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Chapter 2 

The Farm Behind The Linden Tree 
 

In the meantime Maarten went on his way alone. Soon he left the Moleneind and turned 

left into the Looseind. 

Slowly he trudged through the loose sand, his hands deep in his pockets, his cap 

indifferently on the back of his head. He felt humiliated and unjustly treated. It was true that he 

had not watched out at that corner, but Botje hadn’t either. And when he had wanted to make 

amends for his mistake and offered Botje a helping hand, the fish peddler had given him a slap in 

his face that still caused his head to spin. Inwardly he was seething with anger, first only at 

Botje, but then at Toon, who in the last analysis was to blame for all his trouble. 

Suddenly it struck Maarten that Fatty could be on his heels! He looked hastily around, but 

it was already too late. “Hello, Boelhouwer!” Toon shouted from a distance. “Wait a minute, 

man!” Maarten grimly submitted to the inevitable and slowed his step. He quickly brushed aside 

the evidences of his tears. That fellow certainly must not see them. He forgot the blood stains 

under his nose. 

“Man, oh man. I laughed myself sick at Botje!” Toon shouted. “Did you run him down? I 

heard something like that.” 

“Yes,” answered Maarten briefly. “Where are the other guys?” he added in an unfriendly 

tone. 

“O, those dullards are helping Botje,” answered Toon contemptuously. 

“Didn’t you have to help?” 

“What? I help? Come on now! Every man to his own task, my father always says.” 

“You are certainly a friendly person,” Martin remarked sarcastically. 

“You had better keep still,” answered Toon, becoming a bit angry. “It was actually all 

your fault!” 

Maarten was silent, holding his rage. Finally Toon realized that he was not very 

welcome. 

“Why did you rush away so fast a while ago?” he asked suspiciously. 

“Because I was hungry,” muttered Maarten, surprised at his own resourcefulness. That 

was an argument that appealed strongly to Toon. 

“My stomach is also rattling,” he said, and eagerly added, “This noon we are going to 

have brown beans. Man, o man!” 

Fatty sighed so pleasantly that, in spite of all that had happened, Maarten burst into 

laughter. 

“Be sure you do not eat too many beans!” boasted Toon. “I could eat ten plates full, 

maybe twelve!” 



Maarten had his own opinion about that but decided to change the subject. He was happy 

to see that they were already approaching the Kleine Krakebeen.
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 Just in front of that stood the 

big farm of Jacob Bollebakker, Toon’s father. 

“I have heard that in a few years our Looseind will also be paved, just as the Moleneind 

is now.” 

“I know that,” was Toon’s answer. “My father says that then they can also pave our 

driveway.” 

“Do you think they will do that for nothing? Do you know how much that would cost?” 

“What of it? My father will manage that ok. Money is the key that fits in any lock,” he 

always says. 

“Your father seems to say quite a bit,” Maarten said sarcastically, although he realized 

that he had said too much. However, Toon apparently thought the remark was a compliment. 

“That’s true, my father has a lot to say in the town. At home he has the say-so over a 

large number of servants. Before long we are getting another one. The new one comes from 

Nieuwer-ter-Aa. Do you know where that is?” 

“No, and I could care less,” growled Maarten, feeling offended by the overbearing tone 

of his companion. 

“The others came all the way from beyond Loenen and Breukelen to our farm,” he went 

on undisturbed. “Can you imagine that?” 

“You can say that again,” sneered Maarten. 

“What do you mean by that?” Toon asked suspiciously. 

“Can you figure out what a big boaster you are?” Maarten sharply snapped back at him. 

They now stood before the driveway of Bollebakker. 

“Ha, the small farmer is jealous!” shouted Toon, “you cannot even support one servant on 

that manure pile. Only your crazy grandpa with his white beard walks around there, a regular 

Santa Claus…. Ow! What now?” Toon had received a sharp blow of Maarten’s fist on his empty 

stomach. 

“You keep off from my grandpa, you ugly blown up fat ball,” snarled Maarten. Toon 

made off, partly because he feared another blow and partly because he was afraid the family had 

already started with dinner. 

With a satisfied feeling Maarten continued on his way. He felt that he had given that 

windbag of a Toon what he had coming. For the time being he would be free of this bothersome 

companion. 

