his manic summary of ideas 
and chances on the wall. There was not a lot of line to be 
seen in it. The fi rst step is that I have to bring more line 
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and structure into the plan, he determined. And gather 
help troops around me. 

He wrote in large letters with a red marker: ‘New York 
Times headlines: We do like Mondays!’

He sympathized with Maria. He crept up close to her 
warm body in the dream room and she woke up. ‘Sorry,

babe,’ she mumbled sleepily.
‘It’s ok, honey.’ He kissed her back. ‘It’s more than ok, 

actually.’
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chapter 6

The movement

Looking back it’s actually hard to believe that there was 
only a year between the weekend in Ibiza and the article 
on the front page of the New York Times. Even Ber couldn’t 
have predicted that when he handed in his notice to his 
stunned boss in Barcelona just a week after the trip. 

‘You obviously know what you’re doing, Ber,’ was all 
David managed to say.

‘I just have to do it, David,’ Ber had told him. ‘I am 
taking Maria back to Amsterdam with me and from 
there I want to make a difference on the work fl oor 
worldwide. Global empowerment. I have to help as many 
people as possible by telling them how they can make 
their work more enjoyable. There is so much suffering, 
dissatisfaction, so much missed happiness in life. I have 
to help, because it’s simpler than people think!’

The Swede looked at him compassionately. Their 
worlds were miles apart. He hardly listened as Ber 
continued to speak. 

‘I have discovered three simple steps that people can 
apply to make their work more enjoyable. I can’t keep 
that to myself.’ 
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Ber leaving was huge problem for David even though Ber 
was not aware of it. The forty year old had a tired look in 
his eyes. As a result of Ber’s decision, it didn’t look like 
work was going to get better any time soon. 

Ber shared his enthusiasm for his new plans with any 
colleague who wanted to hear it. ‘I feel in every fi ber of 
my being that I have to put my newly discovered for-
mula out there in the world,’ Ber rattled on. ‘This is what 
I have to contribute. How cool is it to give millions of 
people the tools and secrets to help them become better, 
nicer and happier. See possibilities, follow your intuition 
and take action. Simple. This is what I have to, no doubt 
about it.’

‘Fantastic, Ber. Very courageous,’ was an often heard 
reaction. ‘Good for you.’ Then people went about their 
business again, while Ber bounced further. But Ber didn’t 
need confi rmation, he could feel the adrenalin rush 
through his body. 

Maria saw the move to Holland as a great adventure. At 
this point her job had taken on a mobile character, and 
she could easily continue to work for the Amsterdam 
offi ce of the company. A friend of theirs was traveling for 
a couple of months and they were lucky they could move 
into her apartment in The Pipe district of Amsterdam. 

The three weeks that were needed to transfer his 
work to a replacement and move to Amsterdam seemed 
to drag on forever, but now, on Wednesday morning at 
quarter past ten, Ber was sitting at home at the kitchen 
table. He thought back on the Spanish adventure and 
the warm words at his farewell. It had been a good time. 
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Now it was time for the next adventure. He had to move 
forward. 

For the fi rst time in his life, Ber was without a job. No, 
he was an entrepreneur, he corrected himself. That’s a 
world of difference. 

The house was quiet, Maria had left early and the 
peace in house was overwhelming. You could hear almost 
nothing from the street. In this quiet street, two blocks 
from the Albert Cuyp market, there was little traffi c in 
the mornings. Most of the inhabitants left early for work. 

Ber looked over his notes that he had spread out 
across the table. There was still very little line to be seen 
in the random thoughts, snippets of ideas. Plenty of 
ideas, that’s for sure. 

‘Find reinforcements,’ he said quietly. ‘That is one of the 
fi rst things I have to do. Organize a striking force.’ He 
was always good at fi nding people to complement him, 
that gave him confi dence. He opened his computer and 
began to write a new e-mail. 

‘Help!’ he typed at the top of the e-mail. ‘Every day, 
millions of people go to work reluctantly. For them we are 
creating a worldwide Thank God It’s Monday movement. 
We are going to help people to make their work more 
fun, with free exercises, forms of work, inspiration. We 
connect people, so that they can join forces to transform 
their work into something they look forward to. Soon, 
Monday will be the coolest day of the week. We are going 
to help people to become better, nicer and happier! To 
me that is so important, I was willing to give up my 
career for it. I am going for it, and I can use all the help 
I can get. Do you think it’s as important as I do? Are 
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you or do you know someone who can help with sales, 
alliances, videos, support, fi nances, website, community 
management, content, etc.? Let me know and join us! Do 
you have a good idea or want to think with us? I’d like to 
hear that too!’

He sent the e-mail to his entire Gmail-address book. 
That turned out to be more people than he realized. 
Apparently it stored all the e-mail addresses of people 
with whom you ever had e-mail contact. 1,878 e-mails.

But I have a lot more, Ber remembered. He opened the 
Salesmagician.com database. That contained more than 
12,000 addresses of sales oriented people. On a whim 
and in a slightly excited state he copied the sent mail. 
Send. Another 12,242 e-mails were sent. Forgiveness in 
hindsight, instead of permission in advance. His partners 
Coen and Adriaan would forgive him. Intuitive action!

In the days that followed reactions fl owed in. Encour-
agement, loose ideas, enthusiastic reactions. It was 
heartwarming how most people offered moral support, 
admired his action and wished him every success. There 
were some responses from people who really wanted to 
help, but not from people who had a distinctive profi le or 
qualifi cation. Ber also read the reactions of friends and 
acquaintances from which he detected some reserve. It 
wasn’t the exact words, but more reading between the 
lines:

‘I wish you all the best with this mission, you’re going 
to need it!’ wrote a former colleague.

‘Good luck with your adventure,’ e-mailed another. 
Of: ‘You’re brave, Ber. What a challenge. But I’m sure you 
will succeed,’ a third one said without much conviction.
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«

On the fi rst Monday of his new life, Ber couldn’t muster 
up any energy. By now it was half past eleven and after 
his third cup of coffee he sat at his computer and read 
the e-mails again. 

The reactions from those around him were without 
exception positive, but the real support from people who, 
with him, could make a difference, was missing. What 
had he expected? Had he expected that people would 
immediately want to be part if it? More support? Ber 
noticed that his head was fi lled with restless thoughts 
that had been preventing him from taking productive 
action all morning. 

Intuitively, Ber sat on a cushion on the fl oor in the middle 
of the room. He closed his eyes, placed his hands on his 
crossed legs, and welcomed the quiet. The few noises 
from outside were not overpowering, but Ber searched 
for the calm in his busy head. His backside touched 
the ground via the cushion, connected to his limbs, his 
breathing, his heartbeat. Thoughts arose, he observed 
and let them go. The focus on the space between the 
thoughts calmed him. The space between the thoughts 
grew. Silence. 

‘What is the benefi t of the lack of complete support?’ 
was the thought that intuitively sprang to mind. He 
let it sink in. An image of the ideal world sprang up. A 
world where people enjoy their work, into which they 
can put the best of themselves. Helping each other, in 
harmony, complementing each other. Work fl oors where 
colleagues see and support each other, to get the best out 
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of their work, by being themselves as much as possible. 
Laughing people, high fi ves. It was a fantastic vision. 

‘What does it mean that support is not forthcoming?’ 
the question came up again. Words and letters appeared. 
Random letters, nonsense letters. Ber couldn’t make 
sense of them:

Ifi  . Ti Sto. Beit. I Sup. Tom E.
With closed eyes, free of any thoughts, Ber stared 

at the letters. They seemed to dance, to rearrange 
themselves. Suddenly he saw what they meant:

if it is to be it is up to me

As if he were struck by a bolt of lightning. ‘Of course! It 
really has to come from me,’ he realized. ‘Really from 
me. It is all up to me, and no one else. This is my task, my 
skill, my contribution. The lack of support only makes it 
clearer! It’s up to me.’

The realization brought a deep sense of calm over 
him.

Thirty seconds later a cacophony of sirens broke the 
silence. Monday at 12 o’clock precisely. The monthly test 
moment for the air alarms sounded over the whole city. 
Ber was shocked out of his spontaneous meditation. 

‘Monday 12 noon as anchor moment,’ he decided. 
‘Worldwide. Thank God It’s Monday!’

