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Chapter 6 

At the Edge of the “Duivelshoek” (Devil’s 

Corner) 
 

(Editor’s Note: In these chapters the author gives us pictures of different aspects of life in the 

Netherlands in the early 1800s. He has given us a glimpse of school life, of home life, of life in 

the weaving mills, and of the differences between rich and poor. In each case the author 

introduced the religious and doctrinal differences between people. The reader will remember, for 

example, the description of the modernistic moralism taught in the schools, and the 

dissatisfaction with this teaching on the part of some parents. In the last chapter we were 

introduced to the bitter struggle the poor had to earn their daily bread, and the callous cruelty of 

the wealthy, even though they belonged to the same church. At the same time the author 

suggested the different moral standards that existed between the two segments of society. In this 

chapter that latter theme is developed a bit more. Our forebears, for the most part, were from the 

poor and oppressed in the land.) 

 

“Nothing doing, woman. You stay lying where you are for the first few hours.” 

“Yes, but…” 

“No yes-buts. You do what I say.” 

Gerritje Jansen, the old midwife, knew what she was talking about and with a sigh the 

pale woman laid herself down again on her bed of moss. 

The midwife straightened her pillow, which was filled with oat husks, and tucked her in 

with a piece of carpet that had to serve as a blanket. “There. Now we are going to take care of 

your son.” 

Gerritje lifted up the newly born baby and examined it with an expert glance. 

“A beautiful fellow, Evert!” she called to his father, who stood by with a strange look on 

his face. “He is much stronger than your former child who always stayed scrubby.” 

“Fortunately, Krijntje survived. But this one does look like a beauty, Gerritje. We should 

be very thankful to God.” 

“Oh, you belong to the church, eh. Well, of course, that is where almost all of you 

belong, even if it is only to give the deaconate something to do!” The midwife laughed in a 

cackling voice. 

“Until now we have had no need for support, midwife,” said Evert Splint somewhat 

sharply. “Well, that will not last very long, man, with a coop full of boys. But let me take care of 

your youngest!” 



“To start things off, give me some lamp oil.” Evert puttered about the one room house 

and gave the midwife that which she requested. “That’s good. Can you now let one of the 

children fetch some warm water for a little broth?” 

Splint nodded, took a pan and opened the door. “Antje, come here a moment.” A wisp of 

a girl, who was ten years of age, ran to him. “Father, may I see my little brother?” “After a while, 

child, but go first to the water and fuel shop. Gerritje needs hot water. Here is a half cent.” Antje 

ran away with her empty pan. 

“At the same time you can give me some wine, Evert,” the midwife added in a bossy 

tone. Now it was Splint’s turn to draw up his eyebrows. 

“We don’t have wine here in our house, Gerritje.” 

“Mr., you can fool yourself, but not me,” giggled the midwife, who thought that Splint 

was kidding her. 

“I repeat, that in this house you find no wine, midwife. We have seen too much misery 

around here because of drink.” 

Gerritje Jansen had had much experience in her rounds, but never yet a weaver who did 

not have wine in his house. For a moment she stood speechless, which did not happen very often. 

“Man, I don’t like that, I must certainly rub the baby in wine. Nothing sterilizes better. I 

have done that for forty years. Hurry and send your second child for a bottle!” 

Splint stood for a moment struggling in his own mind. He disliked any strong drink, and 

he distrusted the “professional knowledge” of the old midwife. 

“I’ll go myself a minute, Gerritje,” he said. “So long.” He stepped outside, crossed the 

street and disappeared into the Lane. For no money in the world did he want his children in this 

neighborhood, which for a good reason was called the “Duivelshoek” (The Devil’s Corner). 

Which tavern would he go to? He had plenty of choice. There were fifteen close together. 

Finally he walked into the tavern called “De Jonghe Graaf van Buure.” 

“Refined Evert,” as he was jestingly called in the taverns, was welcomed with a mocking 

roar. 

