
J. Renier Van Tuyn      b. September 20, 1928 d. July 18, 2018 
 

From a son  
 
My father has died.  Nearly 90 years old.  Nearly 65 years married.  

 
He was born in Leiden in one of those really old and tall and thin houses along the 
canals.  Five boys, one girl.  A family of icemakers.  Biking between villages, downwind 
with a sheet, upwind hanging onto trucks.  Skating the canals in winter. 

 
An invasion, and an occupation.  Watching dogfights from the roof.  Ill-fitting 

clothes.  Stray cats and tulip bulbs for food in the winter of ’44.  Hiding in the crawl space as the 
Germans searched the house for able bodies; playing cards to pass the time.  High stakes.    
  
The sunrise that was post-war Europe.  Top hats and canes.  My mom.  Skiing in the alps.  Gambling in 
Monte Carlo. 

         
 
Yet opportunity was scarce, so they set off to a new world.  Queens, New York.  They took whatever jobs 
they could.  He sold ties on 5th Avenue while my mom worked as a secretary.  One call home every 
month; one trip home every five years.   
 

 
New friends, many who lived through the war and some who lived through 
concentration camps; all setting off on new journeys of their own.   
 
The new country became the new home, with the birth of a daughter, and then a 
son.  New jobs, a ladder appeared.  We moved as he climbed.  New York, Maryland, 
Connecticut.  More friends, treated like the gifts they are.  Ultimately lots of travel, to 
some of the best vineyards in the world.  Known for his nose, and his manners. 
 

  
 
Retirement.  Twenty seven years in Georgia, where it was warm and had amazing 

sunrises over the coastal marsh.  They made more friends.   
 

 
 
 

 
 
 



Grandkids, and grandnieces.  Disneyland.  Graduations and Commissions. 
 

     
  
 
A blink, and he neared his tenth decade. 
 
The signs had been apparent for some time that he was winding down.  Ilona and I wanted them to 
move to our family home in Montana (Alaska, much as we love her, was out of reach).  This winter the 
signs could no longer be ignored, and they agreed.   
 
Plan into action.  A good bye party with their friends, or at least those that remained.  We started 
driving.  Their belongings passed us somewhere on the highway.  Ilona was in Montana to receive them 
and set up their living space just like home.  Their car also arrived ahead of them.  (Limiting the variables 
= key to success).   
 
We took our time crossing this great country, out of desire and necessity.  Asheville (rocks and tapas), 

Graceland (The King!), West Branson MO (hell of a storm there, and mechanicals), the 
Corn Palace, the Petrified Garden, Deadwood.  (Somehow, we missed the World’s 
Largest Ball of Yarn … oh well, one cannot have everything).  Hills and prairies and wine 
and cheese in the early evenings and tall tales and memories and jokes only we would 
get and being present in the moments.   
 

Ultimately the mountains, and their new home. 
 
Tough as they were, the next seven weeks were also magic.  Sure, there were doctor visits and bummer 
diagnoses and hard choices.  And pain.  But there was also family, and we were in it together.  All the 
grandkids and a grandniece, and in-laws.  Naps in the garden.  New friends 
galore.  Kids and dogs underfoot.  Evenings on the porch (with the good 
wine).  We brought the most comfortable chair we had out to the porch last 

Saturday, and he was lucid and engaged and 
smiling and laughing.  Divine.  He was fading 
fast, but we had him, and my mother, 
surrounded.   
 

 
 
Four or so final tough days, and it was done.  Rest in Peace Dad. 
 
A shout out to the health care professionals in Georgia and Montana.  And to the angels of Hospice, and to comfort 
care.  And to Sister Margaret from St. Francis in Hamilton, who so clearly brought him peace with her presence. 

 