He hurried to his desk and wrote down: ‘If it is to be, 
it is up to me: Monday 12 noon.’

«
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Rejuvenated and steadfast, he spent the afternoon draw-
ing up a plan of action. Clear and focused, he thought 
about what needed to happen and in what sequence. 
After some shuffl ing and searching this is what he came 
up with:

1  Mission
2  Team
3  Strategy
4  Money

In his mind Ber switched back and forth between huge 
visions and the here and now. He saw the world he 
wanted to create in front of him, one where work dis-
satisfaction was eradicated, where people could put 
themselves into their work and were happy to contribute 
using their unique talents.

He thought back on his meeting with Paul Albenkov 
in Mallorca. ‘Most people don’t believe that work can be 
fun,’ he had said. ‘They think that their life is preordained 
and that they have no infl uence over it – when in fact, 
work, after love, is the most beautiful thing you as a 
person have to offer.’

Ber felt deeply connected with those words. And with 
the pain of so many. It will be mission work for the most 
part, he refl ected. Helping people to see that things can 
be different, that they have a choice, that work can be 
fun. It all begins when you believe in possibilities. You 
only take action if you see that it makes sense, and that 
it is possible.
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‘Work just isn’t fun, Ber,’ he remembered the words of 
his cycling buddies. What a persistent misunderstand-
ing! 88 percent of the working population experiences 
every day that he is not satisfi ed with his work. If you 
think things can’t be different, if you keep that convic-
tion in mind, then you will never take focused action. 
Whatever your intuition whispers in your ear; the belief 
that work just isn’t fun, will imprison you in work that 
isn’t fun. You see what you believe. Thoughts become 
things. Turning those thoughts around is an important 
fi rst step. 

Ber realized that this was his mission: bridging the 
gap between the world as it is, and the world as it can be. 
Leading people to think new thoughts using simple tools 
and then helping them to take action to make their work 
more fun. Simple. Effective. Worldwide.

‘It all comes together on one website,’ Ber said to him-
self. ‘That’s for sure.’

Time to take action.
He surfed the net in search of the right domain 

name and discovered that the ideal URL was unclaimed: 
www.tg.im. Excited, he grabbed his credit card and 
with a couple of clicks of the mouse and payment of a 
substantial annual fee the domain name was his, three 
minutes after he had decided there had to be a website. 
Things can go really fast when you act on intuition.

The domain name was his fi rst fi nancial investment 
in the movement and it felt fantastic. Now things had 
really taken off. 

‘The website is the hub from which we give the world 
the inspiration, insights and tools to take action,’ Ber 
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continued. ‘We must get as many visitors as possible to 
the website and make sure they subscribe, so that we 
can continuously share the tools and insights with them. 
That’s our strategy.’

Ber realized that he would incur more costs at this 
stage. Seed capital as it’s known, money needed for the 
initial startup. It must be allocated to building the fi rst 
website and to branding, the house style, the fi rst printed 
materials. All before any money can be generated or 
earned. Usually put up by the entrepreneur himself. In 
Ber’s case that would be a couple of thousand euros. 

‘There must be a team,’ Ber mumbled. He realized that 
he needed help from committed people, people who, like 
him, would really go for it and would put all their time 
and energy into the movement. A team that comple-
mented and inspired each other, that was an example of 
what work could be, a small group of passionate people 
whose dream job it was to set up this movement. 

Ber jotted down the basic team’s most important 
tasks on a sheet of paper:
  community manager, the central fi gure and jack of 
all trades;

  designer, who can put ideas into design within fi fteen 
minutes, in the house style and with the right 

     look-and-feel;
  technician, someone to build and maintain the web-
site;

  sales, to fi nd as many alliances and partners as pos-
sible;

  marketing, to think up unique actions to make the 
world aware of TGIM.
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This basic team must be reinforced with various coaches 
and experts and people who can contribute to projects, 
such as interviews, writing copy, making videos and the 
like. For them the exposure could be of support to their 
own business. 

Ber stared out the window. Of course a team like that 
would not build itself. An enterprise like this starts with 
the right people who have the right passion and com-
mitment. Finding them would be the fi rst, very impor-
tant step. Then he must be able to offer them the right 
reward. Preferably in money, so that they don’t have to 
earn their living elsewhere and could go for it completely. 
But there are more means of payment, according to Ber. 
Working on a brilliant project, with inspiring people, the 
fantastic opportunity of making the world a better place, 
were part of the reward and would make it easier to fi nd 
the right people. 

Ber knew that in the end, money was never a problem. 
There was an abundance of money in the world. The 
trick was to gain access to it. Tempting others with the 
right offer to participate.

Sponsors. Clients. Partners. Financiers. Donors. 
Friends. Funds. Crowdsourcing.

It must be possible to develop business models with the 
TGIM movement, to mobilize money to continue to exist 
and function sustainably. To become increasingly solid, 
step by step. From small to large, be smart and think big 
at the same time. It would be one of the fi rst puzzles Ber 
would have to solve in the coming weeks. 
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«

‘If you need us to help you with the website, then we’re 
happy to do that for you!’ said the incoming e-mail 
from the guys at Salesmagician.com ‘At no cost. As a 
return favor for your support.’ The fi rst welcome offer of 
help had arrived. Super! This created the possibility of 
launching the fi rst version of the website, Version 1.0, in 
a really short space of time. 

‘In the past,’ Cor told Ber, ‘starting a company or a move-
ment was a lot more complicated.’ Ber’s old boss - the 
slightly overweight, passionate owner of the promotion 
fi rm - had invited him to lunch to share his thoughts. 
The second, concrete offer of help and Ber grabbed it 
with both hands. Cor was an inspirational entrepreneur 
who had achieved a lot. He enjoyed sharing his knowl-
edge, the same way he was enjoying the club sandwich 
that he was devouring with large, noisy mouthfuls. 

‘Before you started,’ he continued with his mouth 
half-full, ‘you had to have thought out your total 
business comprehensively, with all the details and 
possible scenarios and risks, before a single action was 
taken. But that’s totally not the case anymore. You just 
start, you evaluate what works and adapt your actions 
as you go.’ He took another huge bite. ‘That’s how you 
improve and it’s possible to start immediately.’

‘Jump off the cliff and learn how to fl y on your way 
down,’ said Ber.

‘Exactly!’ answered Cor with his mouth full. ‘Only 
now you can do that with a lot less risk.’ He wanted to 
talk and swallow at the same time. He chose the latter, 
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fortunately. ‘Communicating with your audience is much 
easier, cheaper and more direct than it used to be,’ he 
continued. ‘Prototypes of products and pilots of services 
are easier to make and bring to your audience. And you 
get immediate feedback, requested and unrequested via 
social media, so that you know right away what works 
and what doesn’t. As honest as can be.’

Ber could visualize it. He would build the fi rst version 
of his TGIM platform and improve it with continuous 
updates. Right from the beginning, do what it takes 
to attract people to the platform, that could start 
immediately. 

‘I am happy to advise you, Ber, I enjoy it,’ said Cor. ‘It’s 
great to see you stick your neck out. The topic may not 
be my thing, but I love entrepreneurs and people who 
dare to take risks. You have obviously proven that you 
can put something out there. I realize that every month 
when I pay your commission. That was so smart of you.’

‘Thanks, Cor, I can learn a lot from you.’
‘Start with good branding. Make sure it’s clear what 

you stand for, what you have to offer your audience, your 
je look-and-feel and tone of voice. That is your basis. 
You must take the time to do that properly.’ Ber realized 
that Cor was right. A clear profi le and brand is the basis. 
‘I have a girlfriend,’ said Cor, ‘she’s in the business. 
Sessions in brand defi nition, brand promise, the benefi ts 
for the followers, and so on. Important issues. It comes 
at a price, but it’s a worthwhile investment. I will ask her 
to charge a friendly price.’

Ber took that advice and the branding session was 
planned for not even a week later. ‘Then you have a 
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couple of days to organize your team,’ Marije, Cor’s 
branding friend who would give the session, said over 
the phone. 

Ber’s slight panic was replaced by trust. ‘Just let me 
follow my intuition, then the team will work out,’ he told 
himself. He made a sport of following his own method: 
possibilities, intuition, action. It was a game for him.

