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Chapter 23 

The Fourth Man 
 

It was a beautiful Saturday evening, a few weeks after the departure of the emigrants. 

Maarten and Ko Boelhouwer sat pleasantly resting after their day’s work. They were always 

inseparable friends, even though much had changed in their lives. They, formerly boys, had 

grown up to be sturdy young men, both of whom already wore a beard. 

Koen drew pleasantly on a bitten-off little pipe, while Maarten clamped a small cigar 

between his teeth: after all, it was Saturday evening! 

Recently Koen had also started working in the weavers’ shop of the Ham family, where 

he had taken the place of his father. His father could no longer perform the heavy work of a 

black weaver and had gone back to the spinning wheel. He now earned less than his son, but 

Koen did not forget his parents’ needs. 

Maarten was for some time already the indispensable co-worker of his father, especially 

now that his grandfather was completely retired from the business. The old man, who could 

barely walk, sat contently in an armchair next to the bench. Noisy swallows screamed 

continuously over the farm, and the crickets chirped everywhere. It was as if you could smell the 

coming summer in the atmosphere. 

Maarten and Koen were generally too restless to sit quietly on a bench in the evening like 

grandfather. But this time they were too much aware of the approaching Sunday. Both had 

recently made confession of their faith and tomorrow they might celebrate the Lord’s Supper 

together with the congregation. Then they would sit in the lowly house of Gijsbert Haan at a 

plain table with the simple stone plates and cups. 

Reverend Simon Van Velzen
1
 of Amsterdam had arrived already at noon from Bulwalda 

at the Kerkbrink in a yellow coach. 

“Isn’t your father at home?” Koen suddenly broke the silence. “No, he fetched Reverend 

Van Velzen from the coach and brought him to his destination.” 

“Yes, yes! quite a different arrival than that of Reverend Buddingh eleven years ago in 

the hollow of the night!” 

“You can say that again, man! It is a good thing that King William II now reigns!” 

“I will never forget that Sunday as long as I live, it was simply horrible!” 

“That it was!” agreed Maarten. He turned to his grandfather: “Do you still remember that 

you said to me that we were cast into the fiery furnace?” The old man nodded thoughtfully. 

“That we were, boys, but the fourth man was also present.” The young men looked at him 

inquiringly. 

“Do you mean,” Koen stammered, “that the angels were round about us?” 

“Exactly, my boy. And not only on the 12th of June. Lately, now that I have nothing else 

to do, I have thought a lot about that. God promises us in Psalm 91 that He will give him angels 
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charge over us. He fulfilled that promise to Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego. He still does that. 

A “fourth man” took care that on Pentecost Monday a wheel broke on Jan Donker’s wagon right 

at our house, Maarten. By that our whole family became involved in the Secession. A few days 

later, Koen, your father was left in the lurch by the deaconate and attacked by the liquor devils. 

Later he himself told you about it, and me also. It was again the “fourth man” who protected him 

and protected your entire family from ruin. Your family joined our congregation and your father 

obtained a new boss, who later also joined us. It was the “fourth man” who brought Reverend 

Buddingh safely into the town and saw to it that he was not too soon detected. The “fourth man” 

watched over us also on that horrible Sunday. He prevented an untimely ending of our morning 

service. In the afternoon He helped a number of people to get away and He gave those mistreated 

the strength to endure. 

“He went with you, Maarten, when your companions cast you out and booed you. He 

stood next to your spinning wheel, Koen, when they plagued and teased you. The walls of the 

court house in Amsterdam could not stop him, so that our brethren from Loosdrecht and 

Gaveland could sing their psalms even there. And when Gerbert Hogebirk died before the court, 

the fourth man immediately carried his soul to its Sender. He is on board the ships that are 

bringing our friends over the ocean. He will also watch over us by day and by night and always. 

For the Lord has promised that.” 

When the old man was silent because of exhaustion, silence reigned for quite a while on 

the bench. His words had not only given new meaning to the past, but also courage for the future. 

Suddenly Leo, the young dog—Bas was dead already for years—began to bark. He did 

not know enough to quit and tugged at his chain. “That will likely be your father,” offered Koen. 

