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Chapter 16 

A Night Attack On Hilversum 
 

The Secession was spreading and matters that had to do with the relationships between the 

Secessionist and the authorities were coming to a head. A small congregation of Secessionists 

had been organized in Hilversum, the small village where the events of this book take place. A 

Rev. Buddingh, a rather eccentric and old-fashioned minister, but a faithful preacher of the 

Scriptures, had offered to come to Hilversum to preach. The Secessionists knew it would provoke 

deeper anger among the people, but were determined to have him anyway. 

 

The following Saturday was past.
1
 Barely had the bell in the imposing medieval tower of 

Bunschoten rung its twelve strokes, and a farm wagon rattled through the dark streets of the town 

and stopped in front of a small house. The driver jumped with a limber jump from the seat and 

knocked softly but sharply on the closed shutters. 

“Jan, are you ready?” he asked in a hushed voice. He waited a few seconds and then a 

sleepy voice droned, “I’m coming, Jacob.” 

The reed chair in the small room creak loudly and the huge frame of Jan Barten Hartog, 

commonly called Jan Borde, appeared.
2
 He stretched himself again so that his hairy fists almost 

touched the ceiling, and then carefully reached over the cupboard bed.
3
 

Evertje Wildeman opened her eyes and looked at her gigantic husband with concern. 

“Jan, is it really so necessary that you go in the middle of the night?” 

He nodded earnestly. “It is, wife! The Hilversum brethren have begged the minister to 

come tomorrow. But it is far too dangerous for him to show himself on the streets there during 

the day! Therefore it is safer to go already tonight.” 

“And therefore the strongest man of Bunschoten and Spakenburg must go along,” Evertje 

added. 

“God goes with us,” answered her husband simply. Together they glanced a moment at 

the wooden crib, in which little Bartje slept, their youngest who was barely two weeks old. 

“Soon he can probably be baptized,” whispered his mother, deeply moved. 

Again there was a tapping at the windows, so that Adrian, the oldest child, was 

awakened. “Just go back to sleep, son, and take good care of your mother today. Good-bye, 

wife.” 

“Go with God,” sounded from the cupboard bed. Jan Hartog cautiously closed the outside 

door behind him and soon after he stood with his friend, Jacob Baas on the road. 

It was quite a spectacle to see the two men standing next to each other. Baas actually was 

of normal height, but he looked like a dwarf next to this giant. Yet together they formed the soul 

of the Secession in Bunschoten. Together they were the first ones to leave the Hervormde Kerk 

at the end of the year. Three months later they were followed by their wives and a few others. 



“Jan,” whispered the driver, “from now on I am going to entrust the horses to you. You 

know they mean a lot to me.”
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“And you take care of my wife and children, who mean a lot to me.” For a moment a 

laugh broke out on the drawn face of Jacob Baas, then he laid his hand on the huge hand of his 

friend. “I promise you that, Jan! And…, the Lord be with you!” 

He gave the reins of the horses to Hartog and after a short farewell disappeared in the 

darkness. The new driver grunted a reassuring word to the horses, climbed on the seat and shook 

hands with the two men who sat right behind the driver’s seat. 

They were Jacobus Beukers, the village teacher, who supported the Secession with heart 

and soul, and Reverend Buddingh. Huibert Jacobus Buddingh was, even as most of the Secession 

ministers, still very young, just 26 years old. But because of his remarkable official dress, which 

he tenaciously maintained, he looked much older.
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Shortly after the beginning of the Secession, he had laid down his office in the 

Hervormde congregation of the Walcher Biggekerke
6
 and had joined the Secession movement. 

Now he traveled throughout the entire country preaching everywhere and organizing churches. 

Despite his peculiarities and wanderings, he was loved by many. Like all his colleagues, he was 

hunted like a wild animal. 

The horses soon entrusted themselves entirely to Jan Hartog. Adroitly he steered the 

wagon to the main street. “We will be getting out of the town without being seen,” Teacher 

Beukers mumbled as they slowly passed the city hall. 

But at that very moment the door of the building swung open and two men came out. 