«

That same afternoon he bumped into Dick from the 
employment agency. After their professional collabora-
tion they had kept in touch a bit, it clicked between them. 
It had become less because of Ber’s Spanish adventure. 
Ber hadn’t seen him in two years, until he saw him in a 
cafe, tucked away behind a latte and a laptop. 

‘Caught you,’ Ber startled him.
‘Hey, Ber!’ Dick reacted in surprise, ‘What brings you 

here?’ His eyes glowed. ‘Are you working on your TGIM 
project? I wanted to answer your e-mail.’

Ber realized that Dick had received his e-mail request, 
and told him about his adventures of the last two years. 

‘And you, how are you doing?’ asked Ber. ‘Still placing 
temps?’

Dick looked at him knowingly.
‘No, man, I’m happy to say I put that behind me.’
He let a silence fall, and Ber was able to question him 

more.
‘Tell me, how are things? What are you doing?’
‘I was done with the temp world,’ said Dick. ‘It really 

is a tedious business.’
‘Tell me more!’ Ber encouraged him.
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‘You know, it’s all about one thing of course. Vacancies 
have to be fi lled. One way or another. After a while I got 
really bored. People are the putty to fi ll the holes in com-
panies. It began to bother me more and more.’

Ber remembered how Dick had placed him in all sorts 
of jobs. He realized he had been putty. He had not been 
aware of that.

‘When I started, I wanted to help people fi nd their 
dream job,’ Dick continued. ‘But that got buried. It was all 
about placing as many people as possible. Wherever. You 
probably noticed. It was my job to place you, anywhere, I 
was held accountable for that. No time for a discussion. 
Never mind fi nding out what you really wanted.’

Ber observed his discussion partner. He had clearly 
aged. He was wiser too. He saw that Dick meant what 
he said. ‘Isn’t work too important for that, Ber? He was 
looking for approval confi rmation from Ber and seemed 
wound up about it. ‘You spend more time at work 
than at home, with your partner, with your friends. It 
shouldn’t be something you just do. Isn’t work much 
more important than that? 

Ber could see that Dick had changed. The fi re with 
which he said his piece, made it clear he was serious. It 
was as if he had tapped into a deeper layer.

‘What now, Dick?’ asked Ber. ‘What are you doing 
now? Where are you working?’

‘I’ve started coaching. I had a regular job for a year in 
career guidance and as a trainer. But I do it as a freelancer 
now,’ said Dick. He pointed at his laptop, where he was 
on LinkedIn. ‘I have set up a few online things in the area 
of coaching and I am orienting myself for another job 
alongside that.’
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Ber listened to his intuition. This was too much of a 
coincidence. The universe had a hand in this, that was 
obvious. Ber had no choice but to take action. ‘I’ve got 
something for you, Dick. Do you want to help me with 
the TGIM project that I am setting up?’

Dick was exactly what Ber needed. He had the same 
inherent passion for the project, but complementary 
qualities and network contacts. Dick had the capacity 
to think and do creatively and he stimulated Ber in his 
ideas and insights. Together they could fl y and the one 
brilliant plan after the other was born. 

‘Why don’t we approach the railways, and do 
something with trains on Mondays!’ said Dick. ‘And radio 
and television of course!’

‘We are going totally international, Dick, right from 
the start,’ said Ber. ‘Everything in English.’

‘I lived in America for a couple of years, I went to high 
school there, so my English is near native,’ Dick answered 
Ber’s question as to whether he could speak English.

‘And we can do a lot online. There are so many 
possibilities. With user generated content, a forum, 
meetups online and offl ine! Let’s do this, Ber. Fantastic!’

‘Good idea, Dick. Can you hook up next Monday for a 
branding session? From there we can get started on the 
fi rst phase, for three months.’

«

Ber wanted a small start-up team of three people for 
the branding session. From there the fi rst steps could be 
taken and more people involved, like someone for the 
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design and technical side to create low threshold online 
communication to send out to the world. An a commu-
nity manager, who could be the voice behind the plat-
form.

‘A good team complement each other,’ thought Ber. 
He recalled the team session he had organized with his 
outbound team in Barcelona. Not all the same type of 
people, but complementary qualities. ‘So I have to fi nd 
someone who is not like me or Dick. What do we need 
fi rst?’

To be effective you have to know where your qualities 
lie, of course. But it is just as useful to know what you are 
not capable of. What your blind spots and pitfalls are. 
‘Structure and organization’ mused Ber, ‘that’s where I 
could use some help. I wonder how this help will show 
itself.’

Call it the law of attraction, the magic of synchronicity 
or just the luck of the draw, in Ber’s life the right things 
and people had a habit of showing up when he followed 
his intuition to take action. To Ber it was the most 
normal thing in the world that the universe also gave 
him a helping hand now. 

‘This is Tessa,’ Maria introduced an unfamiliar 
woman who was in their living room, ‘our new neighbor.’ 
Tessa had just lost her job as coordinating editor for 
a magazine that had gone belly-up. It didn’t seem to 
bother her. ‘Now that they’ve let me go,’ she said, ‘new 
doors to a new world are opening up for me. Things are 
moving more and more to online.’

Good choice of words, thought Ber, let go. He listened, 
fascinated to his new neighbor.



c h a p t e r  6  –  t h e  m o v e m e n t

111

‘I want to do more with personal development,’ she con-
tinued. ‘Helping people to live to their full potential.’

Ber didn’t doubt for a moment and smiled at the 
universe. 

‘I am working on a new movement, Thank God It’s 
Monday. We want people to experience more enjoyment 
in their work. Your background and interest are suited to 
managing the international community we are going to 
create on www.tg.im. Do you want to hear more about 
it?’

It was a match made in heaven. The TGIM start up 
team was complete.

«

Marije was a typical advertising lady. Mid thirties, Ber 
guessed. Wore trendy clothes, high heels and a provoc-
ative dress. Probably no ties, and certainly no lack of 
attention. Not to be missed. Her engaging smile radiated 
self-confi dence and approachability. 

‘Glad to be of service,’ she began. ‘Cor told me about 
your ambitions and ideas. I am impressed with your 
mission. An important subject and fantastic that you 
want to make a difference with it.’

Dick and Tessa beamed, happy to be part of it.
‘The method I use to (re) discover the basics of your 

brand is the brand interview,’ Marije began. ‘We interview 
the brand as if it is a person. All the questions have to 
be answered as if it is the brand that is talking to us: in 
the fi rst person.’ Ber was happy with this professional 
approach. It was an unusual form to choose. Where the 
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principle of personal branding was the person as the 
brand, Marije turned it around: the brand as a person!

‘The fi rst question the brand must answer is: Where do 
I come from?’ Marije fi red. ‘That is an important starting 
question. Sub-questions are: what are the moments that 
shaped me? What makes my history unique?’

Ber thought back on the years behind him. What were 
the moments that had brought him to this point? he could 
see the dissatisfi ed expressions of his colleagues at the 
various companies. The unwillingness and reluctance of 
colleagues was often tangible, in the loaded atmosphere 
that hung over the work place. The most disturbing and 
shaping for Ber was the realization that people weren’t 
capable of anything else. The powerlessness to improve 
their situation was often due to the fact that most people 
didn’t know the possibilities they had. They didn’t know 
the simple formula to make your work more enjoyable 
or to realize your dream job either. That realization had 
been his deciding moment for arriving at where he was 
now, the birth of the TGIM movement.

Marije had formulated a whole series of sharp questions 
to ask ‘the brand TGIM’, such as: ‘Where is the world 
going, TGIM? What do you do? What makes you unique?’

Intuitively Ber answered: ‘TGIM is unique because 
it isn’t here yet, but moreover because we are going to 
make it bigger, better and more exciting than any other 
other coaching initiative or career guidance process.’

Dick added: ‘We make the combination between work 
and personal development cool, because we believe that 
it is. With simple, free tools, which people can use to take 
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steps to improve their job situation, step by step.’ They 
all nodded in agreement.

The session was inspiring and enlightening, for Ber too. 
It quickly became became clear what they did and what 
they absolutely did not want. The end result of the ses-
sion was a wonderful ‘brand manifest’ that would be the 
starting point for every action.

