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Chapter 7 

A City on a Mountain 
 

(Editor’s Note: The author is giving us pictures of different aspects of life in the Netherlands in 

the early 1800s. But, while giving us these snapshots, as it were, he is also giving us information 

on the vast religious differences in the Netherlands, which led to the Separation of 1834 under 

Hendrik De Cock. In the last chapter we read of a new baby that had been born into the home of 

Evert and Sijtje Splint with the help of the old mid-wife, Gerritje Jansen. The need for wine to 

rub down the new baby required that Evert go to the local taverns in “The Devil’s Corner,” 

which trip brought thirsty men to the door of Evert’s house. They were soon chased away by the 

flinty old midwife, but were almost sure to return after the midwife left. The story picks up with 

her departure.) 

 

“Good, that catty person is gone!” sighed Antje. “We do not talk about grown persons 

like that, Antje,” her father admonished her sharply. “The midwife did her work faithfully this 

afternoon. For that matter, you willingly helped her, little girl.” Antje colored and dropped her 

head. 

“Now let’s call the other children, Evert.” Mother suggested. “Koen, you go and call 

them,” ordered father. In a moment they all stood around the new little brother: Grietje, Aagje, 

Betje, and the thin Krentje, all stood by their father in quiet amazement. Finally, father laid little 

Berend in mother’s arms and told the children to go and sit at the table. 

They quietly enjoyed their simple weaver’s meal. However, their eyes wandered again 

and again to mother and little Berend. Their father read a portion from the Bible slowly and 

hesitantly–he could not read very well–and thanked the Lord for His blessings of that day. It was 

a prayer on the very edge of “Devil’s Corner.”
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After the meal Antje and Grietje quickly cleared the table. Mother told of the neighbors 

who had been at the door. “Who exactly were they, Antje?” asked father with a drawn face. 

Janus the Sickie, Kobus the Curl-lip and Jan of Cross-eyed Lijsie,” answered the girl 

without hesitation. She did not know them by their real names, but only by their nicknames. 

“The midwife sent them on their way, but after a while they will come back. They are 

now sitting by Norbert Majoor, seeing the baby there,” Mother added. 

“Exactly,” was all that father said. While the youngest four children recited their prayers 

by mother and then went to their sleep corners,
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 Splint sat at the table and stared at the opposite 

wall pondering what to do. His first inclination was simply to send them away when they came. 

He knew all three of them. At heart they were not bad fellows, but they were slaves to drink. Had 

he not been exactly the same in his earlier years, until God had led him to meet Sijtje? Through 

her he had learned to seek and find his comfort only in Jesus even in the bitterest poverty. 



Should he then not speak of that comfort to these men, who in a double way were so very 

poor? Could he not show his thankfulness to God in another way than in the way these men 

celebrated the birth of a child–by drinking with them and boasting of his new son? Suddenly an 

idea came to him. He went to the cupboard and took six cents out of the little moneybox. 

“Koen,” he motioned to the oldest, “run as fast as you can to the Eemnesserstraat
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 and 

buy three cigars at two cents a piece.” 

The boy looked up in amazement at this strange errand, but he obediently took the 

money, put on his cap and slipped out the door. 

His wooden shoes beat loudly on the rough pavement of the Langend,
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 but the noise soon 

died away. 

In fifteen minutes he was back with the cigars. Panting, he laid them in his father’s hands, 

who nodded approvingly and laid them in the cupboard. The bottle of brandy that still stood on 

the table ended up in the same place. 

“Antje and Koen,
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 you should put on your good clothes, because church starts at eight.” 

That was true, too. With all the exciting events they had almost forgotten that it was 

Good Friday. 

“Aren’t you going along, father?” asked Koen. 

“No, dummy; father has to stay with mother,” Antje snapped back. “Who was it that talked a 

little while ago about a catty woman?” mocked her brother. 

“If I may have a word with the young man and the young lady; it is already seven forty 

five.” 

The firm sound of father’s voice silenced them at once. Five minutes later brother and 

sister left in the direction of Church. 

As the clock struck eight the three men knocked at the door. Splint swung it open. “We 

came to see the little one.” “That is very sociable,” said Splint with a smile. “Come in and have a 

seat.” 

With a loud noise the men came in, greeted the mother boisterously, quickly cast a glance 

at Berendje, who kept sucking undisturbed, and flopped down at the table, their legs far apart. 

Splint calmly took a seat by them, while mother looked concerned at her children, who 

restlessly turned about in their sleep. “So, Norbert and Vita have received a child on the same 

day that Sijtje and I did,” Splint opened the conversation. 

“Yes,” answered Janus the Sickie, “only by the Nortons it is a little girl and by you there 

is a little boy.” 

