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Chapter 15 

“Floris V”
1
 Brings News 

 

Evert Splint and his family had joined the Secessionist Church in Hilversum, after having been 

refused aid from the deacons of their former congregation. As a result of their church move, 

Evert was fired from his job as weaver. But Gerard Ham, the owner of another mill and the son 

of a godly “minister-weaver” who had started the mill, gave him a job, though at a decrease in 

pay. 

 

In the past weeks the appearance of the Gooise
2
 acres had changed completely. The 

farmers had once again thoroughly fertilized their soil with sheep manure
3
 and, if possible, with 

dove manure. About the tenth of May the buckwheat was sowed, which was at that time a 

common commodity from which grits were prepared.
4
 

Under favorable weather conditions, after about three months it was ready to be harvested 

and threshed. “Out of and into the sack in a hundred days” was the common saying. But night 

frost could bring severe damage and cause a crop failure. Therefore, raising buckwheat always 

involved a great risk. According to the Gooise farmers, it could be a “golden ring” or a “copper 

collar.”
5
 

An extensive bee industry was inseparably connected with all this. Around the Gooise 

towns were numerous bee enclosures, which were square fields surrounded by a wall of oak 

trees. 

In the summer months within these oak walls were placed simple beehives made of rye 

straw, which were protected in these enclosures from the wind and the sheep who grazed on the 

moors. These bee enclosures were rented out during the summer months to the beekeepers who 

came from far and wide with their hives to the Gooi. 

As soon as the buckwheat began to bloom, millions of bees were released among the 

reddish-white flowers. They took care of the pollinating. As soon as the buckwheat had stopped 

blooming there was nothing left for the bees but the purple-colored moor. 

The first Saturday of June had arrived. In the bee enclosure of Ko Boelhouwer, which 

was at the end of his field, right by the moor, two boys were romping on the ground. They were 

Maarten and Koen.
6
 Evert Splint, who diligently worked in Ko’s small field in the little free time 

that he had, had once taken his son along to the field and since then a strong bond had developed 

between the blonde farmer’s boy and the dark weaver’s boy. This friendship meant much to both 

of them. 

Maarten’s life was a lonely one after his father joined the Secessionists. Many of his 

friends more or less ignored him. Even his friend Cornelis Ravenswaay more and more 

associated with others. Maarten had become attached to the frail weaver’s chap even though 



through Koen’s constant contact with the rough atmosphere of the weaving mill he at time used 

some coarse language.
7
 

And Koen enjoyed every minute of it. His friend unawares taught him many things of 

which he formerly had no knowledge whatever. That evening Maarten’s father had sent them to 

the bee enclosure to inspect it and if necessary to fix it up. He did not attach much value to their 

“inspection,” but on the farm they were constantly in his way. 

After a few seconds Maarten had already declared with a straight face that the enclosure 

was in tip-top shape, which earned him a punch from Koen. And so the enclosure became the 

arena for a wild wrestling match in which Maarten proved to be the strongest and Koen the most 

agile. 

Now both “inspectors” lay panting on the ground recovering from their unexpected 

fatigue. Soon Maarten got up. He stared at the waving buckwheat and saw Koen’s father 

working off in the distance. 

“Say,” he whispered softly, “shall we act as if we are beggars and your father is Alva? 

Then we’ll creep up on him!”
8
 

“Alva, who was that?” asked Koen suspiciously, for he knew very little of the history of 

his fatherland. 

“Well, then we’ll act as if he is a Belgian officer,” Maarten corrected hastily.
9
 If only he 

could sneak up on someone unexpectedly! 

“No, thanks,” Koen protested, wishing a better role for his father than being a Belgian. 

He looked angrily in the opposite direction, but promptly ducked down, pulling Maarten with 

him. 

“Look who is coming, Maarten,” he whispered. Maarten stared carefully through the 

growth of the protective wall and to his amazement saw Thijs Van Vliet, a hired servant of 

“Father Jacob,”
10

 who went to their church. 

“Maarten, we’ll act as if he is Floris V,”
11

 Koen chuckled. That was one of the few stories 

that the weaver boys knew from their part-time attendance at school. 

They were, after all, only a few kilometers away from the very spot where the count had 

been captured. 

When the servant of the farmer innocently arrived at the entrance of the enclosure both 

“nobles” unexpectedly fell upon his neck. “Your adventures are over!” they shouted. “Count 

Floris” staggered on his feet for a moment because of his great surprise, but then he treated his 

attackers with such a severe kick in the rear that the dust blew from their britches. Soon they all 

three stood together laughing heartily. 

“Why did you actually come here to our enclosure?” Maarten asked inquisitively. 