Maarten neared the edge of his village. All it amounted to was a few small farms on both 

sides of the Looseind, and then followed the land which was commonly called the Narrows. 

From there the moor reached out. The Looseind continued as a winding sandy trail that finally 

ended in Loosdrecht, the small village on the peat bog. 

In front of one of the last farms stood a large Linden tree. Originally this was a “church-

tree.” Years ago the Hervormde Kerk
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 had urged the entire town to plant linden and elm trees, 

having in mind to let these be dug up in due time. The profit would be for the church fund. But 

six years ago the church officers had sold all the “church-trees” to the town or to the farmers. 

Thus, this linden tree now belonged to the lowly, though neatly kept farm of Ko Boelhouwer, the 

father of Maarten. 

Having arrived at home, the boy quickly ran up the bumpy driveway, took off his wooden 

shoes by the door, and went without delay to the front part of the lot, where the simple living 



quarters were located. He did not allow himself time to pay attention to the friendly barking of 

Bas, his dog. 

Father and Mother were already at the table. Grandfather hung his pipe on the rack before 

he took his seat, while Maarten quickly went his corner. Embarrassed that he was late, he 

avoided the sharp look of his father. “Let us pray,” Father said briefly. All folded their hands. 

Father and Grandfather held their caps before their eyes, while Maarten took his off. After a few 

quiet moments, Grandfather’s “Enjoy your meal,” was the signal to eat. It was not surprising that 

everyone agreed. 

“You were not exactly early,” Father remarked, while Mother dished out the steaming 

potatoes and cabbage. “Didn’t you come straight home?” 

“At first I did, later not,” the boy answered vaguely. But Father was not readily side-

tracked, and knew at once that something was wrong. 

With a sharp look at his son he asked, “Is that all Maarten?” “Son,” his mother suddenly 

called out, “Did your nose bleed? Did you maybe have a fight?” Maarten felt trapped. He 

decided it was best to tell them the whole story. 

“No, I ran home fast, but then, at the corner of Moleneind and Dieperweg, I ran into 

Botje, whom you know.” 

Father’s eyebrows raised somewhat. “I do not know him,” he answered sternly. Maarten 

colored because he knew how his father hated the practice of giving nicknames to every one. “I 

mean, Aalt Boor,” he said humbly. “O, now I know whom you mean,” his father responded. 

Now Maarten told piece-meal the whole story of his collision with the fish peddler, 

making sure that he called him by his right name. Father did not seem to be too concerned about 

the slap in the face that Maarten had received. “Naturally, that was unjust of Boor,” he remarked. 

“But just imagine yourself sitting there before the eyes of the whole world. In that situation you 

say or do things that you are sorry for later. Controlling yourself, Maarten, that is one of the 

hardest things to do!” After a bit he added in a softer tone, “We cannot do that by our own 

strength.” 

For a while nothing could be heard but the clicking of the spoons. 

Grandfather picked up the thread where the conversation had stopped. “After that you 

came home all alone?” 

“Yes, the other boys stayed by Aalt Boor. Only that boring Toon Bollebakker followed 

me.” 

“Toon Bollebakker?” said father reflectively, “O, that must be a son of Father Jacob.” 

But now it was Father who had said the wrong thing, for he used Toon’s father’s nickname. He 

was called that because of the fatherly tone he used when he thought he had to admonish people. 

“I don’t know him,” Maarten said, imitating his father in a naughty tone. For a moment 

all was quiet, then everyone burst out into laughter. 

“You sassy monkey!” his father shouted, “Now you really got me. I fouled up on that 

one.” He affectionately rubbed his son’s ears generously. 

“Is that Toon boring?” he added when the laughter ceased. 

“Terrible,” the boy answered, “He can talk about nothing except boasting about their 

riches. This noon he called our farm a manure pile and called Grandfather Santa Claus. I hit him 

in his stomach!” 

“Now, now,” both Father and Mother said at the same time. Grandfather smiled 

mischievously. “It is a good thing that I am not Santa Claus,” he remarked winking, “otherwise 

neither your father nor you would be here.” 



Maarten looked at the old man without understanding what he meant. “Well,” he 

explained, “Bishops may not marry.”
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 Again every one burst into hearty laughter. 

