




listen to and see. It was only later 
that -following quite a few email 
exchanges- we got permission 
to use the Henderson recording.

Thanks to Craig, I got in touch 
with Ian Milne’s son Ben who so 
generously agreed on using the 
Henderson Hospital recording 
made by his late father Ian Milne, 
the music-loving psychiatric 
nurse who happened to have a 
reel-to-reel tape recorder to hand 
in 1970 when Leonard Cohen 
visited the Henderson Hospital to 
play a concert for the residents. 

Ian later wrote: ‘I remember 
Stuart Whiteley coming into 
the Community Meeting at the 
Henderson saying ‘some guy 
called Leonard Cohen wanted to 
come and sing for the community’. 
Stuart obviously did not realise the 
significance of this, and neither did 
I because I recorded it and stored it 

under the stairs for years.’

It is worth noting that Ian Milne 
asked Cohen’s permission before 
making his recording, and that 
Mr. Milne owns coyright in the 
recording as such.

Archivist Craig Fees writes: 
‘The tape came up casually in a 
telephone conversation about 
Dennie Briggs and the Henderson 
Hospital, and after Ian heard my 
jaw hit the floor he agreed to let 
the Archive have it professionally 
digitised. That was in 2005.’

All good things
Maarten

The concert setting 
as drawn by Ian Milne
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In 2011, Tim Challies (theologian, 
pastor, blogger, author and 
book reviewer) wrote this very 
personal story related to Nancy, 
the girl of the Cohen song ‘Seems 
So Long Ago, Nancy’. He kindly 
agreed to reprint his story here…

In 1969 Leonard Cohen released 
a record entitled ‘Songs From 
A Room’. The fifth track on that 
album is ‘Seems So Long Ago, 
Nancy’. The song has become 
one of Cohen’s more popular 
ones; it has found its way onto 
one of his live albums and has 
been covered by several other 
artists. It is a dark, haunting song 
that speaks of a young woman 
named Nancy. The poetic words 
are difficult to interpret, leading 
many fans of Cohen’s music to 
speculate on what they mean.

It seems so long ago,
Nancy was alone,

looking at the Late Late show
through a semi-precious stone.

In the House of Honesty
her father was on trial,

in the House of Mystery
there was no one at all,
there was no one at all.

It seems so long ago,
none of us were strong;

Nancy wore green stockings
and she slept with everyone.

She never said she’d wait for us
although she was alone,

I think she fell in love for us
in nineteen sixty one,
in nineteen sixty one.

It seems so long ago,
Nancy was alone,

a forty five beside her head,
an open telephone.

We told her she was beautiful,
we told her she was free

but none of us would meet her in
the House of Mystery,
the House of Mystery.

And now you look around you,
see her everywhere,
many use her body,
many comb her hair.

In the hollow of the night
when you are cold and numb

you hear her talking freely then,
she’s happy that you’ve come,
she’s happy that you’ve come.

Seems so long ago, Nancy
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Over the years Cohen has 
made several references to the 
song during concerts and in 
interviews. Fans once speculated 
that the song was written as a 
tribute to Marilyn Monroe, but 
Cohen replied ‘No, it was about 
a real Nancy’. In his introduction 
to a Frankfurt concert in 1972 
Cohen said ‘This is a song for a 
girl named Nancy who was a real 
girl—who went into the bathroom 
of her father’s house, took her 
brother’s shotgun and blew her 
head off. Age of 21. Maybe this 
is an arrogant thing to say, but 
maybe she did it because there 
weren’t enough people saying 
what I’ve been saying’. 

In the song book for the ‘Songs 
of Love and Hate’ album, there 
is a description of a Leonard 
Cohen concert. Cohen is about 
to start singing ‘It Seems so Long 
Ago, Nancy’, but he decides to 
talk about her first, to get in the 
mood. He says that she was not 
adjusted to life in this world. She 
had a baby and they took it away 
from her, and she shot herself. 
I have wished that someone 
could reach through the sadness 

and bring her some measure of 
peace.

Over the years I have had a 
fascination with this song. It is 
an awful song, in many ways, 
leaving Nancy a legacy that 
few would want—a legacy of 
promiscuity and self-loathing. 
I have often felt such pity for 
Nancy as I can almost feel her 
sadness and pain through 
the song. I have wished that 
someone could reach through 
the sadness and bring her some 
measure of peace.

