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Chapter 12 

The “Careful” Deacon 
 

(The last chapter told of the “conversion” of Ko Boelhouwer at whose farm the wagon of four 

men returning home on a dark and stormy night had broken a wheel. The four men had been 

chosen at a meeting in another town as elders and deacons of a new congregation in Hilversum. 

The congregation belonged to the Secession Churches which had left the apostate State Church 

to follow De Cock, Van Raalte, Scholte, etc. After helping the men to fix their broken wagon, Ko 

Boelhouwer had talked with them into the early hours of the morning. He had, at last, been 

persuaded of the righteousness of the Seceders’ cause. The story now turns to the sad state of 

affairs in the apostate State Church. It depicts this sad state of affairs by describing a visit of a 

deacon to a poor family in the church which had asked for aid. The family was the Splint family 

which had just had a new baby. The events surrounding the birth of that baby were described in 

an earlier chapter. This is perhaps a good place to mention that the differences between the rich 

and the poor in The Netherlands were very great. Although all belonged to the State Church and 

often to the same congregation, the rich farmers lived in luxury while the poor workers could not 

earn enough to feed their families. I have often talked with many who came from The 

Netherlands and who knew only extreme poverty. My own grandmother spoke of working for a 

rich farmer, having to carry heavy pails of water up three flights of stairs when she was only ten, 

and going to bed at night with severe cramps in her stomach because she did not have enough to 

eat. Nor could these poor send their children to school because the children had to go out to 

work at an early age to earn a few pennies for food. The people of the Secession were usually 

from this poor class in The Netherlands.) 

 

Saturday evening of the same week had arrived. In the small house of Evert Splint mother 

and the girls were doing a bit of spinning, while Krijntje played in the gutter water that poured 

past the door. That gutter water had a pretty red tint, because a neighboring butcher had poured 

his waste water into it. Koen lay on his stomach looking at the sleeping Barentje, the new baby, 

while Splint himself sat at the table cleaning his pipe. 

Suddenly the faint light of a dying evening that still shone through the small window was 

darkened by a large shadow. Splint looked up and saw to his amazement Jacob Bollebakker 

standing at the door. “There is father Jacob, our deacon. Now we shall hear it,” he mumbled. 

There was a small tap on the door and the fat deacon entered the room before anyone could 

come. “Good evening, folks,” he greeted them affably. Without asking, he took a chair, turned it 

around, and sat down so that his knees were toward the back of the chair. In this position he 

looked boldly around the small room. 

“Be sure to do your duty well,” he said with a fat grin to the girls who were spinning. 

“You remind me of an edifying poem I read in the paper this morning: 



Girls, let us diligently strive 

Daily to make advancement. 

Work is the manner in which we arrive 

To all sorts of pleasure and enjoyment. 

Fortunately the deacon did not see that the sassy Antje stuck out her tongue behind his 

back, to the secret pleasure of the other children. 

“Sad to say, your kind has never learned to read,” continued the farmer, irritated because 

his oratorical ability made so little impression. 

“Our Koen goes to the truant school.” Splint remarked stiffly.
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“A nonsensical institution,” was the deacon’s response. “A waste of the community’s 

resources, while the government neglects the farmers.” 

“How is it going in your business?”
2
 asked Koen after an unpleasant silence. 

“Very bad,” sighed Bollebakker, taking an expensive cigar out of his pocket. “The winter 

rye suffered severely from the frost and the cows have eaten my ears from my head. Your sort 

has no idea of the cares of a farmer.” He took his flintbox, coaxed up a flame, and complacently 

lit his cigar. 

“We have our own cares, Bollebakker.” Splint’s voice was sharp. 

“Ye-ess, they seem to be serious, as I noted from your letter. I was surprised that anyone of your 

sort could write such a fine letter.” 

“Someone helped me with it,” he answered, controlling himself with difficulty. 

“And who could that be?” the farmer asked inquisitively. 

“That to my mind makes no difference,” answered Splint, who did not want to mention 

the name of schoolteacher, Van Oostveen. 

Bollebakker was deeply offended, but could not quickly come up with a proper retort. At 

last, he took out pencil and paper, blew a cloud of smoke in the direction of Barentje and cleared 

his throat. 

“Tell me now, how much money is taken in each week,” he said in a fatherly tone. Splint 

took a deep breath and started. 