It was put on large A3 sheets on the wall:

Work can be fantastic and should be, for everyone.
Work, after love, is the best that a person has to offer. 
Fantastic work means something different to 

everyone, because everyone is unique. 
How much fun your work is, determines how much 

fun you are. As a colleague, friend, partner and parent. 
It determines how nice you are to yourself. In life, few 
things are more important for happiness than having 
fantastic work.

You can create fantastic work yourself, without a 
coach or career guidance advisor, step for step. 

Believe in the possibilities, listen to your intuition and 
take action!

We give you the simple steps, keep you inspired, and 
bring you into contact with your TGIM buddies. You are 
not alone. 

It’s more fun to do it together and it’s the way to grow 
exponentially. 

Let’s create the magic in work; it is possible for you 
too.
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With a glass of champagne in the hand each one read 
the text quietly aloud to himself.

‘Let’s do this’, Ber broke the silence. ‘Thank God It’s 
Monday!’

Beaming, they emptied their glasses.

«

After the branding session the fl oodgates were opened. 
Thanks to the manifest it was precisely clear what 
needed to happen and in which direction the ideas 
needed to be thought up. To reach as many people as 
possible and to show them the simple steps to enjoyable 
work: possibilities, intuition, action.

Ber had set a date for the grand and powerful launch. 
Three weeks after the branding session, on Monday June 
2, at exactly 12 noon, the world would fi nd out. It was 
time for massive action!

‘I have found us an offi ce!’ Dick’s excited voice sounded 
in Ber’s phone. ‘It is exactly what we need. It’s cheap 
and we can move in right away.’ It was a property on the 
canal, that the TGIM movement could move into tempo-
rarily, and suited them perfectly. A large creative space 
to brainstorm, to hold meetings and to get together. A 
small cabinet and coffee machine, fi ve desks and a rapid 
internet connection. 

The walls of the creative space were soon fi lled with 
ideas that seemed to battle for priority. To bring some 
order, Ber split it in two. ‘Let’s use the space on the left for 
ideas for website content.’ The wall fi lled up with dream 
job stories, insight tests, creative exercises, inspirational 
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fi lms, great practical cases, blogs, scientifi c articles, 
webinars, apps, games, tools. There was also a detailed list 
with possible sections for the site: the weekly newsletter 
of course, but also a web shop with books, goodies, 
gadgets. A profi le section, a forum, burning issues, a 
FAQ, the possibility to post, to share experiences, to meet 
each other in person. ‘Our biggest challenge will be to 
choose which ideas should get their wings fi rst, Tessa 
concluded. ‘What benefi ts the community the most and 
what is easy to implement should be fi rst.’

On the right side, the inspirations for marketing the 
movement hung. From simple to ridiculous ways of 
making people aware of TGIM and bringing them to www.
tg.im. Here too the list was infi nite and it was diffi cult 
to choose which to implement fi rst. Guerilla actions. 
Flash mobs. Personal meetings. Advertisements. Google 
campaigns. Ambassadors. It was clear that they had to 
create a snowball effect. People had to tell each other 
about the site, where an irresistible offer to subscribe 
would bring about sign-ups. 

‘What celebrities do we know?’ Ber asked his colleagues. 
Silence. ‘What if we manage to make fi lms or photos of 
famous people, in a professional that clearly doesn’t suit 
them?’ Tessa and Dick looked at Ber confused. ‘With a 
powerful, TGIM pay-off,’ Ber continued.

 Lady Gaga as clumsy cashier. Richard Branson as a 
scatterbrained accountant. Lionel Messi as a bad 
tempered bus driver. That type of thing. And then 
the end message: Get the right job. Thank God It’s 
Monday. Let us help you: www.tg.im.’
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‘That will spread all over the world, no doubt about it,’ 
said Tessa.

‘It has to go viral.’
‘How are we going to do it?’ asked Dick.
‘That’s why I asked the question,’ said Ber, ‘what 

celebrities do we know?’
‘My cousin has contact with Robin van Persie. Is that 

any good?’ said Tessa.
‘Perfect!’ answered Ber.
‘I know someone who visited Branson on Necker 

Island!’ said Dick enthusiastically. ‘My brother Bas has a 
company that specializes in internet fi lms.’

Ber’s idea was genius. The plan for the viral videos 
turned out brilliantly. Tessa’s cousin’s direct link to Van 
Persie, the world famous Manchester footballer, was 
such that he let himself be fi lmed as a street sweeper. 
The world famous star’s back was fi lmed fi rst, so that 
he was unrecognizable. Then he turned to the camera 
with the words: ‘Everyone is at his best if he does what 
he’s good at. That goes for you, too!’ Then he took off his 
sweepers overall and caught a ball with his chest. At the 
bottom the following text appeared: Get the right job! 
Thank God It’s Monday! www.tg.im’

Ber’s team couldn’t resist putting the professionally 
shot fi lm on the website immediately. ‘We need a few,’ 
Ber had said, ‘at least three. If one sheep jumps the dam, 
of course others will follow. That will help us make a 
great launch. We have two weeks.’

The theory of six degrees of separation sounds more 
complicated than it is in practice. The three of them went 
searching for more celebrities. It quickly turned out they 
had access to interesting people. ‘We can get introduced 
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to Branson, via Virgin Unite,’ Dick read in an incoming 
mail. ‘I’ll get on to fi nding a singer, male or female,’ said 
Ber, ‘I know someone directly linked to Lionel Richie. I’ll 
ask for an introduction.’

The Van Persie fi lm was the perfect opening to others. 
Both Richard Branson and Angelina Jolie thought it was 
inspiring and wanted to participate. With his brother, Dick 
achieved the impossible in two weeks: three great fi rms. 
One with Richard Branson as scatterbrained accountant, 
and one with Angelina Jolie as car mechanic and one 
with Lionel Richie as lifeguard. The pay-off remained: 
Get the right job. Thank God It’s Monday. www.tg.im

«

Meanwhile, Tessa and Ber worked on content for the 
website, that was realized by the Salesmagicians. They 
decided to only include a limited number of functional-
ities on the fi rst version. That could easily be expanded 
upon later. 

On version 1.0 the fi lms, various stories from people 
who had established their work in an extraordinary way, 
a collection of inspiring fi lms about work from other 
sources on internet, were prominent. Ber didn’t think it 
was enough. 

‘We must offer the visitor something that he can 
use,’ he frowned, ‘what can really help someone. When 
I was on Ibiza I worked on fi nding out what I have to 
offer and what my next step should be,’ Ber told Tessa. 
‘The exercises I thought up there and used, can also be 
offered via the site.’ Ber worked day and night to turn 
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his ideas into a program to guide people step by step 
through their self-investigation. 

‘I call it the ‘TGIM Journey’’, said Ber. ‘It is free to every-
one who signs up. A ready to go career program that you 
can follow, maybe together with other TGIM Travlrs, that 
sounds cool too.’ He showed the short summary of the 
twenty steps. 

‘For each of the steps I have all sorts of online content, 
fi lms to watch, e-books to download, assignments to 
carry out and games to play. It will keep you busy, also 
because you have to share all sorts of things with the 
TGIM team and other participants. Anyway, this is the 
short summary of the twenty steps.’

 tgim journey

 Step 1  Introduction
 A fi lm about the journey, where I introduce myself 
and the TGIM team and share our mission.

 Step 2  Who are you?
 Introduce yourself in detail in an e-mail to the TGIM 
team. Describe in detail your working life and your 
current situation. Answer the following questions too:
  What is holding you back?
  What are you missing?
  What are your convictions about work?
  What affect has the crisis had on you?
  How do you see your possibilities?
  Is there a dream job for you?
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 Step 3  Mindset
Have you settled for a life as a gray mouse?
You are the one who ultimately makes that decision!
Have you settled for less than your dream job?
 If not, are you ready to do whatever it takes? Are you 
prepared to search for the necessary insights with an 
open mind and curious spirit?
 Where can you imagine improvements in your 
working life?
 What will you miss out on if you don’t take action 
needed to go for this improvement?
 How will your life look in fi ve years, if you don’t take 
action?
 What percent of your talent are you using at this 
point in your life?
 Do you have the idea that you have it in you that 
aren’t coming out, or at least not enough?
 How could your life look in fi ve years, if you do take 
action?
 Is there an inner fi re burning that isn’t given the 
space it deserves?
Send your answers to the TGIM team.