But the peace never came. Lost in 
her despair, Nancy took her own 
life.

How do I know this? Nancy was 
my aunt.

Perhaps this puts my fascination 
with this song into perspective. 
The song is not about some 
anonymous Nancy, but is about a 
woman I should have been able 
to know and love, but for the fact 
that she took her life before I was 
ever born.
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At times in my life I have been 
nearly obsessed with finding 
out about her. Her name rarely 
comes up when the family comes 
together and it is as if the past 
is so painful to her siblings that 
they would rather not think 
about her at all than relive that 
pain. What follows represents 
the small amount I have learned 
about my aunt.

Nancy was born October 20 
1943 and died on March 10 1965, 
when she was only twenty-one 
years old. She was a troubled 
young woman, and spent many 
of her teenage years under 
psychiatric care. Several years 
ago, digging through some old 
papers at the family cottage, 
I found a few letters she had 
written to her mother from 
psychiatric hospitals. In some 
of these letters she seems to 
be doing well, thanking my 
grandmother for sending her 
clothes and saying ‘Next week 
seems so far away. I just hope I’ll 
be free soon’. In others she seems 
to be in times of torment, writing 
disjointed thoughts in scrawled 
handwriting. ‘A manic depressive 
just bombed in – And I mean 
bomb. Hell! She came 400 miles by 

ambulance in 4 hours. Imagine the 
ball she had eh? Well she’s great 
fun but really ‘hurt’ behind her 
happy face. Don’t worry!’.

There is a second series of 
letters, which pre-date the first 
by several years. In 1961 Nancy 
lived away from home, serving 
as a tour guide at historic Fort 
Henry in Kingston, Ontario, 
and she writes about dating 
boys from R.M.C. (Royal Military 
College) and visiting with 
aunts and other relatives, even 
travelling to New York to take in 
a Henry Fonda show and shop 
at Bloomingdales. ‘Don’t worry 
about me,’ she wrote, ‘I know that 
I’m doing the right thing’.

My grandmother was a 
meticulous calendar-keeper and 
on December 20 1963 she noted, 
‘Nancy met Mike’. At some point 
in the following months Nancy 
became pregnant, and social 
conventions being what they 
were at the time, especially in a 
prominent family of Members of 
Parliament and Supreme Court 
Judges, Nancy was forced to 
give up her baby for adoption. 
Just a few months after the baby 
was born, Nancy, in a time of 
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desperate depression, took her 
life with her brother’s gun. Her 
brother is my father. He was just 
fifteen.

Several months ago, in private 
correspondance with Leonard 
Cohen, he commented to me 
about Nancy and his memories 
of her. ‘It is her beauty and bravery 
that shine through. Many young 
women of the time came up 
against the hard limitations of 
family and society, although not 
every confrontation ended so 
sadly’. Cohen was not vast friends 
with Nancy, though he had met 
her many times through mutual 
friends. Their closest mutual 
friend was Morton Rosengarten, 
an artist and sculptor.

When I consider Nancy’s life, 
I can’t help but wonder if she 
had not found more than the 
hard limitations of family and 
society. My grandmother once 
shared with my mother that 
in the weeks before her death, 
Nancy would scream, ‘Mom, 
get me a guru! I need a guru!’ 
Nancy seemed to know that 
her torment went deeper than 
societal conventions, touching 
even on the realm of the spiritual. 

She cried out for guidance; for 
help. But it would never come.

I wish I knew more about Nancy. 
I dream some day of finding and 
meeting her son (my cousin). I 
wonder if that would help bring a 
small measure of closure to what 
is a tragic story. Or perhaps it 
would merely bring unnecessary 
pain into his life. But perhaps 
the joy of knowing that some 
glimmer of good—a human 
life—came from the situation 
would bring some measure of 
comfort to those who still mourn 
Nancy, even after forty years.

A few years after Nancy took her 
life, my grandfather did the same.