“That can become a nice team,” grinned Jan of Cross-eyed Lijsje. 

“No mate,” burst forth the voice of Kobus the Curl-lip, “Norton and Vita are Catholics 

and where there are two faiths on one pillow the devil lies between them.”
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“At least that is what the pastor says,” retorted Jan dryly, upon which the other two burst out 

laughing. 

“Was that child well?” asked Splint, who wanted to turn the discussion in another 

direction. 

Now the merriment of the guests quieted for a moment. 

“It seemed to me in very poor condition,” mumbled Janus. “They had the priest come 

while we were there to be sure that the baby was baptized.
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 One never knows.” For a moment all 

was quiet. Mother glanced in a stealthy way at Berendje. 

Then the guests decided that it was time to bring up the reason for their visit. 



“You can well imagine that Norton was not in a good mood. We got only one refresher. I 

thought to myself that a person cannot walk on one leg, you know?” 

After this suggestion all three looked at their host with expectation, but he quietly ignored 

their look. 

“You all know that I have not drunk liquor for many years now,” he said slowly and with 

emphasis. 

“That can very well be,” grinned Jan, “but we need to have the wagon greased regularly, 

you have to reckon with others as well as yourself.” 

“Or are you not happy with your son, Evert?’ 

“That I surely am,” said Splint with conviction. “You can see that, Jan.” 

Having said that, he went to the cupboard, took out three cigars and laid them down 

before his guests. 

“Light up,” he invited his quests with a laugh. 

The three weavers stared at him with a blank look. 

“Amazing,” stammered Kobus, “cigars for lords. We look like our bosses. Imagine that!” 

Splint supplied the light for their cigars and sat down with the men. Quietly he began to 

explain to them why he did not drink anymore and what a blessing that had been for his family. 

It followed that he also spoke of matters regarding his faith. But Evert Splint did not use learned 

words. 

He did not understand them himself, and much less did his audience. He spoke to his 

neighbors in his own language, which was also theirs.
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 They listened without interfering with his 

speech a single time. When he was finished, they silently got up, reluctantly went to the door 

and, after a short greeting, left the poor weaver’s dwelling. 

Drawing on their cigars, they pulled into the “Devil’s Corner,” where they attracted a lot 

of attention. “That reformed Evert is a strange cut-bean, but he is not mean,” remarked Jan of 

Cross-eyed Lijsie. The others agreed, but what they thought, only God knew. 

The following morning the inhabitants of the Langend saw the priest Jacobus Reuvers 

again enter the little dwelling of Norbert Majoor. 

An hour later the sad news spread from mouth to mouth that little Susanna had died. 

This was not strange news in the neighborhood. Of every three weaver’s children born, 

one died within a half year. Yet, for a time it was oppressively quiet. A few days later the parents 

brought their little daughter to St. Jan’s cemetery in Laren, for the Roman Catholics did not yet 

have their own burial place.
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The following evening Splint visited the neighbors living across the way. Vita sat quietly 

in a corner with the rosary in her hands. “Mr. Priest says that our Susanna is now a little angel in 

heaven,” she whispered. 

Norbert began once more to show his natural alertness. “I received eight guilders from 

the death fund,” he confided to his neighbor. “To be honest I can make good use of that money, 

Evert.” 

But Splint spoke to Norbert and Vita that evening about the only comfort in life and in 

death. 

His visit naturally did not pass unnoticed. All that the Splint family did and said was 

commonly known. A city on a mountain cannot remain hidden. 

 

Endnotes 



1
 “The Devil’s Corner” was the title of the last chapter. It referred to a part of the village in 

which all the taverns were located and where the town drunks gathered. 
2
 The houses of the poor did not have bedrooms, for the houses were too small. Usually these 

houses had something like cupboards in the walls into which the children could crawl to sleep. 
3
 The name of a street in the village. 

4
 The street on which the Splints lived. 

5
 These were the two oldest children. 

6
 This is an old Dutch proverb which describes the grief and trouble in a home where husband 

and wife are not united in their faith and worship. 
7
 The Roman Catholic Church baptizes all babies who seem to be about to die immediately. The 

reason for this is that the Roman Catholic Church believes in baptismal regeneration; i.e., that 

baptism actually regenerates. 
8
 This was characteristic of the people who later went with De Cock. They were a very pious 

people, but, for the most part, of the lowly workers, the poor, and the uneducated. 
9
 In the days which the book describes, each church had its own cemetery. And, although Roman 

Catholics were permitted some recognition, nevertheless, the Reformed Church was still the 

State Church and only Reformed Church buildings were permitted cemeteries. 
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