“No,” answered Maarten, “then he barks differently. A stranger is coming, one who seldom 

comes here. It can very well be even a good acquaintance.” It proved to be an acquaintance, but 

not a good one. 

On the farm appeared the forceful figure of Peter De Nooij. The policeman was in 

uniform and carried a small box. 

The two young men felt an unpleasant sensation when they saw the old enemy of the 

Secessionists approaching. However De Nooij also did not seem at ease. He was walking quite 

slowly, which was unusual for him. He wore his cap at an angle, which he otherwise never did. 

“Good evening, folks,” he began hesitantly. 

“The same to you, De Nooij,” grandfather answered without showing any sign of 

emotion, “nice weather this evening! You certainly are not coming to bring some unpleasant 

message, are you?” 

“No. Not that, hm, I am actually coming for my wife, you see.” 

“Aha, is Geijsbertje Vlaanderen your new boss? Doesn’t she come from Huizen? But 

take a seat, De Nooij! There is room enough on the bench.” 

“No, no.” answered the policeman nervously. “I am on duty tonight, however, …hm…” 

All at once he took a step forward and placed the small box on the lap of the old man. 

“On behalf of my wife I came to bring you this, Boelhouwer! It is for… for tomorrow. You may 

use it as long as you have need for it. Eh…now, make good use of it.” 

He saluted stiffly and hastened off from the yard again noticeably faster than he had 

come, newly accompanied by Leo’s barking. 

A strange expression had appeared on grandfather’s face. His shaking fingers touched the 

shiny locks of the little box. His grandson quickly came to his aid and soon the cover clicked 



open. At the same moment Maarten and Koen both uttered a cry. In the light of the evening sun 

the dull glimmer of pure tin plates and cups showed itself. 

“That is surely not possible!” stammered Maarten. 

“Not as far as people are concerned,” answered grandfather, deeply moved, “but with 

God all things are possible. Tomorrow we may partake of the bread from these plates and of the 

wine from these cups.” 

Koen jumped up at once and reached for his cap. I am going to run after him to thank 

him!” he cried spontaneously. 

But the old man withheld him. “This evening Pieter De Nooij has possibly carried out the 

most difficult task in his whole career. Don’t make it harder for him, boys. You can better bring 

this little box to Gerrit Meijer. Actually he now has charge, as it were, of the congregation, now 

that Gijsbert Haan has left.” 

They still remained sitting for a little while, overwhelmed by the unexpected happening. 

The old gray-headed man wearily straightened his back. 

“Here we see again that God sometimes chooses ways of which we do not even dare to 

dream. Now He uses even our worst enemy and his wife. How it came about that they did this 

we likely will never find out. But it gives courage for the future! The Holy Spirit can still 

perform wonders in the hearts of those who remained behind in the Hervormde Kerk (The State 

Church). He can also stop the disputes in our secession churches and restore peace.
2
 I hope 

fervently that you may still experience that. 

“And for that do not forget the fourth man.” 

Then, soon after, when Maarten and Koen, still impressed with what was spoken, left 

with the little box, the old man hobbled to the gate. There he stood leaning against the large 

linden tree watching the young men until the shadows of the night made it impossible to see 

them. Then he turned to the west. Night was coming, but the fiery red in the evening sky 

predicted that God would send a new day. 

And a new Day. 

The end. 

 

Endnotes 
1
 Simon Van Velzen was one of the men who left the State Church with De Cock, Van Raalte, 

Brummelkamp, Scholte and Gezel-Merberg. 
2
 After the Secession, the churches had many problems, some of which resulted in divisions and 

departures from the denomination. 

  

Addendum for the Fourth Man 
In this story free use is made of the scarce data and traditions that have been saved from 

this anxious time. That implies that most of this did not actually happen. The main persons are 

the product of the imagination. The tragic attack on the farm of Gijsbert Haan on June 12, 1836 

is (alas) indeed an historical fact. However, similar acts of violence did occur in the Netherlands 

in those years. 