Imagine the pain the family 
faced as they dealt with another 
suicide, another tragedy, another 
humiliation. He, too, dealt with 
tormentuous depression, anger 
and grief. When it came to be 
too much for him to handle, he 
took his life. Could a family get 
any lower? Imagine gathering at 
Christmas or Thanksgiving with 
two family members missing. 
Imagine the pain.
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But at about the same time 
my grandfather took his life, 
something miraculous happened 
in that family. My father was 
given new life.

The Bible shares a story that 
speaks of a similar situation.

In John chapter eleven we read 
about a man named Lazarus, 
who was a close friend of Jesus. 
At one point Jesus received 
a messenger telling him that 
Lazarus was gravely ill and asking 
him to hurry to the town of 
Bethany to be with his friend. But 
by the time Jesus arrived, it was 
too late—Lazarus was dead and 
had been in the tomb for four 
days already. Imagine a four-day 
old corpse in the heat of the 
middle-east. The corpse would 
already have been decaying. 
When Jesus asked to see the 
body, Lazarus’ sister, Martha, 
said, ‘Lord, by this time there will 
be an odor, for he has been dead 
four days.’ Martha knew what to 
expect of a man who was dead—
he would be putrefying, causing 
an unbearable stench. She had a 
reasonable expectation of a dead 
man.

But Jesus did not, because he 
had something to teach them. 
He said to Martha, ‘I am the 
resurrection and the life. Whoever 
believes in me, though he die, yet 
shall he live, and everyone who 
lives and believes in me shall never 
die. Do you believe this?’

Jesus then went into that 
tomb and called ‘Lazarus, come 
out!’ And just like that, life was 
breathed back into the dead 
man, and he walked out of the 
tomb, still bound in grave cloths. 
The power of God had breathed 
life into death. And that is what 
happened to my father. He did 
not experience physical death, 
but was spiritually as lost and 
dead as his sister had been. His 
spirit was as dead as Lazarus’ 
body. He was without a guru, 
without a teacher, without a God 
and without a hope. But then the 
power of God breathed life into 
him. My father was saved from 
the horror and despair that befell 
his sister and his father.

What is even more amazing is 
that this same life was breathed 
into Nancy’s sister (my aunt) 
and Nancy’s mother (my 

5656



grandmother). They, too, were 
given life! That life has continued 
to bring joy and comfort to the 
family through the years. The 
words Jesus said to Lazarus are 
the same he says to you today. 
‘I am the resurrection and the life. 
Whoever believes in me, though he 
die, yet shall he live, and everyone 
who lives and believes in me shall 
never die. Do you believe this?’ Do 
you?

This article was enthusiastically 
received by Leonard Cohen’s fans 
who had long wanted to know 
more about the person behind 
the song. And over the years it 
has made its way to other people 
who have been able to fill in 

some of the gaps about Nancy’s 
life. Through a near-miraculous 
series of events, we found Mike 
and Nancy’s son, my cousin. 
He lives just a short distance 
from my home and has quickly 
become a part of our extended 
family.

Here is a picture of Nancy. Looking at 
that picture, I can see that my older 
brother is the spitting image of his aunt. 
She is sitting beside the statue that 
Morton Rosengarten made of her.
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Guided city walk

Guided tour in the historic 
centre: the ultimate get-to-know 
Ghent.

Led by a city guide, together we 
discover the most beautiful spots 
of Ghent and the treasures of the 
historic centre. You’ll be amazed 
by the fascinating history, art and 
culture.
A medieval castle, graceful 
houses, medieval towers, world-
famous art treasures as well as 
modern street art, charming 
squares and markets full of 
goodies: in the city centre all 
attractions are side by side. 

Find out why the citizens of 
Ghent are called ‘noose-bearers’. 
Stroll through the ever-changing 
graffiti-alley or admire our 
wonderful Graslei. Our guide 
revives the astonishing history of 
the city with stories on Emperor 
Charles V, the gold-plated dragon 
on the Belfry and so much more...

The Ghent Guides vzw are a 
team of more than 100 certified 
multilingual guides who offer 
informative and interactive tours 
for groups and individual visitors. 
The guides will combine the 
larger picture with stories from 
the past and the present. They 
will colour History with anecdotic 
tales. Moreover they also gladly 
give practical information and 
tips.

MEETING POINT 
MIRY CONCERT HALL
BIEZEKAPELSTRAAT 9

SATURDAY AUGUST 6 at 9.30am
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Boat tour

Be enchanted by the beauty 
of Ghent from the water and 
experience the historic city from 
a special perspective. 

