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KundenrezensionenHilfreichste Kundenrezensionen0 von 0 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. Gut zu 
lesenVon TeddychenIch habe das Buch als erstes im Rahmen meiner Pulitzer-Challenge gelesen (s. [...]). Bok stellt in 
seiner Autobiographie neben sehr amsanten Anekdoten auch durchaus ernsthafte gesellschaftliche Themen dar. Diese 
Mischung macht das Buch sehr lesenswert.
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Introduction of Two PersonsIN WHOSE LIVES ARE FOUND THE SOURCE AND MAINSPRING OF SOME OF 
THE EFFORTS OF THE AUTHOR OF THIS BOOK IN HIS LATER YEARSAlong an island in the North Sea, five 
miles from the Dutch Coast, stretches a dangerous ledge of rocks that has proved the graveyard of many a vessel 
sailing that turbulent sea. On this island once lived a group of men who, as each vessel was wrecked, looted the vessel 
and murdered those of the crew who reached shore. The government of the Netherlands decided to exterminate the 
island pirates, and for the job King William selected a young lawyer at The Hague."I want you to clean up that island," 
was the royal order. It was a formidable job for a young man of twenty-odd years. By royal proclamation he was made 
mayor of the island, and within a year, a court of law being established, the young attorney was appointed judge; and 
in that dual capacity he "cleaned up" the island.The young man now decided to settle on the island, and began to look 
around for a home. It was a grim place, barren of tree or living green of any kind; it was as if a man had been exiled to 
Siberia. Still, argued the young mayor, an ugly place is ugly only because it is not beautiful. And beautiful he 
determined this island should be.One day the young mayor-judge called together his council. "We must have trees," he 
said; "we can make this island a spot of beauty if we will!" But the practical seafaring men demurred; the little money 
they had was needed for matters far more urgent than trees."Very well," was the mayor's decision--and little they 
guessed what the words were destined to mean--"I will do it myself." And that year he planted one hundred trees, the 
first the island had ever seen."Too cold," said the islanders; "the severe north winds and storms will kill them 
all.""Then I will plant more," said the unperturbed mayor. And for the fifty years that he lived on the island he did so. 
He planted trees each year; and, moreover, he had deeded to the island government land which he turned into public 
squares and parks, and where each spring he set out shrubs and plants.Moistened by the salt mist the trees did not 
wither, but grew prodigiously. In all that expanse of turbulent sea--and only those who have seen the North Sea in a 
storm know how turbulent it can be--there was not a foot of ground on which the 
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