 
Just when her father walked out of the door Antje came back with a pan of warm water 

and eagerly went inside. She set the pan down in front of the midwife, first gave her mother a 

kiss and then bent down near the little Berend. 

“O, how wonderful, mother. Midwife, may I help you?” 

“Yes, go make me a bit of green soap. Hurry up or the water will get cold.” She was 

already busy rubbing the baby in with lamp oil. After the oil it got a washing with the soap sop 

Antje had made. It was quickly and deftly done. The little girl’s face shone with pride because of 

the small compliment she received from the midwife. Mother lay helplessly watching the activity 

from her bed. Antje would have gladly washed the baby herself, but Gerritje would not allow 

that. She would not let the foot part of the stocking, that served as washcloth, out of her hand. 

Suddenly there was a noise at the door. 

“That will be your father with the wine,” the midwife guessed. However, when Antje 

opened the door there stood three weavers at the threshold, all neighbors from that street. 

“Hello, big girl, is your father at home? We are come to take a look at the little one.” 

That meant in the language of the weavers: “We are come to have a drink.” “No, he has 

just gone to get some wine,” Antje answered somewhat helplessly. 



A thunderous laugh was the answer. “Do you hear that, boys? Refined Evert has gone to 

get a drink. Now he’s going in the right direction for a change. We are glad to wait a little while. 

Good girl.” 

“O Gerritje, please send them away,” whispered mother when she saw that the neighbors 

were making attempts to come in. 

Well, the midwife was very capable of that. She got up, walked to the door, pulled Antje 

aside, placed her hands on her sides and told the men in plain Hilversum
1
 language that it would 

not do at all to have a drink if the baby was not yet cared for.” 

The weavers grinned in agreement. Deep down they actually liked the bossy midwife, 

and the language she used especially appealed to them. You could say about Gerritje Jansen 

whatever you wanted, but she had a pleasant way of speaking. 

“Else go first to Norbert Majoor I was also midwife there this morning.” The men 

considered that a reasonable suggestion and with a grin they left, considering the midwife’s 

suggestion an invitation to return later. 

Koen looked very surprised when he saw his father coming out of the Lane with a bottle 

of wine. But he could see on his father’s face that it was for a good purpose. 

“Father, they said at Elbert Peet
2
 that you had already left at four o’clock,” he stammered. 

“Did something happen this afternoon?” 

“Come on along inside, boy. This afternoon you received a brother and everything is fine. 

His name is Berend.” 

A little later they sat watching the “treatment” of the new member of the family. Gerritje 

rubbed Berend in with wine
3
 and put on a little shirt, a skirt and a diaper. The youngest member 

of the Splint family took all this quietly. But when the midwife also wrapped him tightly in a 

blanket, which took at least forty pins, he broke the silence and set up a howl that rattled the 

windows. But Gerritje knew what to do in a case like that. She took from the cupboard a small 

piece of bread, chewed it a moment and sewed it with some sugar in a small cloth, although she 

never stopped talking for a single moment. In the meantime she put the pacifier in Berend’s 

mouth. He immediately began to suck it, and peace returned. She stood watching with 

satisfaction. 

“My task is finished here. In the meantime you know what to do. Tonight you give him 

some weak coffee with sugar, and after tomorrow broth. Then after fourteen days he can eat out 

of the family pot. Don’t wash him too much, you hear. That is unhealthy for such a little lamb. 

On Sunday give him a good washing, and three times a week a clean diaper. And as far as you 

are concerned, Sijtje, do not do any weaving for a long time. Farewell to you.” After this advice 

from the “expert” the old midwife hastily trudged to the door. “Thank you, Gerritje,” Splint said, 

letting her out. “I don’t want thanks. I would rather have a few drops,” she spat back venomously 

at him. 

Shaking his head, Splint closed the door behind her broad shoulders. 

 

Endnotes 
1
 The name of the town which is the setting for this book. She spoke in the crude dialect and 

slang of that region. 
2
 The name of the weaver where Mr. Splint worked. 

3
 The alcohol served as an antiseptic. 
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