In the city of seven waterways, 
we show every visitor around 
with great passion and a smile, 
and that has been rewarded with 
leading awards such as ‘Cruise 
Company of the Year’ at the 
Travel & Hospitality Awards and 

winner of the ‘Belgium Prestige 
Awards’,  both in 2022.

At de bootjes van Gent, we are 
always looking ahead. In addition 
to being an established value 
on the Ghent waterways, we 
are also a pioneer in the field of 
sustainability.
We must cherish our 
environment, which is why we 
sail more and more with zero 
emission boats. Our electric 
boats have room for 200 people. 
That makes us a top player 
in Belgium when it comes to 
electric passenger transport on 
water.

The tour ‘Ghent completely’ 
offers a unique view on 1000 
years of architecture and stories: 
a fun and thorough historical 
exploration of the entire city with 
a surprisingly large number of 
sights.
Enjoy!

MEETING POINT
THE GREEN BOATHOUSE

KORENLEI 4A

SUNDAY AUGUST 7 at 10am
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Dear friends

For many years now we have 
been gathering on the beautiful 
Greek island of Hydra to spend 
some time with like minded 
Cohenites. 

As always this will not be an 
official Event but rather the 
opportunity to enjoy the island 
life and meet in the evenings 
at the Roloi to chat and sing 
Leonard’s songs together. 

We are happy the tradition will 
continue in 2023.

Registration will open in early 
September and as always there 
will be some activities that can 
be booked in advance, but you 



will also have the opportunity 
to visit landmark spots that are 
connected to Leonard’s life on 
the island such as Dusko’s tavern 
or look for the house Leonard 
bought in the early 60s.
Don’t forget to take a moment 
to enjoy the beautiful view over 
the Aegean Sea while taking a 
rest on the bench that our Forum 
members have helped build in 
honour of Leonard. 

We are looking forward to seeing 
you on the island from Friday 
May 26 to Sunday May 28 in 
2023. 

Warm regards
Caren and Hans
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Aebi Christoph (SWI)
Armstrong Janet (UK)
Assor Ben (FRA)
Austevik Oddbjørn, Tingelstad Kjersti and 
Rønnaug and Rudland Naess Ingeborg (NOR)
B Nick and B Carol (UK)
Bartsch Regina and Schmid Sabine (GER)
Berg Christine (NED)
Boeijen Kees and Meijer Miriam (NED)
Brand Heather (UK)
Brophy Brid (IRL)
Buitenhuis Ron (NED)
Creasey Mary (IRL)
Cummer Don and McCann Paula (CAN/IRL)
Daykin Janet (UK)
de Graaf Aad and Bogaard Gery (NED)
Dorr Ciarán (UK)
Dullemont Hugo and Dullemont Hélène (NED)
Egle Ute (GER)
Ezekiel Mark and Ezekiel Joy (USA)
Felby Paula (UK)
Fleuren Joan (NED)
Franz Christoph (GER)
Franz Henning (GER)
Gansbeke Antoine and De Wispelaere Monique (BEL)
Garland Rita (IRL)
Ginzberg Fay (ISR/AUS)
Girrbach Werner (GER)
Gravestock Neil (NZL)
Hammond Jill (UK)
HawThorne Sarah (N IRL)
Haze Peter and Haze-Hettes Jarmila (NED)
Hiljanen Sinikka (FIN)
Hulsbergen Rola (NED)
Kazenbroot Frank (NED)
Kelber Notker and Gertrud (GER)
Kernohan Derek and Lynn Carol (N IRL)
Kloss Hans and Gutschmidt-Kloss Caren (GER)
Krasuski Krzysztof and Ciok Krzysztof (POL)
Kubetz Martin (GER)
Lageveen Wijbe and Lageveen Willy (NED)
Liptrot Philip and Liptrot Jean (UK)
MacMillan Scott and MacMillan Helen (UK)
Marshall Wendy (UK) THANK YOU
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Martonyi Eva (HUN)
Massa Eddy and Mechiels Ann (BEL)
McSweeney Helen (IRL)
Mentink Lydia and partner (NED)
Mus Francis (BEL)
Nielsen Marianne (DEN)
Noonan Albert and Nolan Marie (IRL)
Nowlan Jenni (UK)
O’Connor Brian and O’Connor Carol (IRL)
O’Leary Tom (IRL)
O’Mahony Sheila (IRL)
Ooievaar Oscar and Ooievaar Babet (NED)
Parr Josie (UK)
Pennifold John and Harrington Fiona (UK)
Podebradska Vlasta (CZE)
Pötzschke Kurt and Guggenmoser Erna (GER)
Price Jones Dafydd (WAL)
Prins Pim (NED)
Purnell Pete (NED)
Reilly Rebecca (IRL)
Remy Judy (FRA)
Rohr Reinhard and Rohr Gabriele (GER)
Rooney Crispin and Rooney Ann-Frances (UK)
Rucker Claudia (GER)
Ryan Breda, Woods Garrett, Woods Elijah and Woods Ethan (UK)
Salles Beatriz (ESP)
Sauerwein Karin and Sauerwein Rainer (GER)
Schiettecatte Marie (BEL)
Schmaltz Bruce (CAN)
Skill Steve and Skill Bridget (UK)
Smith Joseph and Smith Pauline (IRL)
Spindler Daniel and Spindler Régine (FRA)
Swijngedouw Peter and Vandenplassche Carine (BEL)
Vainio Maire and Vainio Pentti (FIN)
Van den Eynde Renik (BEL)
van der Mark Gerda, Koster Annelies and van Riemsdijk Anita (NED)
van Egmond Marie-Elaine (NED)
van Gorkum Ine (NED)
van Heese Eveline and van Heese Marja (NED)
van Zwietering Dick and van Zwietering Lia (NED)
Volk Conny (GER)
Way Joe and Way Anne (USA)
Williams June (GRE)
Wroblewski Stanislaw (POL)
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We owe our deepest gratitude to everyone who has made this Event 
possible. In particular, we would like to thank:

Craig Fees of the PETT archives for his warm welcome at the archives;

Ben Milne for generously agreeing on using the Henderson Hospital 
recording made by his late father Ian Milne at our Event;

Bart Marius and Kristine Timperman, staff of Museum Dr. Guislain for 
their support and help;

Bård Kjøge Rønning and Fabien Greenberg for letting us screen their 
documentary Little Axel;

Laurent Derycke and Michaël Penson of the Miry Concert Hall for all 
the practical help to make our stay at the Miry as smooth as possible;

Francis Mus for his endless support and input regarding the debate at 
Museum Dr. Guislain;

Geert Roels of the University of Ghent (Ugent) for letting us use his 
timelapse video of the build-up of one of Leonard Cohen’s concerts at 
St-Peter’s Square;

Eef Janssen for keeping the drinks cold and the bar warm;

Jarkko and Eija Arjatsalo, the pater and mater familias of our Cohen 
community who we sorely missed during the Event;

Henning Franz for doing such an amazing job in organizing the 2006 
Leonard Cohen Event in Berlin which changed my life completely;

Caren & Hans Gutschmidt-Kloss for keeping the Hydra gatherings 
alive;



65

Stijn Tormans for his impeccable writing skills and allowing us to 
publish his article in this booklet;

Ken Forsyth for making me laugh and cry and cry and laugh about it 
all again;

Tim Challies for allowing us to include his story on Nancy in this 
booklet;

Dianne Lawrence who designed the original hummingbird that was 
used in our logo;

All the performers and guest speakers for the lovely concerts and 
performances;

Our participants for their friendship throughout the years and for the 
close community we have become;

Eddy Massa and Ann Mechiels for showing me the way and following 
me around; and for their contributions to the goodie bags;

Brecht, Wietse, Fien and Matties for -one day- taking over my Cohen 
Collection;

Nele Janssen, in particular for her tremendous contribution in the 
design department for the logo and booklet and help in making this 
Event happen; and thank you for loving me so deeply and madly.



Signed setlist and photo of Leonard Cohen’s very last concert.





	 THANK YOU LEONARD COHEN





‘Always loved those little creatures.
Always feel blessed when they appear nearby.

There’s a magical quality to them.’

Leonard Cohen, press conference for ‘You Want It Darker’
Oct 13 2016, Canadian consulate, LA