In the present-day Hilversum there is very little of the old weaver’s town left. Most of the 

houses and farms of that time have disappeared and many streets have been renamed. 

On the Kerkbrink may still be found the old church tower (The church was replaced in 

1891 with a larger one), the court house (now a civic information center), and the “Large 

Tavern” (now a hotel called “The courtyard of Holland”). Also the old toll house at the parting of 



the ways to Baarn and to Utrecht is still there (now a café). “De Jonghe Graaf van Buuren” is 

still being used. The wooden Hondenbrug was replaced in 1929 by a stone bridge, which still 

bears the same name. The burial place “Ponder dying,” in which many persons mentioned in this 

story were buried, was closed in 1943 and soon will disappear. 

Gijsbert Haan and his traveling companions reached the United States at the end of May 

or in the beginning of June 1847. They migrated to the state of Iowa, where Reverend Scholte 

established a colony. 

Gijsbert Haan later resided in Grand Rapids, Michigan. There he played an important role 

in the organizing of the Christian Reformed Church in 1857. 

Also Jan Roest did well in America and filled important offices. 

After their bitter experiences in Hilversum Jan Hartog and his companions returned to 

Bunschoten. Two weeks later a Secession congregation was organized in this town. Reverend 

Buddingh ordained among others Jan Hartog as elder and instructor Beuker as deacon. At that 

occasion he also baptized the infant Bort Hartog and a small daughter of Jacob Baas. That took 

place in a cellar! 

The Secessionists from Bunschoten were severely persecuted. They had soldiers billeted 

in their homes. The soldiers had orders to plague them as much as possible! This was referred to 

as a “Pleasant Household.” 

Instructor Beuker, county constable Koelewijn and the night watchman Nagel were fired 

from their positions. 

Karssemeijer and Reijmerink, after their shameful treatment in the prison, were also 

summoned to the court in Amsterdam. The sentence read: one month in prison for Karsemeijer 

and two months for Reijermink. However they appealed to the court in Den Haag, which 

diminished Karsemeijer’s punishment to three days, because of “remarkable mitigating 

circumstances.” Reijmerink was completely exonerated. 

Reverend Buddingh was arrested in 1838, two years after he preached in Hilversum. The 

fines that were laid upon him because he preached in “forbidden” gatherings had by that time 

amounted to 40,000 guilders! 

His household goods were sold and he himself spend seven years in prison in 

Middelburg. 

In 1848 he also emigrated to the United States. Following that he completely broke away 

from the secessionists and went his own way. He died in 1870 in Goes. 

Mayor Barend Andreissen and the town secretary, Albertus Perk, who played such a bad 

role in the Secession, were actually capable leaders. Accordingly, a street was named after both 

of them. There is also a street serving as a reminder of Dr. van Hengel. 

After the Secession of 1834 there followed another withdrawal from the Hervormde Kerk 

in 1886: the Doleante. In this the well-known Dr. Abraham Kuyper played an important role. 

In 1892 the churches of the Secession and Doleantie joined together as the “Reformed 

Churches of the Netherlands.” All of the separated churches did not join with them: the Christian 

Reformed Churches. 

Cornelis van Ravenswaay, a classmate of Maarten in this story, later became religion 

instructor in the Hervormde Kerk. His eyes were opened to the departure from God’s Word; 

therefore, after 1858, he arranged a gathering every Sunday afternoon or evening in a small 

building at the Kleine Krakebeen, the present Ruitersweg. Every visitor brought along his own 

chair. The movement that bore the name “The Prayer meeting” existed for thirty years. Thus 



Cornelis van Ravenswaay prepared the way for the Doleantie on February 19, 1888. However he 

himself remained Her-vormde until his death in 1900. 

Constable Peter de Nooij died in 1876 at the age of 88 years. His wife Gerijsbertje 

Vlaanderen, who gave her tin cups and plates to the Secessionists, died in 1889 when she was 85 

years old. 

Her grandchild Alida de Nooij with her husband Dirk Kuiper chose for the Doleantie in 

full conviction. These were my great grandparents. 

The author. 
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