 Step 4  A magical walk
 Step outside your door and take at least a thirty minute 
walk and discover the magical success formula:
  Be open to new possibilities.
  Follow your intuition.
  And take action.

 Let this secret technique work for you, by simply 
getting out and experiencing what’s possible. Perhaps 
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your attention is drawn by something, perhaps you 
talk to someone, go inside somewhere. Don’t avoid 
anything, take the magical walk and let yourself 
be surprised by what is possible. Be open to the 
experience, an incident, an insight or a meeting that 
van be of value to you in the context of your dream job 
journey! Share the experience with the TGIM team!

 Step 5  The secret of your thoughts
 Whether you succeed in turning your dreams into 
reality and realizing your dream job, depends on the 
extent to which you listen to that undermining voice 
in your head and whether you believe what that voice 
tells you. Investigate your thoughts with the ‘Game 
without frontiers’.

 Step 6  You have a lot to lose/ ranking your friends
 If your work isn’t fun, you’re not fun. 
 Make a list of ten persons who are important to you 
and who have a working life. 
 Investigate how satisfi ed they are with their work, for 
example by giving a score between 1 and 10. 
 Then determine how nice or inspiring these people 
are, in your opinion. How much you like being around 
them, the pleasure they radiate and therefore give 
you. 
 You can give this a score between 1 and 10 too. Is 
there a connection between the two scores?

 Step 7  Step into your wildest dream
 Make sure you come into contact with someone 
you don’t know and introduce yourself to that 
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person. You actually introduce yourself as if you are 
the person you want to be in your wildest dreams. 
And that can be anything at all! You can introduce 
yourself as a pop star, but maybe an entrepreneur, 
director, ministar, digger, prof sporter, dancer, artist, 
shopkeeper, garbage collector, forest ranger. Speak 
the present tense! Not ‘I would like….’ but as if it is 
already reality. No reservations or conditions. Go on! 
Go mad and step into your wildest dream. Go for it! 
The TGIM team wants to hear about your experiences 
and what you learned from this.

 Step 8  Discover your talents
 To get an idea of what your ‘behavioral talents’ are 
I offer you a free quick scan Talent analysis. This 
gives a simple impression of where your behavioral 
preferences lie. Then ask at least fi ve friends, family 
members, colleagues or good acquaintances either 
face to face or by phone the following question: 

 To complete an assignment in my TGIM Journey would you 
please tell me what is, according to you, my major talent?

 Post the same question on Twitter, Facebook or 
wherever you like, online and collect the answers.

 Step 9  Your top moment
 Think back on a top moment in your life, in or 
outside of work, where you were doing something 
that suited you perfectly. Where you came into your 
own completely and had the feeling everything was 
fl owing. Share this moment personally with at least 
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one person. Tell this person in detail how that moment 
looked, what happened and what you did exactly. Ask 
the person to pick three talents out of the story. 

 Step 10 Visualization of the future
 Everything that exists now in the world, once came 
about through someone’s imagination. Every creation 
occurs twice, fi rst in fantasy as a wish or dream, and 
only after that in reality. Turning a wish into reality is 
the crucial step we are going take. 
 Find a quiet place, where you can take some time for 
yourself, to take the journey into the future. In the 
bath? In bed? On the couch? 
 Make sure you won’t be disturbed for at least twenty 
minutes! If you have that, start the recorded journey 
into 2020.

 Step 11 Connect the dots
 Go back over the exercises of the last days, where 
you looked in the mirror in different ways. Collect all 
the specifi c characteristics, features and talents you 
have. Write them down, make a list of them. Share 
the list with the TGIM team.

 Step 12 Switch off that computer!
 If you do what you’ve always done, you’ll get what 
you’ve always gotten. And I think you’d like something 
else.
 So I challenge you to make contact with one person, 
in the line of insights so far. Someone who does 
something that you would like. Someone who works 
in a sector that appeals to you, but that you (as yet) 
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know little about. A person you see as an example, 
because he or she has taken the steps you are 
considering. 
 Call or approach that person. Follow your intuition 
and make sure this person helps you become wiser. 
Make sure that he or she tells you something, or 
lets you experience something that increases your 
insights into his or her world. 

 Step 13 The ideal job description
 Imagine that you are the client, employer, entrepreneur 
that is looking precisely for the person you are. With 
exactly all the talents, unique features and personal 
characteristics you have. 
 How would the advertisement, where you are looking 
for that person, look?
 What does the job description of your ideal job look 
like, where you as a person – exactly with what you 
have to offer – are asked for and wanted. Create the 
ideal job or work description.

 Step 14  Personal branding
 Personal Branding is a way of (re) discovering yourself 
and what the unique gift is that you have to offer 
the world. And share it with the world in the in the 
smartest, most effective manner, so that you are able 
to monetize that gift through your work, with a job 
that suits your talents.
 In the Personal Branding webinar we go into the 
theory and practical examples. 
 A good elevator pitch about yourself creates curiosity, 
and ensures that those interested want to learn more 
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about you. It is a short description of who you are, 
what you do, and what you have to offer. Based on the 
pitch, if all goes well, the listener will want to know 
more about you.
 Make sure you tell your pitch to at least fi ve people, 
attentively, face to face! (more is fi ne, of course). In 
addition, experiment with sharing it now and then via 
social networks such as LinkedIn, Twitter, Facebook, 
Google+. Not forgetting the TGIM team!

 Step 15 Let yourself be seen!
 The starting point for your personal branding is the 
result of your self-investigation.
 Gather all the information you have about yourself 
up to now.
 Your elevator pitch discloses precisely those aspects 
that are most important. 
 Make a new CV, one that makes you happy. Download 
the ten tips for an irresistible CV.
 How can you apply this to your Facebook and LinkedIn 
profi les, a blog, a website?
 Think up three ways to let yourself be seen in your 
own unique way.

 Step 16 Make a mood board
 Take a large sheet of paper, preferably as large as a 
fl ip over. Collect at least twenty different magazines, 
of every shape and size. Make sure the material is 
varied and visual, not too much written word in the 
magazines you choose.
 Flick through the magazines and intuitively cut or 
tear out as many images as possible that appeal to 
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you. Don’t think too much about it, just see what 
catches your eye and appeals to you. Then make a 
beautiful collage from the images.
 Use little or no text. Make sure the result is something 
that cheers you up and that you feel comfortable 
with. What does this teach you about your style?

 Step 17 Now it really begins
 The only way to realize your dream job or ideal 
working situation, is to get started. The foundation 
has been laid. 
A foundation of self-understanding and focus. 
A foundation of dealing effectively with your thoughts.
A foundation of effective personal branding.
A wonderful foundation for planning a week of action!
 Make a written list of at least thirty actions you can 
take in the coming week, that will help you make 
progress towards your dream job or ideal work 
situation. No less than thirty, more is always allowed. 
Writing out the list is mandatory.

 Step 18 Organize your work
 If you critically examine how you spend your time, you 
will see that you can easily free up one or two hours a 
day. For example, by getting up earlier, watching less 
television or planning your appointments shorter. 
Discipline is probably the most underrated ingredient 
of success. All success is a result of purposeful focus, 
even when things are diffi cult.
 Put your own discipline rituals together, based on your 
biorhythms. Choose for vitality, by planning sport and 
healthy eating. 
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 Create a physical work space where you can get 
started. A private domain where you have your own 
stuff around you, will increase your effectivity. Explore 
the principles of working smarter and get more of 
a grip on your workfl ow, your e-mail and personal 
effectiveness. 

 Step 19  Organize help
 Use the help that is already around you, in the form 
of your support group, your fellow travelers, via the 
site and Facebook and the friends and family around 
you. Help is closer than you think, all you have to do 
is ask. 
 Networking is a very powerful method of achieving 
more. It is not just about self-confi dence and a 
powerful story (although that does help, of course), 
but more about understanding how to use the ‘weak 
links’ in your network. All your contacts also have 
contacts and social media gives you easy access to 
them. Put your personal communication effectively 
to work to reach your goals. 

 Step 20  A plan
 Almost at the end of this DreamJobJourney, you must 
prepare yourself for your own follow-up. It is essential 
that you make contact with your own potential, that 
is much bigger than you imagine. Edison, the inventor 
or the light bulb and founder of the General Electric 
company, once said: 
 ‘If we did all the things we are capable of doing, we 
would literally astound ourselves!’
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 Do something today to astound yourself. Out of 
the comfort zone, out of your league, outside your 
capabilities. Just because you can!
 Make a plan for the coming months, where you take 
continuous action, with the help of the assignments 
from the previous steps. 

