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Chapter 9 

A Breakdown on Pentecost 
 

(The last chapter brought us to the cattle market and gave us a picture of the importance which 

market day occupied in the lives of the Dutch. We also met again our old friend, Aalte Boer, the 

fish peddler who attempted to sell rotten fish on the market. By doing this he got himself and one 

of the town police into trouble. It seems as if the author has now given us sufficient background 

to know what life was like in the Netherlands, for in this chapter he turns to a discussion of 

events that took place in connection with the Seccession of 1834. We are also introduced for the 

first time to Gijsbert Haan, a leader in the seccession, and later a prominent figure in Holland, 

Michigan. He was instrumental, perhaps more than anyone else, in persuading the settlers in 

Holland to leave the Reformed Church of America to which they had joined themselves under the 

influence of Van Raalte. Hence, Gijsbert Haan was one of the fathers of the Christian Reformed 

Church.) 

 

The seven weeks between Easter and Pentecost were past. The days had been cloudy and 

toward evening of Pentecost Monday a heavy downpour began to beat upon the towns of Goes. 

Only when extremely necessary did one venture out upon the streets and lanes of the 

village. That extreme necessity usually arose when one desired to visit the nearest tavern, which 

was never far away. 

If that were possible, the country roads were quieter and more forsaken than usual. There 

was, therefore, something mysterious about the covered farm wagon that was coming from 

Loosdrecht and was approaching Hilversum
1
 at this strange and late hour of the night. 

Sweating heavily, the lean horse labored to drag the wagon through the thick mud, 

encouraged from time to time by Jan Donker, the young farmer who held the reins. 

“This is no good for Pleun,”
2
 he complained to Gijsbert Haan who sat next to him on the 

wagon seat. 

“If he cannot make it, then we will do the work ourselves,” the other answered 

determinedly. The struggle of Pleun also troubled him as a farmer who had a heart for horses. 

“We are wearing our best clothes,” the driver cast back at him. 

“Do you still have a dry stitch on you?” the other jokingly asked. 

He received no answer to his rather superfluous question. The rain poured down and beat 

against them. The canvas that separated them from the loading space was drawn aside and the 

heads of two other Hilversumers made their appearance.
3
 

“Where are we?” asked Tijmen Grootveld, whose eyes tried to penetrate the darkness. 

Both men on the wagon seat hesitated a moment and then admitted that they did not know 

exactly where they were. “Do you two want to sit in the back while we sit on the wagon seat?” 



offered Gerrit Meijer. But Jan Donker turned this down with the remark that Pleun would then 

become entirely confused.
4
 

“Fortunately this is the last time,” he assured himself and the others. 

“As far as the trips to Loosdrecht are concerned we agree,” Gijsbert Haan answered slowly, “but 

the real thing is just begun.” His companions nodded in all seriousness and remained silent. 

Jan Donker pulled up his collar a bit higher and stared into the night. Once more, as so 

often before, he made all the events of the recent past to pass in review before his mind. 

In 1813 the Netherlands was freed from the French tyranny.
5
 He had experienced that 

when he was still a child. Many in the fatherland had eagerly hoped that the return to freedom 

would be followed by a return to God’s Word. They had been bitterly disappointed. The French 

may have been driven out, but their wrong ideas about “liberty, equality and brotherhood” had, 

to a great extent, remained.
6
 The king of the Netherlands, spurred on by his officials, had 

involved himself in the affairs of the old Reformed church and had established it as “The 

Netherlands Reformed Church” in a “workable” manner. “Freedom of doctrine” was also 

introduced.
7
 

By far the greatest number of the members of the old fatherland church had put up with 

all this. The king had, after all, done this with the best of intentions. Yet God caused the eyes of a 

small portion of the Netherlands populace to remain open and to see the apostasy of the church 

and the king’s wrong assumption of power. A number of important individuals belonged to that 

small part of the populace. They tried to bring the church back to its proper course, but they 

worked from within the denomination.
8
 But many of the common folk saw ever more clearly that 

the corruption in the church had worked its way so deeply into the members that nothing but a 

secession was the proper solution, if they were to be obedient to God. 