“To see it for myself,” the servant answered, and in the meantime he went on to state his 

business. “Did your father rent it out as yet?’ 

“Not that I know of,” answered the boy with surprise. “You go and ask him.” 

“Good idea,” mumbled Thijs, at the same time lighting up an impossibly crooked pipe. 

“My nose warmer,” he explained cheerfully. “This is to calm me from the scare you gave 

me.” 

Soon after, they were walking along the narrow path between the buckwheat in the 

direction of the farm. For safety’s sake Thijs let the two boys walk in front of him. “First the dirt, 

then the broom,” he explained. “And if you once more have something to say about my precious 

nose warmer, my foot will accidentally shoot forward.” 



When the cheerful group came to the farm they saw Maarten’s father sitting on the broad, 

white painted seat in front of the house, enjoying the beautiful Saturday summer evening. Next 

to him sat grandfather and Gijsbert Haan, while Bas constantly nipped at flies. 

“There is Thijs van Vliet,” shouted Ko Boelhouwer cheerfully. “There is just enough 

room left for you, man!” The servant sat down beside them, while Maarten and Koen sat cross-

legged, in Indian fashion, on the grass. 

“I have a matter I want to discuss with you, Boelhouwer,” Thijs began at once. Gijsbert 

Haan immediately arose, but the servant restrained him. “It is nothing weighty. And I also have 

news for you, Haan.” 

Having said that, he again turned himself to Boelhouwer. “Have you already rented out 

your bee enclosure for this year?” 

“No,” answered the farmer, “I took it over from the church last year, but I have had no 

callers as yet.” 

“Did you buy it from the church?” Thijs asked in surprise. 

“Yes, didn’t you know that recently the Hervormde Kerk rented out at least 22 bee 

enclosures? Yet in the last few years I have been able to purchase this one for 25 guilders.” 

“If they had known that you would separate from them, you would never have gotten 

them,” Gijsbert Haan remarked grimly. 

“Why do you want to know all about that?” Ko Boelhouwer asked inquisitively. “Do you 

want to become a bee-keeper?” 

Thijs began to laugh. “No, I cannot manage that. But I have an uncle in Nieuwere-ter-Aa 

who is engaged in bee-keeping. He has been looking for a bee enclosure in the Gooi for a long 

time.” 

“Your uncle may come as soon as possible with his hives!” the farmer said happily, “for 

the buckwheat is ready to bloom.” 

“We will surely agree on the price. Only the enclosure is small and has room for only 

twenty hives.” 

“I already looked at it, although I found looking at it a dangerous business,” answered the 

servant with a wink at the boys. “Uncle Albert does not have more than 20 hives. I will write him 

a letter yet tonight.” 

After chatting about this and that, Gijsbert Haan asked: “Did you still have something to 

tell us, Thijs?” 

“Yes,” he answered hesitantly, after filling his “nose warmer” for the so manyeth time. 

“You know that lately I have been going to…Bunschoten.”
12

 

The men began to laugh knowingly. “You seem to have nothing there but a girlfriend,” 

grandfather winked mischievously. To their satisfaction Maarten and Koen saw him coloring. 

But he manfully continued his message. “In Bunschoten a number of people have 

separated themselves. A congregation has not yet been organized, as is the case here, but they do 

hold meetings. Lately Reverend Buddingh
13

 from Zeeland has appeared in the town.” 

“I have heard about him already,” Gijsbert Haan interrupted Thijs, “…a remarkable 

man.” 

“How is that?” asked grandfather curiously.
14

 

“Well, he still dresses like someone of the last century. He wears knee breeches, a black 

skirt and a bib, while his head is covered with a three-cornered hat.” 



“There are more ministers like that,” the old man remarked. “However, I do like their 

sincerity. You take Reverend Scholte,
15

 he even wears a military medal on the pulpit, the medal 

cross of the Ten Day Campaign.
16

 That is not proper at all, Haan.” 

“Clothing is not the most important,” answered Gijsbert Haan somewhat sharply. He 

would hear nothing bad about Reverend Scholte. 

Ko Boelhouwer was wise to request Thijs to continue his story. 

“Well, I talked to Reverend Buddingh this week. I told him about the situation here and he said 

he was willing to come to Hilversum to preach a week from tomorrow!” 

These words were followed by a deep silence. Even the boys, who were engaged in 

tussling with Bas, suddenly gave full attention to the men much to the dog’s disgust. They all 

had to have time to digest this important news. 

Until now the enmity of the town against this small group was not as great as they had 

feared. It had been nothing more than an exchange of abuse. Yet how would they react to the 

coming of a Secession minister? And besides that, such a well-known person as Reverend 

Buddingh? But the men also had a keen desire to have a minister in their midst, even though he 

might be an objectionable figure. 