 Have a good journey!

«

Ber was quite proud of this fi rst version of his online tool.

It was the beginning of the self-help section of the site. 
With all sorts of exercises you can analyze yourself from 
all angles by looking at your dreams, you youth, your 
passions, your previous experiences. Asking others what 
they consider to be your major talents, is easy with a 
simple click. That was a way for people to spread the 
word about www.tg.im directly in their own network, 
which from the point of view of marketing, was pretty 
handy. 

‘Do we actually have any idea how we are going to earn 
money with this,’ asked Tessa, ‘so that we can keep doing 
it for free?’

Ber shook his head. ‘Of course that is a relevant 
question, but we’re not going to worry about it now. First 
the launch to get the ball rolling.’ Ber didn’t seem to be 
worried about money. ‘Let’s go for 1 million subscribers. 
First mass then cash.’ He loved short mantras like that 
one. ‘Let’s think about that after the launch.’
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They were told that the website would be ready two days 
before the launch.

‘There’s been a hitch, Ber,’ Salesmagician Coen 
sounded stressed on the phone. ‘We can’t get that 
social sharing section right.’ Ber realized that it was the 
backbone of the platform. If people couldn’t share with 
each other, it wouldn’t grow as fast.

‘How much time do you need, because this is crucial,’ 
asked Ber.

‘We’re doing our best,’ Coen replied, not totally 
convincingly.

The date of the launch was approaching. The strategy 
was simple: a mailing to entice as many people as 
possible to the site. The fi lm with Robing van Persie was 
on the homepage for everyone to see. To see Richard 
Branson and Angelina Jolie you had to leave your e-mail 
address, after which the rest of the site was accessible. 
Under each fi lm and other content there were simple 
ways of sharing via various social networks.

Ber managed to expand his e-mail addresses signifi -
cantly for the mailing through a number of his connec-
tions.

Cor made his address list available, as did a business 
partner of Cor’s who disclosed his e-mail list of 18,000 
addresses. Via via he obtained a list of 18,000 job seekers’ 
e-mail addresses. Dick had a number of connections in 
the recruitment and selection world who were willing to 
share their addresses. A hype around the moment the 
launch was actually taking place was created with two 
different pre-launch mailings.
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Tessa had made contact on Twitter with two major infl u-
entials, who had 400,000 direct followers between them. 
She had used her charm to convince them to retweet the 
link to the mailing, on the day of the launch. 

Google Analytics was installed on the site, so that they 
could see precisely how many visitors there were and 
where they came from. Expectations were high. Now the 
website needed to be up and running, which on the eve-
ning prior to the launch still hadn’t succeeded. ‘There’s 
an error in the code, and we can’t fi nd it, said Coen. ‘I’m 
afraid we may have to start tomorrow without social 
sharing.’

‘No way!’ said Ber, determined, knowing that social 
share at the moment of the launch was crucial. This was 
the moment of truth where the largest leverage had to 
be created. ‘What is needed to make this happen?’ he 
asked Coen.

‘Then we need some extra hands and to pull an all-
nighter,’ said Coen, ‘but these guys are already pretty 
done.’

‘No choice,’ said Ber. ‘What can we do to give them an 
energy boost?’

‘I have two girlfriends,’ said Tessa, ‘they have a 
massage salon. Can’t we hire them to go see the guys? 
A short massage can work wonders. And they are great 
girls.’

‘Sounds like a great idea,’ said Ber. ‘Dick, can we fi lm 
it? We can put a “making of” on the site.’

When Ber crawled into bed next to Maria at 2 a.m. 
there was still no light at the end of the tunnel. He had 
trouble getting to sleep and after a couple of hours of 
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lightly dozing he got up again. At about 5:50 a.m. he 
drowsily checked in with the techies, who by now had 
discovered the leak. ‘It’s going to be ok, Ber,’ they assured 
him.

By Monday morning everything was working fi ne. It 
was now only an hour and a half before the launch at 
12 noon. 

The last mailing about the website launch was 
carefully composed according to the laws of internet 
marketing, just as Ber had learned in his courses. A 
personal greeting, a short teaser paragraph in the form 
of a question, a clear benefi t for the reader and three 
places to click through to the website. 

Glass of champagne in hand, the whole club gathered 
around the main computer. Ber, Tessa and Dick. Brother 
Bas with colleague Annelies, the camera woman. Coen, 
Adriaan, Melissa and Duncan the website builders. The 
massage friends Marin and Therese. Cor was there, and 
Maria of course.

‘Ok, send!’ shouted Ber at precisely 12 noon, 
completely unnecessarily at the computer, that was set 
to send the mailing automatically.

‘Cheers people, Thank God It’s Monday!’

«

It skyrocketed. Just in the fi rst few days 15,000 people 
subscribed to the weekly TGIM boost, the name of the 
newsletter. Ber’s ‘TGIM Journey’ was extremely popular 
too. After a week there were more than 23,000 subscrib-
ers from all over the world! The stories that came in 
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via e-mail, in response to the assignments, were heart-
warming and staggering. It was clear that TGIM had hit 
a chord that resonated around the world. Work dissatis-
faction and the inability to break out of it was a pain that 
many citizens of the world had in common with each 
other. The help offered by the TGIM platform, was widely 
appreciated. 

What no one had expected, was that in the fi rst boost 
of subscriptions so many concrete offers of help would 
come in. Countless people were enthusiastic about the 
initiative and volunteered to help in increasing brand 
awareness and gathering interesting articles, content 
and inspiring quotes. A woman in London wanted to 
participate, two young entrepreneurs in New York signed 
up, an older man in Vancouver introduced himself. A 
wonderful virtual team, that communicated with each 
other via Google Hangouts, was taking shape. Ber had a 
large screen hanging on the wall where they were virtu-
ally present in the TGIM epicenter. The vibe was exciting.

Now they had to prove themselves, Ber realized. ‘We have 
to follow-through, to reach as many people as possible 
and provide better facilities on the website to support 
the existing users and turn them even more into ambas-
sadors!’ A number of good, implementable ideas for con-
tent marketing emerged from various online brainstorm 
sessions with the team. 

It was decided to offer weekly TGIM webinars 
on Monday mornings, with Ber as host. A list of 
possible topics was drawn up for the fi rst few weeks. 
‘Profi ling, reorganization, promotion, your boss, self-
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employment, creating your own job,’ Tessa summed 
up. ‘Job applications, an irresistible CV, working with 
intermediaries,’ Dick added. The list grew long enough 
for the fi rst twelve weeks.

‘We have to involve the subscribers as much as 
possible. What are participants looking for, how can we 
best help them?’ Ber said. ‘There must be a way to ask 
them questions. I am sure the participants will have lots 
of ideas. We don’t have to think up everything ourselves.’ 
That’s how he set the tone for a lively, user-generated 
community.

‘We can have an app made,’ said the New York TGIMers 
excitedly. ‘Friends of ours are a whizz at that!’ The idea 
for an app for mapping out your talents, was soon born. 
‘And by entering your e-mail address you receive the end 
result,’ said Ber, keeping in mind he wanted to grow to a 
million participants.

‘No problem,’ was the answer from the other side of 
the ocean.

From the many e-mails from participants on the Quest 
for TGIM, that arrived in the inbox every day, the need to 
be in contact with each other emerged. Something Ber 
had considered earlier, now clearly turned out to be a 
need. Meeting each other offl ine was an obvious wish. 
Community Manager Tessa had her hands full connect-
ing people with each other. Fortunately, she had help 
from Sally in London, but it would soon become too 
much. 

‘There must be an easier way,’ she said in the hangout, 
‘especially if it continues to grow this quickly, I won’t be 
able to keep up.’



c h a p t e r  6  –  t h e  m o v e m e n t

133

‘Let people put themselves on a world map,’ suggested 
Angela from Spain, who had also joined voluntarily. 
‘People are more than able to do that themselves, and 
it’s practical.’

‘Brilliant!’ responded Ber, ‘Let’s immediately give 
them guidelines for achieving optimal progress with 
each other every week. We give them the keys to success. 
The simple steps: possibilities, intuition, action!’ said Ber, 
as as he opened his computer he already lost himself in 
thought. 