Maarten was relieved that Grandfather did not take what had happened too seriously. 

But when the boy told about the poem that he had been allowed to recite that morning in 

school, both Grandfather and his parents looked critical. 

“Striving after virtue?” Grandfather said slowly. “God’s Word teaches us differently, my 

boy. It is not a question of whether we live good and noble lives, but whether we know that we 

are hidden in our Savior.” 

“Exactly,” Mother said, “We cannot do anything good of ourselves!” 

“Yes, but,” Maarten objected, “the teacher thought it was a fine poem.” 

“What the teacher says is important,” Father’s voice rang out, but what God’s Word says 

is still more important. Never forget that, Maarten.” He got up and took the old Staten Bible.
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Carefully the callused fingers paged through it until he had found Romans 7, from which he 

reverently read a section: “For the good that I would I do not, but the evil that I would not that I 

do.” 

After these words his eyes looked sharply for a moment into those of his son. 

Then Grandfather led in thanksgiving. 

A few moments later, when Maarten returned to school, his anger had completely gone. 

His thoughts turned quite naturally to the splendid days that were coming. 

Because it was Good Friday, school would be dismissed this afternoon at three o’clock, 

an hour earlier than on other days. 

Tomorrow,—“Silent Saturday,” the Catholic boys called it—there was no school. Then 

followed two Easter days. On Tuesday, the semi-annual cow market was held, and on 

Wednesday the usual weekly market. Only on Thursday would school begin again. 

At school very little was said about Maarten’s adventure with Botje. Everyone’s thoughts 

were eagerly on the coming days. They looked forward especially to the cow market. 

When the tower clock struck half past two, all talk and chatter ended. Immediately all the 

children silently took their places and stood in line. 

The school doors opened with their usual creaks. Both teachers came outside to supervise 

the ranks of children with their sharp eyes. 

Behind them a small group of children also came out of the school. They were all poorly 

dressed and most of them had thin and pale faces. 

They were the children who worked from early morning until late at night in the weaving 

factories. During their mealtime they could still go to school, but only for an hour, although most 

of their miserable companions politely excused themselves from that. The “meal-time” school 

for these poor children was held from twelve thirty to one thirty.
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The last “meal-timer” who sauntered out of the school was a long, dark chap. He brushed 

past Maarten. The two boys looked at each other without interest. They hardly knew each other. 

They lived in different worlds. 

Neither the one nor the other realized at that moment that some day they would be life-

long friends. 

 

Endnotes 
1
 The name is difficult to translate. It must refer to a certain place along which the boys were 

walking. Literally the term refers to the cartilage in a knee, and means, Small Cartilage. 



2
 The literal translation of “Hervormde Kerk” is “Reformed Church.” It was the name of the 

State Church, the old church of the Synod of Dordt. But it had become apostate. 
3
 We probably cannot appreciate the humor of this remark. But it will be clear if we remember 

that our words Santa Claus are really a corruption of St. Nicholas. St. Nicholas is a 3rd and 4th 

century saint who was recognized as a saint on Christmas day as one who had given gifts to 

children. We are probably more familiar with the expression “St. Nick.” But already then, monks 

did not marry. And so, grandfather is saying that if he were Santa Claus, he would have been St. 

Nicholas and would never have married. 
4
 This was the Bible used in the Netherlands before more modern translations took over. It is, in 

Dutch, much like our King James Version. It is called the “States Bible” because the translation 

was authorized by the Synod of Dordt and the costs were paid by the government. 
5
 The practice described in these paragraphs was a very sad, but all too common practice in the 

Netherlands–as well as elsewhere in Europe during the 19th century. The poor families, even in 

the church, could not earn enough to support themselves unless the children worked as well. 

These children were taken out of school early, sometimes as early as 8 or 9 years old, and sent to 

work. The work was hard and the hours were long. My own grandmother worked as a maid for a 

rich man and earned almost nothing for 12 to 15 hour days. She started working at about 10 

years old and permanently injured her back carrying buckets of water from the village well up 

several flights of stairs in the rich man’s house. She spoke of going to bed so hungry that the 

ache in her stomach kept her awake. Sometimes children, especially who worked in “factories,” 

were given the option of going to school for an hour a day during the “lunch time.” This is the 

reference to these “meal-timer” students. 
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