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A Story from the Time of the Afscheiding 

Chapter 4 

Staying in School 
 

Two boys with drawn faces and stiffly folded arms sat waiting for whatever would 

happen next. 

Fifteen minutes before this, the town clock had struck three and school was dismissed. 

For a little while the area rang with the loud voices of children at the end of a school day. 

However, the noise had soon faded away and now a chilly silence hung over the school. 

Instructor De Liefde had sent Toon and Maarten back to their seats in their room. His 

eyes still flashed with anger.
1
 Then he had left the room and had locked the door behind him. 

After a little while Maarten risked a careful rubbing of the seat of his trousers, for it still smarted 

there badly! With a slight groan Toon rubbed the red palms of his hands. Fortunately, his 

stomachache had almost completely disappeared after his hasty visit to the toilet. 

 
Both boys gradually became restless. Where was the teacher? 

Had he forgotten about them? It was now creepy quiet in the school. 

Toon was the first one to have the courage to break the silence. He glanced carefully back 

toward his companion-in-misery and whispered: “He surely must have left and has locked us 

up.” 

“Why no, man. He likely is standing talking to some one or so,” answered Maarten; but 

he barely believed it himself. 

“He surely has pulled out,” the other maintained anxiously. “And it will be Thursday 

before the school opens again. Then we will be sitting here that whole time alone, without bed 

and without food.” The latter seemed to Toon to be the worst. “What a scared weasel you are,” 

answered Maarten, acting big. “If that’s true, we’ll climb through the window!” 

“My hands are too sore for that,” complained Toon. 

“Well, then you had better suffer hunger,” growled his partner mercilessly. 

“O no.” cried the fatty hopelessly. “But aren’t those windows much too small for us?” 

“They are for you,” Maarten quickly replied. “But I will ask Santa Claus to drop a dry 

crust of bread down the chimney for you every day. You often talk about him.” 

Although Toon usually was not too quick on the trigger, he now understood at once what 

Maarten meant. Angrily he turned around and again there was only silence between them. 

Suddenly the door opened and Instructor Van Oostveen walked into the room. He took 

his seat on the chair and calmly filled his pipe. He lit it and looked through the cloud of smoke at 

the two prisoners, who again sat like statues. 

“Instructor De Liefde asked me to investigate why you have misbehaved this afternoon.” 

The voice sounded sharper than usual. “Come here!” A few seconds later, the two boys stood 

before the lower grade teacher. He first drew strongly on his pipe and stared at Toon with a 



penetrating look. “What happened, Bollebakker?” “Teacher,” Toon stuttered, extremely nervous, 

“this afternoon I had a bad stomach ache, that made everything go wrong, writing and reading. 

And while the teacher was telling a story I suddenly had to”–he sought for a moment for an 

acceptable term–“go from the rear, and then they all began to laugh. After that I caught it with 

the paddle.” 

Instructor Van Oostveen’s beard trembled a bit, “What did you have for lunch this noon, 

my friend?” he added in an even tone. 

“Brown beans, teacher.” The words came softly. “Aha, and how many plates full, my 

friend?” Toon was silent, but the perspiration broke out. 

“Your silence speaks volumes, young man!” And how does friend Boelhouwer fit into all 

this?” 

“When Toon ran out I acted a bit foolishly,” mumbled Maarten. 

When instructor Van Oostveen raised his eyebrows, he quickly added: “I imitated Toon, 

and then I got it with the ruler.” The eyes of the lower grade teacher shone. “Do you think that is 

a joke when your fellow man has cramps and suffers pain?” 

Maarten cringed. “Yes, teacher, no, teacher,” he stuttered. And then he told, confused and 

in pieces, what had happened on the way from school to their house that noon.
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 But instructor 

Van Oostveen understood the situation now quite well. 

“Both of you are going to copy an appropriate portion of your reading book,” he said 

sternly. 

A minute later Toon had started on “The Gluttonous Peter,” while Maarten devoted 

himself to “The Disobedient Albert.” 

In the meantime instructor Van Oostveen had lit a fresh pipe and was trying to overcome 

his vexation. Instructor De Liefde, the chief instructor had instructed him a half hour ago, to take 

the naughty boys in hand. He himself had to get a couple of family members from the towboat, 

who were to stay at his house during the Easter holidays. Mr. Van Oostveen did not dare to raise 

any objection, partly because Instructor De Liefde was not only head teacher, but also because 

Mr. De Liefde was his father-in-law. But he was very unhappy. Actually there were not two who 

had to stay after school; there were three. 