Angela’s idea was worked out and became the TGIM 
buddy map.

All over the world participants could make themselves 
known and organize a TGIM MasterMind Meeting in a 
local cafe, where they could meet up with each other. 
Ber had translated his discovered formula into a magical, 
simple TGIM storybook.

In MasterMinds of no more than six participants, 
each person in the group walked through four steps. The 
MindMaster coordinated and checked how long each of 
the four steps with the T.G.I.M. took:

 1  Tell (max. two minutes). Speaker describes:
  the situation he or she is in (since the last Master-
Mind Meeting);

  what is going well, and what could be better?;
  what is the ultimate, dream result?

 2   Gossip (max. two minutes): the group brainstorms 
on the possibilities from the described situation, in 
a gossip atmosphere (speaker may only listen, not 
react).
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 3  Intuition (max. one minute): each group member 
intuitively gives the best advice for action.

Short break (one minute)

4   Massive action (max. two minutes): speaker 
connects with at least one action and with a way 
of sticking to it.

The whole group encourages this action with applause
(at least ten seconds!)

The fact that MasterMind Meetings were organized 
worldwide, gave the team a sense of deep fulfi llment. It 
was magical to see the number of registrations on the 
online map growing. The number of MasterMind Meet-
ings that were taking place – mostly on Monday morning 
– all over the world grew within a month of the launch 
to more than one hundred. Starbucks turned out to be a 
favorite place for these sessions. ‘That is really special, 
guys,’ Dick said proudly. ‘We initiated something that 
really helps people.’ The energy in the room was tangi-
ble, even via the hangout.

Bill from Seattle had also joined as a volunteer. A bright 
guy in his thirties, with an infectious enthusiasm in his 
voice. He worked at the head offi ce of a large company, 
about which he was a little secretive. ‘You guys are doing 
a great job there, super that I can be part of it,’ he rattled 
on. ‘We have three MasterMinds here in Seattle, we have 
already held three TGIM MasterMind Meetings in Star-
bucks. Fantastic!’
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Bill’s intentions were not immediately clear. He appeared 
to be really happy in his job, but preferred not to elabo-
rate. He cleverly avoided talking about his employer. 

Tessa was suspicious and decided to google him.
‘He works for Starbucks,’ she discovered. ‘Senior Vice 

President Strategic Partnership Development. Would 
that be it?’

‘You can’t be serious!’ said Ber. ‘I am going to contact 
him right away. Starbucks would be a dream partner!’

‘I knew you’d fi gure it out soon enough,’ said Bill.
‘A bit silly of me, really. But I wanted to see what you 

guys were made of.’
Ber could see the funny side. He understood it. ‘It’s 

hard to stay incognito with your profi le, Bill!’ Ber laughed.
‘Apparently,’ said Bill. ‘But let’s see if we can reinforce 

each other. Monday is a diffi cult day for Starbucks 
worldwide. We take all sorts of action to combat that. We 
would like to bring in the TGIM MasterMind Meetings on 
a large scale. We can help you to spread the word even 
faster.’

‘Wow!’ said Ber, ‘that is the perfect match indeed, 
we complement each other completely. Let’s discuss 
details!’

The cooperation with Starbucks gave the movement 
wings. They launched a special TGIM coffee for Monday 
morning, served in a paper cup with the text:

Work should be great.
Don’t settle for less.
Thank God It’s Monday!
www.tg.im
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This was in great demand from regular customers, and 
was also a reason why many MasterMinds met up at 
Starbucks. The pilot held by Starbucks in three states 
in America was a success. In almost every participat-
ing location, there were TGIM MasterMind Meetings on 
Monday mornings. The pilot was expanded worldwide. 
The registrations on the TGIM site went through the roof. 
The viral effect seemed to be doing its work, because it 
was growing daily. Within eight weeks after the launch, 
the magical 100,000 registrations were reached. 

«

It was to be expected that more traffi c would put higher 
technical demands on the site. Ber and the guys from 
Salesmagician.com came up with a plan. ‘A VPS with 
back-up, that’s the least we need to have, ’Coen explained 
decidedly. ‘Preferably you ought to rent a number of full 
servers, with background shadow capacity, in case some-
thing goes wrong. But that costs serious money.’

Ber realized that the fi rst phase of TGIM was over. It 
was time to think about the future, including a busi-
ness model aimed at sustainable continuation of the 
movement. He really wanted to continue to pay the core 
team, so that they could dedicate themselves full time to 
the movement without having a job elsewhere. He also 
wanted to continue investing in the development of new 
features and the marketing. Costs would quickly add up. 

‘We are selling an increasing number of TGIM gadgets 
via the site,’ said Dick. ‘That has become a small source 
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of income.’ There was a shipping house where books, 
inspirational stickers, magnets, MasterMind notepads 
and TGIM pens could be ordered. And as of the following 
week, T-shirts in all colors and sizes with the TGIM logo 
would be available on the site.

The shop provided small margins and numbers and 
would not be enough to cover costs. It was time to think 
bigger. 

‘Bill, we want to sell TGIM goodies in your outlets.’ Ber 
took the plunge. ‘We have designed a really cool coffee 
mug,’ he bluffed. ‘Let’s split the profi t.’

He knew he was walking on thin ice. The relationship 
with Bill was good, but he risked asking too much. But if 
you’re not in you can’t win, Ber thought.

‘You’ve got guts, Ber’, answered Bill. ‘Our outlets are 
holy ground for our commercial activities. We share that 
with almost nobody.’

Ber paid attention to the word ‘almost’ in Bill’s answer. 
In one of his sales courses he had been trained to listen 
to what was said between the lines. What seems like an 
aside, is often the main issue. It had to be possible. 

‘See it as a sort of sponsoring, Bill. We just want to 
reach as many people as possible and to do that we need 
to earn money.’

‘You know how to make it sound attractive, Ber, 
something I noticed before. You can have ten percent of 
the profi ts,’ he said decidedly, ‘and no one may hear it 
from you.’ It was clear that Bill was not used to being 
challenged. ‘Make it twenty, and I’ll keep my mouth 
shut.’ Ber was not to be deterred.
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Playfully tormented but amused Bill closed the deal at 
fourteen percent in the end.

The participants of the platform came with one great 
idea after another for the site. A choice about what got 
priority had to be made, and budget certainly played a 
role. The search for a positive variety of the Dilbert comic 
strip could be set up immediately, because the costs 
were as good as zero. Also sharing new rituals, thought 
up by participants of the TGIM sessions on Mondays, 
could take place on the site. Maintaining the section 
where extraordinary stories about career switches and 
breakthroughs were shared, did need some extra editing. 
Although Tessa got support from a group of volunteers 
from different countries, Ber became increasingly impa-
tient. There were so many really good ideas, but due to a 
lack of funds, they could not be implemented. It would 
be of real benefi t if participants could put their personal 
profi le on the site, with search possibilities on function 
and dreams. That would improve the match, thought Ber. 

There were plans for an interview series with inspiring 
role models, live meetings with special speakers and a 
streamed video report on the site, they couldn’t wait to 
get started on all of it. Ber wanted to grab it all and have 
the means to professionalize more and faster. 

Meanwhile more and more coaches signed up as par-
ticipants. An increasing number of them wanted to offer 
more focused support to those who needed more than 
just the help of the TGIM buddies. ‘Can’t we do some-
thing more professional?’ asked Ber in the team meeting. 
‘It is valuable for coaches to have access to the partici-
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pants, they may be prepared to pay for it.’ A new section 
of the whole business model was born. 

An idea that Ber had been playing around with for a 
while, was paid membership of the community. ‘For 
a section of the public it might be attractive to pay a 
small premium fee, in exchange for extra privileges,’ Ber 
shared his earlier internet marketing experiences with 
his TGIM friends.

‘Weren’t we supposed to be free?’ Tessa reacted, 
shocked. She looked like she’d been bitten by a snake.

‘Of course anyone who wants can participate free of 
charge. We want to help as many people as possible,’ he 
reassured Tessa. ‘But let’s investigate which privileges 
can give a real added value. We have to think of 
something that guarantees the continued existence of 
TGIM. We already add value, the question now is how 
best to monetize that.’

