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Charles van Zevenaar stared in front of him. Next to him stood his daughter, Christine. In front 

of them stood the castle Vinkenstein, reflecting in the water of the moat. In the grass at their feet 

waddled a couple of chattering ducks. The day before they had come home from a long journey 

overseas, where they had seen a lot, but it had been very tiring. They lived in a city, five kilometers 

from there, but they stood here now for a very important reason...Charles van Zevenaar had lost his 

wife last year after a short illness, but he had promised her, that he would travel with Christine to show 

her something of the world. Therefore he had accelerated his retirement as the Secretary of Foreign 

Affairs. Some people had said that he had feathered his nest, so, he could afford to make a big journey. 

Christine just said, “Dad, I think I understand now, why you found that traveling to a lot of countries is 

important, and mother too. You wanted me to see how the world has changed, how people mainly live 

for themselves, that they walk away from the Christian faith and have nothing anymore to hold on to.” 

Her father smiled and straightened himself and smoothed out the piece of paper with notes, in 

his left hand. “You are right,” he said. “Before the Lord took her away, we talked about you and she 

suggested that such a journey would probably help you to become strong and able to cope with the 

temptations of student life, the pranks, and so on. We did speak about that, didn’t we? But first we have 

to do something else. Your grandfather has given us this castle in his last will, and I didn’t expect it. He 

passed away while he was sleeping, and we were still at the friendly island of Tonga. Yes, how 

wonderful it was there. The climate, the kind Christian people, and on the Lord’s Day everybody went 

to Church. I will never forget all those ringing bells, all over the main island. And that night we were in 

the chapel of the king, with a sermon in English, by his chaplain. What a difference there is in the 

countries with heathen religions, like India, Uzbekistan and Thailand. But in The Netherlands we are 

going in that direction, with thousands of Moslems; they have entered the public schools. Is nobody 

worried about this development? We have to bring the gospel and we have to defend it. That brings us 

to this castle. Will it be possible to establish a Christian school in it?” 

His daughter took in the whole scene at a glance and agreed. “Dad, it looks very suitable to me. 

Can anyone give us financial support, or aid us in another way? In the past, a school with the Bible was 

something worth working for, a cause that had to be furthered. I expect, the world of today will give us 

the cold shoulder; the standards are lost.” 

“Well, Christine, let us not have too high expectations, not indulge in illusions, but if God wants 

it to happen, that school will come here. It is a big responsibility, but I think about boys and girls for 

secondary education, continuation for those who are seriously interested in something, who have a goal 

already, a certain direction.” 

They let their eyes wander over the building, the forests, the birds in the sky. It was so peaceful, 

so inviting. 

Christine adjusted the braid of her thick brown hair and said, “A boarding school at this place 

would be wonderful, I believe. Something like we have seen in Australia, in Melbourne and in 

Brisbane. Especially that old Scottish school.” 

“Yes, I know what you mean, and you liked that teacher in gymnastics too,” grinned her father. 

“I saw you trying to discover whether he was wearing a wedding ring.” 

Christine made a fending gesture, but she did not deny anything “Dad, suppose I give art 

lessons, and botany, perhaps also the Dutch language. The pupils must know that we can have just as 

much respect for Dutch as the Flemings do. They defended it in a gathering of the European Union.” 



Charles van Zevenaar nodded and said, “Now you mention the Flemings, I believe we could 

very well make use of the services of a Reformed Fleming. I could take up contact about this with 

friends in Antwerp. But in the meantime, what are your plans for your own studies?” 

Christine lowered her eyes and hesitated, though she knew she could always frankly speak with 

her father; she felt a bit embarrassed. 

“I have been thinking about it seriously in the last couple of days. Do you remember, when we 

had a talk with three girls from Italy about student life, the pranks, the rags, and so on? And those 

young people in Oslo, in the museum, and that couple in Nassau, at the Bahamas, and that boy from 

Johannesburg? Dad, to tell the honest truth, I don’t feel attracted. I don’t think I can tackle all that. It 

will wreck my nerves... I don’t know. I have become a conservative Christian girl, and I face a lot of 

secular modernist ideas... I will be unable to stem the tide. Perhaps God expects it from me. I don’t 

know... I intend to take some correspondence courses, and then I will also have my hands free to help 

in the school in the castle.” 

Charles van Zevenaar evaded her gaze and said, “Let us have a look inside.” 

