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Chapter 14 

The Hole in the Door 
 

(The following chapter is mainly about Evert Splint. The readers will recall that he was the 

father of a poor family, and God had recently put into the family a new baby. Evert worked in the 

weaver’’ mill of Elbert Peet, but did not earn enough to support his family with the arrival of the 

new baby. He had asked for some help from the deacons of the church of which he was a 

member. This was the apostate State Church, called in the Netherlands, De Hervormde Kerk. 

The deacon who had come to see him, had cruelly refused help. In despair Evert was at the brink 

of returning to his old ways of drinking in the taverns, but was providentially kept from doing 

this by Manus Rebel, an unbelieving and rather blasphemous old army man, who engaged Evert 

in conversation and, inadvertently prevented him from entering nearby taverns. Manus had 

suggested the Secessionists to Evert when he rather off-handedly remarked, after hearing Evert’s 

story, that if he went to church at all, it would be with the Secessionists. The following Lord’s 

Day, Evert and his family had worshipped with the Secessionists.) 

 

Monday had dawned. Shortly before six o’clock the early morning light hung heavily 

over the town. But the feet of many workers already shuffled to the weaving mill. 

Evert Splint was the first one to enter the workshop of Elbert Peet and was soon at work 

at his loom. The others soon followed, most of them carrying a bottle of liquor. Peet himself was 

not to be found. His laborers were not in the least surprised at that, for, as many other weavers’ 

bosses, he “kept Monday”, which meant that he spent the first hours of the day at the tavern. The 

weavers did not object, for “when the cat’s away, the mice will play.” They could take it easy 

and occasionally take an extra drink. 

They all were quite amazed, therefore, when exactly at seven o’clock the boss suddenly 

appeared at the door. “Stop!” he cried loudly, and immediately the deafening clatter of the looms 

died away and gave way to a strange, ominous silence. 

Slowly, almost sneaking along, the feared weavers’ boss entered the mill and put himself 

in front of Evert Splint. “Where is your little boy?” 

“My wife and I wanted to wait a little while with sending Krijntje to the work shop, 

boss.” 

“Oh, how touching; and the church likely has to put up with that?” 

It took Elbert Peet an exasperatingly long time to light a cigar and to pinch his eyes into 

small slits. “What business did you have to go to narrow-minded hypocrites?” 

Splint looked at his boss without fear. “Yesterday I heard the pure preaching of the Word 

at the Secessionists.” 

“Are you going to join them?” 

“I still have to think about that, boss.” 



“Think? Your kind need not think, we take care of the thinking. I want to hear your 

answer right now!” 

In the breathless silence that followed it became evident to Splint that not his boss but 

God was placing him before this choice. That caused his last hesitancy to fade away. 

“Yes, boss, I am separating myself from the Hervormde Kerk, because God no longer 

wills that I stay there.” 

With a malicious sneer, Peet turned himself to the others. “Can you still work with such a 

driveling fool?” 

“No, boss,” rang forth the cringing reply from all sides. 

“You heard it, Splint, and you are fired. There is the hole of the door! Disappear!” 

Pale and silent, Evert Splint stepped to the door. “Starve as far as I am concerned!” 

mocked the voice of the weavers’ boss. 

Evert turned around. “The Lord will provide, boss,” he said. A rough curse came as an 

answer. 

Soon the looms droned on once more. But the feeling among the men at the looms was 

more bitter than ever. Even Lammert Vlaanderen, usually Splint’s worst teaser, gnashed his teeth 

in helpless rage, and Geert de Gooier reached out that morning for the first time for the bottle. 

A few hours later Splint stepped on the property of Gijsbert Haan. Marretje Pos, Haan’s 

wife, was to be found on that Monday morning bleaching her wash in the back shed. She was 

very surprised to have a visitor at this unusual hour. 

“Has your husband already returned from milking, Mrs. Haan?” 

“Yes, he is back by the chickens. He is very busy.” 

“I wish that I could also say that! Shall I just go to him?” 

Marretje took a good look at the weaver and only then did she realize that yesterday he 

was with his family at their meetings. 

Splint walked to the back of the farmyard and stood in front of the leader of the 

Hilversum Secessionists, who immediately recognized Splint. 

“Do you want to talk to me?’ he asked in a friendly tone. 

“Gladly, if that is possible,” answered Splint, taking off his cap. 

Both men went into the house and sat down with a cup of coffee which Marretje had 

poured out. 

“How did it happen that you came to our meetings yesterday?” the farmer asked, opening 

the discussion. Evert Splint began to speak. He told a bit about his life at the edge of “Devil’s 

Corner” and gave a thorough account of the visit of Jacob Bollebakker.
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Meanwhile Gijsbert Haan silently took a swallow of coffee and lit his pipe. When the 

weaver had had his say, Haan looked him squarely in the eye. 

“Then you decided to try it with the Secessionists, hoping that you might get support 

from us?” 

It sounded razor sharp. However, Splint realized at once that he was being put to the test. 

“I am separating myself because that is the way of the Lord, as I see it. However, you need no 

longer speak of support, for this morning I was suddenly fired.” 