On the whiteboard on the wall a scheme with different 
types of membership appeared:

Membership Free Premium

Weekly newsletter ü ü
Inspiration ü ü
App ü ü
Tool ü ü
Tips & tricks ü ü
Game ü ü
TGIM map ü ü
Weekly webinar ü ü
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Ambassador - ü
Profi le on site - ü
Live meetups - ü
Forum - ü
Member area - ü

Every little helps, thought Ber. He got the feeling that 
they were making progress with the business models. 
Taken together, they should generate enough earnings 
for sustainable continuation, the thing he wanted most. 
It wasn’t a huge amount and he would have to revise his 
ambitions – unless an extra brilliant source of income 
came that could kick start all the ideas that came from 
the community itself. 

«

It didn’t take long before the TGIM virus broke out within 
companies. Individual participants approached their 
colleagues or boss to share the insights and principles 
from the TGIM journey or the MasterMinds. It led to sep-
arate rituals within companies that were eagerly shared 
via the site. An Australian company initiated a TGIM 
kick off for the whole company every Monday morning. 
The idea was adopted by large and small companies. A 
German CEO of a multinational recorded a TGIM video 
every Monday, where he gave an update and motivated 
his employees worldwide.

‘Fantastic that organizations are taking part,’ said Ber 
enthusiastically when he saw the developments, ‘after 
all, you spend more time at work than at home, with 
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your kids or your partner!’ As a manager, he had also 
enjoyed creating the perfect atmosphere on the work 
fl oor. 

The idea from a Norwegian company to have a Master-
Mind Meeting at the offi ce every Monday morning, was 
copied at many other places. It became a steady morning 
ritual, where employees not only gave each other ideas 
and possibilities, but also provided positive feedback and 
compliments. 

The TGIM lunch, that a Brazilian company had put 
a lot of work into, found a signifi cant following via 
the site. It was an easy to implement idea and a great 
anchor for a lot of companies to take the time to see 
what was going well and what could be improved. There 
was even a small competition for the best photo of lush 
TGIM lunches, posted on Twitter and Instagram, with the 
hashtag #tgim.

Meanwhile the TGIM movement received regular write-
ups in local media all over the world. That started in the 
HR profession where TGIM was regarded as an impor-
tant development and supplement to personal coaching 
and management development. But in a short time there 
was also a lot of attention from the regular media:

‘Employees help each other to move forward’ 
headlined a Spanish national newspaper. An Argentinian 
weekly magazine wrote an article with the title ‘Strong 
together, every Monday’, where a number of participants 
were interviewed extensively. ‘Thank God It’s Monday’ 
was the most used title of various blog articles all over 
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the world. Connecting like-minded people was the most 
discussed functionality of the movement.

After a few months, Ber was regularly invited to talk 
about TGIM and its effect on participants at conferences. 
In particular the concrete career steps people took and 
reported on the site, appealed to the imagination. It was 
becoming a rich collection: 

  A new wonderful new insight for me whereby I can/
dare to do more, is the fact that I can provide added 
value for others with my talents/qualities. That’s why 
it doesn’t feel egotistical to dream big and build trust 
in myself. I now have the optimistic belief in my head 
that the (work) world is at my feet. It’s wonderful to 
see which steps I can take.
Bianca

  A fi ne, energizing and inspiring journey of twenty 
days. Fortunately you can do it at your own pace. 
The Facebook group is really valuable, with so many 
stories, feedback and support. The enthusiasm is 
infectious! To sum up, I recommend it.
Lianne

 I want to thank you for all the inspiration I got from 
the TGIM Journey. It was really useful for me. In the 
meantime I have found work at the customer call 
center of SNT. This job is a great challenge and it’s 
wonderful to be working again. 
Jacqueline
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 I participated in the Journey twice and am in the 
process of doing my Journey and dream job.
Rolf

 Thanks to your program I found my dream job. After 
thirty years of corporate life I am now teaching high 
school English. I can’t believe how happy I am!!!
Jos

A fi rst live theater meeting in London with speakers 
Ricardo Semler and Richard Branson meant the fi rst real 
media breakthrough. A report in the Huffi ngton Post, read 
by millions of people, put the movement in the spotlights. 
The online interactivity, combined with the weekly local 
offl ine meetings both small and big like in London, are 
the key to success, according to the article. 

‘We are going to achieve a million subscriptions 
much earlier than we thought,’ said Tessa to Dick and 
Ber during a lavish celebratory lunch. ‘It won’t even take 
another month.’ They had only been really active for just 
over ten months. 

Dick and Ber looked at each other, and at Tessa. They 
realized she was right. ‘It has gone much faster than I 
ever could have imagined,’ said Dick.

‘Unbelievable,’ was all Ber could add.
Not only the number of participants was growing, the 

ideas continued to fl ow in too. A Canadian coach thought 
up the TGIM phone, where, via a simple VOIP application, 
a caller could be connected to a TGIM ambassador for 
advice and support. ‘The sky is the limit,’ said techies 
Coen and Adriaan. ‘Now the budgets ...’
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In less than a week their request was fulfi lled. A Dutch 
TGIM Journey participant signed up fi guratively with a 
bag of money. Joan worked for the Stichting Doen (Do 
Foundation) that stimulates people and companies in 
the area of sustainable cultural and social innovation. 
On her own volition she had managed internally to 
extract a grant for TGIM. ‘We want to set up a fund where 
people can have their own local TGIM ideas fi nanced,’ 
she explained. ‘Let’s start with 200,000.’

‘That’s a gift from heaven,’ said Ber, who had been 
walking around with the idea for just such a fund for 
a while. ‘Maybe with crowd funding actions via www.
kickstarter.com we can build on this further,’ he 
brainstormed on. ‘This is a much needed fl ywheel for us. 
We can’t thank you enough, Joan!’

The fund turned out to be the turning point for the 
TGIM movement. Besides grants, sponsor money from 
companies who wanted to be connected to TGIM also 
came in. Companies seemed to become rejuvenated 
when their employees were involved in the TGIM 
movement. As if it was a new certifi cate for good 
employership and added an extra dimension to the 
value for the organization. A TGIM index for companies, 
set up by TGIM fans, served to reinforce that. 

When, after ten months and seventeen days, the coun-
ter passed the one million marker, Ber took a couple of 
days off with Maria for a breather. They sat in the lobby 
of their favorite hotel on one of the Wadden islands at 
the hearth. They had just returned from a wonderful 
ramble across the windblown, deserted, but beautiful 
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beach. Glass of red wine in the hand, Ber sank back in 
an armchair. 

‘I can hardly believe it,’ he admitted to Maria. ‘We 
have been trending on Twitter every Monday for the last 
four weeks. A TGIM portrait on Instagram is the ultimate 
selfi e and now even Facebook is setting up a TGIM action 
with us.’

‘You create magic, Ber, that’s why I am with you,’ 
Maria told him lovingly. ‘This is what you have to offer.’ 
Ber let it wash over him.

‘But anyone can do what I do,’ he said quietly. ‘All I 
do is follow my intuition as much as possible, and take 
action.’ He looked really innocent, almost naïve. ‘And 
don’t forget, we do this with a lot of people. I am just the 
initiator.’

Maria let him talk on, although she of course knew 
that every fi re started with a spark, and for the TGIM 
movement Ber was that spark.

A delicious dinner was served in the dining room, and as 
always in this hotel, by immaculate waiters who looked 
like they had sprung right out of the fi fties in their pris-
tine tuxedos and cloth over the right arm. 

At last Ber had the peace and the time to talk about 
his adventures of the previous weeks. It was the stories 
of the participants who had taken action to change 
their situation that gave him the most fulfi llment. Maria 
enjoyed seeing her husband so happy. It was wonderful 
to have uninterrupted time for each other.

After dinner and a nightcap in the lobby he fell asleep 
on the large hotel bed with Maria’s head on his chest. He 
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was completely relaxed, totally fulfi lled and exhausted. 
The mobile phone on his bedside table rang in the dark 
room. Out of the side of her eye, Maria read the incom-
ing message: ‘We are headlining the NY Times and Bob 
Geldof wants to record “I do like Mondays”! Have fun, 
there, Tes!’

The circle is complete, Maria thought before she 
contentedly fell asleep with the Boomtown Rats classic 
in her head.
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