They walked over the neatly cut grass and reached the bridge that led to the double front doors, 

recently varnished. “Your grandfather got the whole castle restored, inside and out, two years ago. He 

appointed a gardener, who lives here now with his wife, in rooms next to the entrance. I spoke with him 

this morning through the telephone, so they know that we are coming,” he explained. 

Christine hooked her arm into his and pulled the big copper bell. It resounded in the hall. 

The doors swung open and there stood square-built man with a weather-beaten face, and behind 

him a small, chubby-faced woman, in the traditional dress of the region. 

“Ah! Here you are!” the man said with a bass voice. “Come in! You are in the nick of time for 

drinking a cup of tea together...the joke is on me...perhaps you want first to see everything.” 

*********** 

The castle was in fact much bigger than they had expected. There were plenty of big rooms for 

classes, a refectory, an assembly hall and a gymnasium. All the walls covered with wood panels. They 

discussed the plans, the four of them. The gardener agreed to act as the caretaker. His wife, Iet, was 

willing to show interested pupils how to make a kitchen garden and how to preserve fruit in bottles. 

Those things become all the rage again, she told Christine. 

A few minutes later they said good-bye and Charles van Zevenaar showed his daughter the list 

with the names and addresses of all the people he had to speak with, including the mayor and aldermen 

of Oldedurem, four ministers of churches, the public notary, a lawyer, and other people who would cost 

him a lot of time to sort things out with. “Now look, there in the left comer of the field we can get 

tennis courts, in the right corner an indoor swimming pool, on the other side room for football, korfball, 

hockey, etcetera. And the last corner, if it is suitable, we have that for some fine fruit trees and 

vegetables. The wood will give protection against the cold wind during the winter months, don’t you 

think?” 

Christine agreed and made the suggestion, “What about a bus, for Church-going, concerts, 

paying visits to exhibitions and museums, perhaps factories?” 

“Excellent,” said her father and wrote it down. 

******* 

Already a week later Charles van Zevenaar got a meeting together. Not in his own house in the 

city, but in the future dining room in the castle, with the long table of oak wood in the middle and the 

chairs dating back to the year 1500. There was tea, coffee and cake, served by Christine to the fourteen 

guests, to discuss the foundation of the school. 

Charles waited till everybody was sitting comfortably, walked to the middle of the room, looked 

at the mayor and said, “I am grateful for your support and cooperation, so that we could get quickly 

through a whole lot of formalities, obligations and regulations. I am also thankful for the help and 

encouragement of the ministers. And notary van Zoutegem and doctor Luintjes, I am glad that you with 



your expertise are willing to write a draft statute. I have been pleasantly surprised by a generous gift 

from you, mister van Zuil, on behalf of your factory, because as you said you find the school very 

important for this part of the country. Minister Bouwman, special thanks for the gift of many books for 

the library. Several people who made contributions in one form or another are not here at the moment, 

and I will thank them in writing. A lot of work has yet to be done, now we are laying the first stone, this 

afternoon; but in our case it is more like filling up a basket.” 

Charles took his seat, and the mayor put in, “In the past I often wondered, what would become 

of this place. The owner organized it well, with its own drinking water pumped up, its own generators 

for the power supply, the central heating. A well preserved building, ready for use. It is amazing.” 

Christine noticed that her father went nervously through all the papers in front of him and 

suddenly he whispered to the journalist Bram Stoof, “If you write about our agenda today, will you 

please point out that the school will be really Reformed?” 

********** 

Some months later, when it was nearly winter, Charles van Zevenaar and Christine stood again 

at a distance watching the castle. They felt very happy and thankful for all the Lord had provided. 

Small clouds came out of the chimney, of the central heating furnace, they heard the sound of voices 

from one of the classrooms, from a truck a parcel was delivered at the front doors. On the grass walked 

now not only ducks, but also geese and several coots, turbits and moor-hens. All had come right, with 

much patience. 

The media had paid a lot of attention to the castle project, and there had been a stream of letters, 

faxes and phone calls. Christine had been long days in the office, often with the help of two other girls 

for typing letters, filling in forms, and the administration. An accountant had organized the 

bookkeeping. 

Charles did all the conversation; a couple of times he got a sore throat. Now the school had a 

headmaster, that was no longer his job. There were six classes, for different age groups. The dormitory 

part was split up in four groups boys and one group girls, each with a leader or a chaperone 

respectively. Nobody had objections against this or had caused any problems. There were agreements 

in writing, and signed by each student. The young people were delighted about the surroundings. Some 

had seen deer coming out of the woods, and they had given them hay. 

      “Dad,” said Christine softly. “I feel I am going to fall in love with that young classical master... ♦♦♦ 
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