Finally it happened, two years later, in 1834 in Ulrum, a province of Groningen. A very 

ordinary minister, Hendrik de Cock, after having struggled in vain for years with the high-

minded “church officers,” had separated from the Netherlands Reformed Church.
9
 Two weeks 

later the minister in Braband, Hendrik Peter Scholte
10

 followed with his congregation of 

Doeveren and Genderen. The secession could no longer be stopped. As a purifying fire it swept 

over the Netherlands. No province was passed by, and at the end of 1835, there were almost 

eighty separate congregations organized. 

Two years later they had held their first synod in Amsterdam. 

For years there had been a group of believers in Hilversum whose eyes were opened to 

see the apostasy in the church. Since their unorthodox minister, Reverend Reinier, had come to 

their town from Hellendoorn out of Lexmond, they felt themselves drawn to each other even 

more than they had been during the ministry of Rev. Reiner’s predecessor, Rev. Van de Broek. 

As if it had happened yesterday, Jan Donker remembered that October day of the 

previous year when Gijsbert Haan came to tell him that in Loosdrecht a secession congregation 

had just been organized. The Secession had now suddenly come near to them. 

During the weeks that followed there was much discussion and praying. One was more 

quickly “ready” for such extreme action as secession than the other. Each one knew that a 

secessionist must expect scorn and contempt, loss of friends, and sometimes even worse. But 

God’s Spirit had driven them upon the way of obedience, and on the 15th of December twenty 

one confessing members and six baptized members had separated themselves from the church at 

Hilversum under the inspiring leadership of Gijsbert Haan.
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 Jan Donker and his wife also found 

themselves among the first fighters, as also Gerrit Meijer. 



Some had later fallen away; others had joined them; Tijmen Grootveld was an example of 

the latter. 

Every Sunday a small group traveled through all sorts of weather to Loosdrecht, some on 

foot, some by wagon. Their church attendance had become a weekly pleasure, as well for the 

Hilversumers as for the Loosdrechters. Until now the opposition was limited to gross name 

calling. 

Gradually the people felt that the time had come that a congregation should be organized 

in Hilversum. After discussing the matter with the brethren of Loosdrecht, Gijsbert Haan and 

Tijmen Grootveld were chosen as elders, Gerrit Meijer and Jan Donker as deacons. Reverend 

Scholte, who like the other ministers of the Secession traveled throughout the entire country, had 

expressed his willingness to come to Hilversum on Pentecost Monday for the installation. But 

Gijsbert Haan and his friends feared that it would not be safe for a secession minister to come to 

their hostile village. 

For that reason the ordination had taken place that evening in Loosdrecht. 

That was the reason why these four men dressed in their best clothes were returning 

home on this dark Monday evening. 

Before the service they had had a long discussion with Reverend Scholte in which he 

gave them all sorts of advice concerning the future of their church in Hilversum. “If you do not 

have the faith to carry on, you had better not begin,” he had said. These words had made a deep 

impression upon them. Humbly they had answered yes. After a hearty farewell they had gone 

into the night. The secession had become a reality in Hilversum on this Pentecost Monday, May 

23, 1836. 

Jan Donker remarked that his horse gradually was progressing a bit faster. 

He knew the reason: The peat of Utrecht had changed to the heavier sandy soil of Goes. 

Gijsbert Haan had also noticed it. 

“Now we are making some progress,” he called to the two behind him. “Get going, 

Pleun,” the driver urged his horse. They were cutting right across the moor, but the heavy 

downpour of rain reduced visibility to a minimum. Finally they came to the Narrows; the border 

of the town had been reached. 

Vaguely the outlines of the first farms rose before them. Here and there a small speck of 

light flickered. Pleun had exhausted his strength, and almost blindly the exhausted horse plugged 

along. 