“I work for Elbert Peet as black weaver from six o’clock in the morning until seven 

o’clock in the evening with a half hour for meals, and on Saturday from six to twelve, thus a total 

of 66 hours per week. I earn six guilders
3
 a week.” 

“A good wage and a good boss,” the deacon broke in. To which Splint offered no 

comment. 

“My wife Sijtje,” he continued, “spins about twelve hours a day and earns about a half 

crown
4
 per week.” 

Bollebakker placed his pencil behind his ear. “What are you telling me? She works only 

twelve hours a day? Man, I know women who manage seventeen hours a day. Evidently she 

must chat quite often with her neighbors?” Splint turned pale, his wife bowed her head and 

secretly wiped a tear from her eye. 

“My wife is physically not strong. It is difficult for her to work even twelve hours, 

Bollebakker.” 

“Yes, I suppose so, and what do the children earn?” 

“My children earn by spinning about twenty pennies a week. This is also true of our 

Koen, who sits behind the spinning wheel by Reins Nieuwenhuizen.” 

“What else?” asked the deacon, constantly writing and figuring. 



“That’s all, Bollebakker. From this money we have to pay the rent and buy food, clothes, 

fuel, everything.” 

With great ceremony Bollebakker stowed away his pencil and paper and leaned heavily 

against the back of the chair, which creaked in protest. He drew deeply on his cigar and 

motioned with his head toward the window. 

“How old is that little fellow outside?” 

“Evidently you mean Krijntje,” answered Splint sharply, “He is five and we are thankful 

every day that the Lord is with him for he has poor health.” 

“Just leave that pious language to me, man,” the deacon answered, irritated by Splint’s 

mention of the Lord. 

“You folks think that you can continue to receive a small handout from the deacons, but I 

have a much better plan. Your boss Elbert Peet is a good friend of mine. We have a good 

understanding between us. Discussing the matter with him, I made the following plan: A child of 

five years can very well go to work. Therefore you must take him to the weaving mill next 

Monday where he can learn to spool. The first three months he will earn 2½ cents plus a 

sandwich, and if he does his best, later Elbert will let him earn 30 cents.” 

Motionless, Evert Splint stared ahead of him; his wife and daughters had ceased spinning. 

Then Splint slowly said, stressing each word, “Our Krijntje is not going to the weaving mill of 

Elbert Peet.” 

In amazement the farmer dropped his cigar. “So you reject this generous decision of the 

church?” he asked threateningly. 

Splint fought off his rising anger. “I thought the church was called to show mercy,” he 

shouted hoarsely. 

Bollebakker picked up his cigar and answered in an unctuous tone, “Certainly, good 

friend, but, as the Ordination Form states, they must show mercy ‘with carefulness.’ I cannot 

emphasize that sufficiently.” 

In his excitement Splint had stood up. “If our little boy with his weak lungs comes in that 

dusty, dirty weaving mill of Elbert Peet, we will soon bring him to the cemetery!” 

“Be sure to weigh your words more carefully when you are talking about your boss! And 

don’t become dramatic about it. It is merely a matter of becoming accustomed to the mill. If we 

listened to talk like yours, the diaconate would soon go broke.” 

“Unless the richer members dropped a bit more in the collection,” came the bitter 

response. 

The farmer knew that this was obviously directed at him, for he jumped up, angry as a 

spider. 

“Just let your lazy wife spin a bit longer,” he snorted. 

Now Splint placed himself directly in front of him and said with a hoarse voice, 

“Bollebakker, leave my house at once!” 

The deacon realized that he should not delay. With a face as white as a sheet he took big 

steps toward the door, where he once more pompously turned about and said: “The church has 

now done its duty!” 

He slammed the door behind him with a crash. 

Outside “Father Jacob” again lit his cigar that had died out, and after drawing a few times 

on the stub, he regained his composure. With that, he became very satisfied with himself and 

how he had conducted the visit. He walked home in the conviction that once again the church 

had been spared unnecessary expenses. 



Of the blessedness of his office of deacon he had understood nothing at all. 

 

Endnotes 
1
 The reference here is obscure. The Dutch has schoftschool, and the meaning of schoft is rascal. 

There is no indication in the book that Koen was a truant. It may be that this was the only school 

this poor family could afford, although education was generally supported by the government, 

because the one church was the Reformed Church, and this church was itself supported by the 

government. 
2
 Bollebaker was, of course, himself a farmer. 

3
 Roughly equivalent to our dollar. 

4
 About one-half a dollar. 
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