
Verslag over het bezoek van Trudie v.d. Bos 
 
Een paar weken geleden hadden wij een vriendin van Netty te gast: Trudie v.d. Bos uit Dordrecht. 
Trudie is autodidactisch kunstenares, liedjesschrijver/tekstdichter, ervaringsdeskundige, lotgenoot 
etc. Zij heeft zeer open en eerlijk haar indrukwekkend lotgenoten-verhaal verteld en hoe kunst en 
muziek haar "eruit" geholpen hebben.  
Na het eten hebben we onder leiding van Trudie gezamenlijk een liedje gezongen. Vervolgens 
zong Trudie voor ons een aantal liedjes die zij allemaal zelf componeert.  
Zij Is eventueel bereid een creatieve inbreng te leveren in de klankbordengroep met haar (vele) 
talenten. 
 
Hieronder volgt een ingezonden tekst van Trudie van een liedje dat zij op deze avond voor ons 
heeft gezongen. 

 

You waYou waYou waYou walk on the side walk just wanting to step outlk on the side walk just wanting to step outlk on the side walk just wanting to step outlk on the side walk just wanting to step out 

onto the street where the cars drive on fastonto the street where the cars drive on fastonto the street where the cars drive on fastonto the street where the cars drive on fast 

you just saw your man with another mans woman you just saw your man with another mans woman you just saw your man with another mans woman you just saw your man with another mans woman  

hugging and kissing as if today was their lasthugging and kissing as if today was their lasthugging and kissing as if today was their lasthugging and kissing as if today was their last 

 

You feel like a child that been locked in a cellar You feel like a child that been locked in a cellar You feel like a child that been locked in a cellar You feel like a child that been locked in a cellar  

Your mom and your dYour mom and your dYour mom and your dYour mom and your dad having thrown away the keyad having thrown away the keyad having thrown away the keyad having thrown away the key 

Your brothers and sisters they take you to yell atYour brothers and sisters they take you to yell atYour brothers and sisters they take you to yell atYour brothers and sisters they take you to yell at 

sneering and hollering who you might besneering and hollering who you might besneering and hollering who you might besneering and hollering who you might be 

 

Take good care of this humanTake good care of this humanTake good care of this humanTake good care of this human 

Take good care of this manTake good care of this manTake good care of this manTake good care of this man 

Take good care of this womanTake good care of this womanTake good care of this womanTake good care of this woman 

Take good care Take good care Take good care Take good care  

 

you think of the shame and the pyou think of the shame and the pyou think of the shame and the pyou think of the shame and the pain of rejection ain of rejection ain of rejection ain of rejection  

You think of the way you wished to be lovedYou think of the way you wished to be lovedYou think of the way you wished to be lovedYou think of the way you wished to be loved 

You think that life can not be only a pleasureYou think that life can not be only a pleasureYou think that life can not be only a pleasureYou think that life can not be only a pleasure 

Suffering should 've brought you on a plain far aboveSuffering should 've brought you on a plain far aboveSuffering should 've brought you on a plain far aboveSuffering should 've brought you on a plain far above 

 



 

Take good care of this humanTake good care of this humanTake good care of this humanTake good care of this human 

Take good care of this manTake good care of this manTake good care of this manTake good care of this man 

Take good care of this womanTake good care of this womanTake good care of this womanTake good care of this woman 

Take goTake goTake goTake good care od care od care od care  

    

Remember a baby that's only at leisureRemember a baby that's only at leisureRemember a baby that's only at leisureRemember a baby that's only at leisure 

close to it's momma cuddled and fedclose to it's momma cuddled and fedclose to it's momma cuddled and fedclose to it's momma cuddled and fed 

your soul is as fragile and thrives on the pleasureyour soul is as fragile and thrives on the pleasureyour soul is as fragile and thrives on the pleasureyour soul is as fragile and thrives on the pleasure 

close to your heart and in it's tender careclose to your heart and in it's tender careclose to your heart and in it's tender careclose to your heart and in it's tender care 

 

Take good care of this humanTake good care of this humanTake good care of this humanTake good care of this human 

Take good care of this manTake good care of this manTake good care of this manTake good care of this man 

Take good care of Take good care of Take good care of Take good care of this womanthis womanthis womanthis woman 

Take good care Take good care Take good care Take good care  

 

You seem to be wasting your time being creativeYou seem to be wasting your time being creativeYou seem to be wasting your time being creativeYou seem to be wasting your time being creative 

playing and dancing, never making a buckplaying and dancing, never making a buckplaying and dancing, never making a buckplaying and dancing, never making a buck 

This sea of emotions you're left with to bath in This sea of emotions you're left with to bath in This sea of emotions you're left with to bath in This sea of emotions you're left with to bath in  

refusing to swim you're a fish on a rockrefusing to swim you're a fish on a rockrefusing to swim you're a fish on a rockrefusing to swim you're a fish on a rock 

Take good care of this humanTake good care of this humanTake good care of this humanTake good care of this human 

Take good care of tTake good care of tTake good care of tTake good care of this manhis manhis manhis man 

Take good care of this womanTake good care of this womanTake good care of this womanTake good care of this woman 

Take good care Take good care Take good care Take good care  

                             

( Tekst en muziek: Trudie v.d. Bos.  

 Alle rechten voorbehouden) 

 

 