Jan Donker, relieved that they had reached the outskirts of the town, lost his usual 

alertness for a split second. He realized too late that his wagon shifted too much to the left and he 

could no longer avoid a knotty tree root. For that they would have to pay dearly. The heavy 

burdened, worn out front wheel could no longer withstand the heavy shock and broke in two. 

Jan Donker lost his balance and fell into the mud. 

He immediately got up however, and calmed Pleun, which stood there on his feet 

trembling. 

The same thing almost happened to Gijsbert Haan, but he managed with some effort to 

hang on to the wagon. In what was not an elegant manner, he let himself slide to the ground. He 

was followed by Tijmen Grootveld and Gerrit Meijer, who had both rolled across the wagon. 

The next moment the four men stood together in the pouring rain, speechless from the 

shock. Then the voice of Jan Donker rang in the darkness, “The consistory of Hilversum presents 

itself.” It sounded so very dry that Grootveld and Meijer again fell against each other, but now in 



laughter. Gijsbert Haan shook his head in disapproval. “Donker, Donker,” he said, but then he 

also had to join in the laughter. 

The cheerfulness lasted but a moment. Together they tried to investigate the damage, but 

could not see a hand before their eyes. They stood there irresolutely. Then Tijmen Grootveld 

suddenly discovered a ray of light. They were close to a farm. “Imagine! That I believe is the 

property of Ko Boelhouwer!” he cried with surprise. “How about going there to ask for help,” 

proposed Gerrit Meijer. The others hesitated. 

“Since I separated myself from the church, Boelhouwer will hardly greet me.” Gijsbert 

Haan remarked slowly. He turned to Jan Donker. “You know him quite well, don’t you? Does 

not his daughter work for you?” “Indeed, and Klartje is a real help to me. I know Ko as an 

upright Christian, even though he seems to have little interest in the secession. But I am sure that 

he will not refuse help to a fellow man.” Those words decided for them what to do. 

“Then I suggest,” said Gijsbert Haan, as naturally taking the lead, “that Jan Donker and I 

go to Ko Boelhouwer while the others stay with the wagon and the horse.” They all agreed with 

that. 

Jan Donker patted the limping Pleun in the flank and then walked determinedly with 

Gijsbert Haan, soaked and dripping, up the driveway along the large linden trees. 

The loud barking of a dog sounded a greeting. 

 

Endnotes 
1
 The town in which the events of the past chapters took place. 

2
 The name of the horse. 

3
 The wagon had a canvas divider between the place where the driver sat and the rear of the 

wagon which was used for carrying loads. Jan Donker and Gijsbert Haan were sitting on the 

driver’s seat and Tijmen Grootveld and Gerrit Meijer where sitting where the load was normally 

carried. 
4
 He apparently meant that the already weary horse would become more confused by a strange 

man holding the reins. 
5
 This was the French tyranny under Napoleon who had conquered the Netherlands. 

6
 “Liberty, equality and brotherhood” had been the cry and motto of the French Revolution. 

7
 While up to the time that Napoleon had ruled in the Netherlands, the Netherlands Reformed 

Church was the church officially supported by the government, and while this remained true to a 

certain extent after the overthrow of Napoleon, still the government now changed its policy and 

allowed for diversity in doctrines which were different from and contrary to the official teachings 

of the Netherlands Reformed Church. 
8
 The men referred to here belonged to a movement commonly called De Reveil, or, The Revival. 

They insisted on reforming the church from within and so refused to go along with the Seceders. 
9
 Actually, the decision to separate had been made by the entire consistory of the church in 

Ulrum, including the elders, deacons and the minister. They had done this by adopting an “Act of 

Secession,” the text of which can be found in my book, For Thy Truth’s Sake. 
10

 This was the minister who, a few years later, led a band of Secessionists to America and 

settled in Pella, Iowa. 
11

 Here Gijsbert Haan is introduced. He is the man who later moved to the Dutch colony in 

Holland and was influential in leading the settlers out of the Reformed Church in America. 
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