Finally Gijsbert Haan stood up and looked at Thijs. “I’ll bring this matter to the 

consistory as soon as possible. When are you going again to Bonschoten?” 

“I intend to go there Wednesday evening.” 

“Before you go stop a moment at my house. You may have to take a letter along.” 

At that moment Koen’s father joined the company and took notice of the important news. 

“For the time being do not tell anyone,” said the weaver, glad yet at the same time 

careful. 

Gijsbert Haan nodded in agreement. “For the present it remains among us, folks!” 

“Maarten and Koen, come here a moment.” 

In amazement the boys stood before the elder. “You have just heard that which maybe 

could have better been kept from your ears, but that’s the way it is. If in the next few days you 

talk past your mouths, this could become dangerous for Reverend Buddigh, for your parents, for 

all of us. Can I depend on your silence? Give me a hand.” 

Spontaneously they laid their hand upon the hand of Gijsbert Haan, impressed by the 

serous tone of the elder. Bas jumped up, barking around them. 

“It is a good thing that you are not forced to be quiet, you noise maker!” laughed 

grandfather while he threw a lump of dirt at the dog. 

His words broke the tension. Thereupon the visitors said farewell, even though the long 

summer evening had not come to an end. Suddenly each one longed to go home. 

That night Koen as well as Maarten went to sleep later than usual. 

Vaguely the boys suspected that important events were about to take place. 

In that they were not mistaken. 

 

Endnotes 
1
 A Dutch nobleman from the last part of the 13

th
 century. He was so famous in Dutch history 

that every schoolboy learned of him and his exploits. Here the name is put in quotes for reason 

which will become evident in the story. 
2
 Gooi was the name given to the farmland surrounding Hilversum. It ended at the moor, which 

was the rather wild and uncultivated land bordering on the sea. 
3
 The sheep grazed on the moors. 



4
 “Buckwheat” literally means “beechwheat,” because the grain is very similar to beechnuts. The 

crop, which belongs to a family of grains called “The Thousand Button” Family, is very rich in 

honey and can sometimes grow to the height of one meter (39.37 inches). The coat of arms of the 

village of Hilversum and Bussum (where the events of this book take place) has the buckwheat 

kernel on it since this area was famous for its buckwheat. Since the introduction of fertilizer the 

interest in buckwheat disappeared for a time, but it is once again in demand. It is highly 

recommended because of its high food value and it is a means to control high blood pressure. 

When buckwheat disappeared from Hilversum, the api (bee) culture also disappeared. Of the 

forty Hilversum groups of bee hives, there is only one left in the so-called Corvers Grove on the 

west border of the town. (endnote of the author.) 
5
 The harvest would be a “golden ring” if it was abundant and brought the farmers income. It was 

a “copper collar” if the crop failed and the farmers lost their investment in seed, for oftentimes 

they went into debt to buy the seed and the debt became a shackle. 
6
 We met Maarten in Chapter 1. He was a son of Ko Boelhouwer, the farmer. Koen was a son of 

the Evert Splint, the weaver. 
7
 Perhaps the reader will recall that the children of the poorer class often had to work in the mills. 

For some opportunity was given to these children to go to school during the lunch hour so that 

they could acquire a little education at least. This was true of Koen. 
8
 The reference here is to the Spanish Duke of Alva who was the most detested man in 

Netherlands because he led the Spanish forces against the Dutch armies to destroy the 

Reformation and keep the Netherlands under the rule of Spain. The beggars were sea-faring men 

who harassed Spanish shipping, raided coastal towns held by the Spaniards, and were 

instrumental in delivering the northern part of the Lowlands from Spanish rule. These same 

beggars broke the dikes and flooded the land so that they could sail overland to lift the siege of 

Leiden. The story is of the heroic resistance of the inhabitants of Leiden even though starvation 

was their lot. 
9
 In the war with Spain the northern part of the Lowlands became Protestant Netherlands, while 

the southern part remained Roman Catholic and became what later was called Belgium. 
10

 “Father Jacob” was the nickname of the deacon who had refused financial help to the Splint 

family. He was a member of the apostate State Church. But apparently Thijs Van Vliet went to 

the Secessionist Church. 
11

 See footnote 1. 
12

 A nearby town. 
13

 A Secessionist minister. 
14

 Grandfather, whom we met earlier, lived with the Boelhouwers 
15

 One of the original ministers of the Secession. Scholte with his followers eventually settled in 

what is now Pella, Iowa. 
16

 A military campaign. 
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