They were Dirk Koelewijn, the village policeman, and Gijs Nagel, the night watchman. As soon 

as the wagon came into sight they headed directly for it. The policeman laid his hand on the pole 

of the wagon. “You’re out pretty late, Hartog?” he asked in a quiet tone. 

“You can see that, Koelewijn,” answered the giant, just as calm as his interrogator. 

“Tonight we are bringing the minister to another town.” 

The policeman, casting a sharp glance at the minister, slowly nodded. “We need not 

know more, men. God go with you!” 

He stepped aside and saluted. “Safe return!” Gijs Nagel added emphatically. Thereupon 

he went on his first round. And the night watchman went home to sleep. 

Reverend Buddingh had listened to all this in silent amazement. When the wagon 

continued on its way he turned to Teacher Beukers. “What a strange man! Lately I have had to 

deal with a lot of policemen, but never has one saluted me, much less greeted me in a Christian 

manner. What does all this mean?” The instructor smiled. “Dirk De Booi—that is what he is 

usually called around here—is indeed an unusual case. When we began to hold our meetings, 

Mayor Hoolwerf ordered him to go and listen to see if a seditious spirit could be detected among 

us. Since then he has rarely missed a meeting. He even sings the psalms along with us. Instead of 

a menace he has become a protection to us. And Gijs Nagel faithfully reads the writings of the 

Secessionists. I am convinced that they will soon join us.” 

Reverend Buddingh was moved by what he heard. “Here we plainly see the power of the 

Holy Spirit, Brother Beukers! But I fear that this will cost them their positions.” 

Alas, the Teacher could not deny this. Secessionist policemen and night watchmen are 

simply not tolerated by a “tolerant” authority. 

Now that they were outside of Bunschoten, Den Hartog allowed the horses to go into a 

trot, so that temporarily a further discussion proved impossible. 



Soon the wagon swerved to the right into the broad Eempolder Street. On this short June 

night, darkness was only for a very short time, and a full moon flanked with stars lit up the flat 

polder in a fantastic glow. It quieted the three men on the wagon still more. At Eembrugge they 

carefully crossed the Eem, the outlines of the Gooi forests vaguely rising up directly before 

them. They now swerved off to Baarn and quietly passed through the town without meeting a 

soul, which was not disappointing to them. 

Soon they came to the road to Hilversum. Here Jan Hartog stopped the wagon for a 

moment, so that the horses could rest and the men could stretch their legs. 

The landscape had now undergone a complete change. The thick forest of trees hid most 

of the moon and starlight, and the small, newly paved road to Hilversum looked like a dark, 

mysterious tunnel. 

“Give me the broad acres!” muttered the driver. 

“Indeed,” agreed Teacher Beukers, “This area could shut you in, Reverend, for you are 

accustomed to the flat country around Zeeland.” 

“That is true,” answered the minister,” but I was born and grew up in Rhenen. This 

reminds me of my home.” Silently they inhaled the aroma of the forest. The night still 

surrounded them, protecting them but also full of mysteries. 

“Let us carry on,” Hartog finally broke the silence. “They are expecting us.” 

Soon the wheels rattled on the rough streets. The last stretch was reached. 

A night attack on Hilversum…! 

With the sword of the Spirit… 

 

Endnotes 
1
 This was, of course, the Saturday after the events described in the last chapter, when the elders 

of the congregation of Hilversum had decided to take Rev. Buddingh’s offer to preach for them. 
2
 Jan, his wife Evertje, and the others mentioned in this chapter, were all members of the new 

Secessionist congregation in Bunschoten. 
3
 Beds were often in cupboards in the wall of these small Dutch homes to conserve space. They 

were folded down for use, and folded up against the wall during the day. Doors could be closed 

so that they could not be seen during waking hours. 
4
 Jacob Baas did not go along on this trip, but lent his horses and buggy to Jan Hartog. 

5
 In the last chapter mentioned was made of Rev. Buddingh’s eccentricity, especially in his dress. 

He wore the clothes that preachers wore 100 or more years before the Secession took place. He 

probably did this as a protest against the modernistic tendencies in the State Church. 
6
 The name of a church. 
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