Now Haan jumped up. “What? Did Elbert Peet set you out on the street, because you 

want to join us?” The farmer sank down again in dismay. In deep thought he lit his pipe. Then, 

having fully made up his mind, he laid his hand on the knee of the weaver who had been fired. 



“Splint, tonight the consistory meets. I can tell you now that we will gladly receive you 

and your family as members. Moreover we will do all that we can for you, although right now I 

do not see how. I will take care of it at once. Be strong and keep looking up.” 

Gijsbert Haan bid farewell to his guest and went immediately to the farm of Jan Donker, 

with whom he thoroughly discussed the matter. Donker promised to discuss the matter that 

afternoon with his fellow-deacon Gerrit Meijer. 

Both men made a plan and decided not to wait a moment in executing it. 

For years the weaving mill of the Ham family had stood at the Doodweg. The business 

had a remarkable history. Just before the French Revolution,
2
 Reverend Fredrik Ham had 

preached his inaugural sermon in the town. He had never concealed his love for the House of 

Orange,
3
 not even from the pulpit. 

Hostile patriots had, therefore, made work of it that his salary was withheld, even before 

the arrival of the French. As a result Reverend Ham and his ten children were without an income. 

Not knowing where to turn the preacher set up his own weaver mill, with the financial 

support of some well-to-do families of princes. Thus he could provide for the support of his 

family. The “preacher-weaver” did not live to see the Secession. After his death in 1810 his sons 

carried on the business. 

One of them, Gerard Ham, had just left the weaving mill that afternoon when both the 

Secessionist deacons approached him. 

“Gerard is here,” Jan Donker murmured happily. “We could not have struck it better.” 

Gerrit Meijer did the talking. “Do you have a moment for us, Ham?” he asked in a loud 

voice, because he knew that Ham was slightly deaf. 

“A bachelor always has time,” laughed the merchant. “Walk along with me to my house.” 

The men gladly accepted the invitation. The walls sometimes have ears. 

A little later Gerrit calmly explained the difficulties in which the Splint family had been 

placed. 

“I know all about Elbert Peet,” Ham scolded; “but what are you asking of me?” 

“We are come to ask whether you will give Splint a job.” Now that they had asked they 

waited with bated breath for his answer. 

He had stood up and was walking back and forth through the room with wrinkled brow. 

“Our business is fully staffed, I do not need a weaver.” 

“But Evert Splint and his family have need of you,” Gerrit Meijer struck back. 

“Why me? I don’t see it.” 

“Because you have a warm heart for the Secession. That is why we came to you.” 

“Don’t you realize how murderous the competition is?” the manufacturer responded, 

defending himself without responding to Meijer’s last words. Jan Donker stood up and placed 

himself directly in front of Gerard Ham. 

“I understand completely. You are afraid of Elbert Peet and his crowd. Therefore you 

dare not hire a fired Secessionist. But I remind you of your father, who, when it involved the 

truth, stepped aside for no one, and he was not put to shame.” 

The merchant stared outside for a little while, as if something interesting was happening 

out there. Then with a jerk he turned himself around. 

“Splint can start Monday!” Four hands eagerly reached out for his. 

“No foolishness, please! I will have to pay him a guilder less than Peet.” 

“We shall try to find a solution for that.” 

At the door the men left the merchant with a hearty farewell. 



“When are you going to join us?” Gerrit Meijer risked asking, but Gerard Ham seemed 

once more to have a problem with his hearing. 

He watched the men go until they disappeared in the direction of the Moleneind. 

“Blessed is the church that has such deacons,” Ham mumbled to himself as he slowly 

closed the door. 

A few hours later great happiness reigned in the small house at the Langeind. “Monday 

back at the loom.” 

“The guilder that you earn less will be supplied by us,” remarked Gerrit Meijer. 

“How is that possible?” asked Splint in amazement, for he knew that the majority of the 

congregation consisted of the poor folk. 

“That is our affair,” smiled the other. “And our honor,” Jan Donker added. 

“Moreover Ko Boelhouwer is offering you a parcel of land on which you can do some 

gardening. You need pay nothing for that, if you will not spread the information around.” 

Humbled in thankfulness Evert Splint and his wife pressed the hands of the deacons. “Let 

us give thanks to God,” said Jan Donker simply. 

Gerrit Meijer led in a powerful prayer. 

For a little while a great silence reigned. Then Jan Donker laughed quietly. “Actually you 

are not even recorded as members in our records as yet, but we are going immediately to the 

consistory meeting; otherwise we will be late.” 

That evening Splint went to smoke a pipe on the farm of Ko Boelhouwer. Upon his return 

he happened to meet Tijmen Grootveld, who came to inform him that the consistory had gladly 

accepted him and his family as members 

In many homes God was thanked that night for His unexpected blessings. 

 

Endnotes 
1
 The deacon who had come to see Evert and had refused him help. 

2
 The reference is to the revolution during which Napoleon came to power. He ruled also in the 

Netherlands, and under his rule, De Hervormde Kerk was reorganized. 
3
 When Napoleon took over the rule of the Netherlands, the House of Orange, the ruling house in 

the Netherlands since the time of the Reformation, was deposed. Many wanted the return of this 

royal house. 
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