Instructor Van Oostveen was dead tired, as was always the case by afternoon, although he 

was only thirty years old. Already for nine years he was lower grade teacher in this town, and all 

that time he had stood before classes of about 90 children. 

The previous year his father-in-law had sent a letter to the town council in which he 

requested an extra allowance so that a second lower grade teacher might be hired. The thrifty 

town council had answered him with a nice letter stating that they had no objection to a second 

lower grade teacher, if Instructor De Liefde would pay the extra 25 gilders out of his own pocket. 

Mr. De Liefde could also add a few small jobs to earn the extra money. That is the way in which 

the Hulversum town council treated its head instructor, who had served them since the time of 

the French.
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When Instructor Van Oostveen thought about these things for the so manyeth time, he 

had a milder opinion of his father in law. His father-in-law was actually worse off than himself. 

 
Unexpectedly the door opened and his wife Marijntje appeared with a cup of tea! The 

teacher was so surprised that he almost dropped his pipe. “Must those poor boys stay after school 

in this beautiful weather?” she cried out sympathetically. “They did not behave, and therefore 



they had to remain after school this afternoon.” He added, whispering in an almost inaudible 

tone, “And I must stay too.” 

To their amazement Maarten and Toon heard Instructor Van Oostveen and his wife 

quietly laughing and whispering. 

Suddenly the teacher stood next to Toon’s seat. He checked his work and looked at him 

sharply. “From now on you go easy, both literally and figuratively! You understand friend?” 

“Yes, indeed, teacher.” Toon nodded hopefully, although he actually understood only 

half of what was said. 

Then the instructor turned to Maarten and glanced at his work. “Boys who recite such 

nice poems about striving for virtue must act accordingly.” Maarten heard the teacher say above 

him. The boy looked up and saw Instructor Van Oostveen’s dark eyes. 

“I think that you do not as yet have a paradise on earth, do you? You will have it, but in a 

different way than you think!”
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Then, as if he had said too much, he hastened to the front.
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“My wife has appealed to my sympathy,” he said with a small smile. “You may go home, 

and I wish you pleasant days!” 

The boys mumbled an unintelligible greeting and left the school. In a brotherly fashion 

they walked together up the Moleneind, happily watched by the instructor and his wife. 

Marijntje left the school with an empty teacup in her hand, and Instructor Van Oostveen 

started on his last task, scattering white sand on the wooden floors of the rooms. 

When he arrived home, Maarten found only his grandfather there. His grandfather asked 

for an explanation for his late arrival home. The boy, who kept very few secrets from the old 

man, told him openly and honestly what had happened that afternoon. 

“You more than deserved those blows with the rod, young man,” concluded grandfather 

soberly. “Did you promise improvement to Teacher Van Oostveen?” 

“The teacher said something about that poem of this morning,” Maarten said, avoiding 

the question. 

“What did he say?” asked the old man with curiosity. “He said that the paradise on earth 

comes in a different manner,” the boy answered. “I am glad Teacher Van Oostveen said that,” 

remarked grandfather quietly. You can tell that he comes from Maartensdyk. There they live 

closer to the Bible than here.” 

When Maarten looked at him questioningly he received a tap on his shoulder. “We’ll talk 

about that some other time. Now we are going to tackle the pig sty. Hurry and put on your old 

clothes, and tell Bas that it is about time that he takes it easy.” 

 

Endnotes 
1
 The readers will recall that in the last installment Toon had suddenly and without permission 

left the room because of severe stomach cramps, and Maarten, knowing the reason, had imitated 

him in the classroom. They were now required to stay after school as punishment. 
2
 Maarten had run from school to escape talking to Toon. He had run into a fish cart and knocked 

it over. 
3
 The events described here took place shortly before the Afscheiding in 1834. The French under 

Napoleon had taken over the Netherlands at an earlier date and had reorganized the government 

and the church. 
4
 Mr. Van Oostveen is reminding Maarten of the poem, which Maarten had had to read earlier in 

the day. The poem spoke of a paradise on earth for virtuous boys. Apparently Mr. Van Oostveen 



did not agree with that poem, just as Maarten’s parents had disapproved of it. The poem taught a 

moralistic religion common in the apostate State Church. Mr. Van Oostveen is saying that 

Paradise will indeed be the blessedness to which Maarten can look forward; but it will be his 

through Christ’s cross, not through a virtuous life. 
5
 One could lose his position in the school for criticizing the religion officially approved by the 

government. 
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