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Chapter 17 

An Unexpected Escort 
 

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

Secessionists 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 last chapter 

ended with Rev. Buddingh and his escort arriving on the outskirts of Hilversum. They were 

traveling at night to avoid detection. 

 

That same night in the thick brush near the tavern of Rademaker, just outside the built-up 

area of Hilversum, a boy was to be found squatting. He was staring steadily with wide eyes at the 

tavern where a slender figure moved back and forth in front of the windows. 

Suddenly the spying figure disappeared. That Koen certainly had a lot of nerve! Now he 

was even hiding behind the Rademaker tavern!
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Quite naturally the events of the previous day passed once more before the mind of 

Maarten, as he too was hiding in the shrubbery along the road.
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How had all this come about? 

Koen had once again come at noon to play with Maarten, just as on the previous 

Saturday. Albert Van Vliet, Thijs’ uncle, had just brought his beehives and placed them in their 

enclosure. The insects were released on the white beauty of the blooming buckwheat. 

Breathlessly the boys had regarded the fascinating sight. 

The old beekeeper had stayed for dinner, and then a strange thing began to happen. 

Father had taken the two boys to the threshing floor and there told them that Maarten had 

to go to bed. Dumbfounded they had stared at father. Go to bed at 6:00 on this beautiful Saturday 

evening? Indignantly Maarten had kicked off his wooden shoes and Koen had disappointedly 

taken his cap to leave. However, then came the surprise: “Koen is going to stay here to sleep,” 

Father said. 

Suddenly, they realized that something special was going to happen. With eager attention 

they had looked at Maarten’s father, whose face, while cheerful, was also solemn. 

“Have you both kept secret the proposal of Reverend Buddingh?” he asked. 

They had done that, but it had been difficult. 

“Well, the plan will be carried out. Tonight he is coming to our town. We will try to bring 

him safely and unseen to the farm of Gijsbert Haan. Therefore you boys will first sleep a few 

hours, for…” here the farmer paused a moment; “you may take part in the doings tonight.” 

In vain they had begged for more information. 



“You will hear more tonight! Maarten, to bed! Now!” 

“Father, may Koen sleep in the spare room?” 

“No, the uncle of Thijs Van Vliet will sleep there. He is also eager to hear the minister 

tomorrow. Koen will go to the haymow. There is still a bit of hay in it.” 

“Father, then may I also sleep in the haymow?” 

“Not a chance, in that case you would get no sleep at all.” 

At 11:30 father had to shake both boys awake. Half asleep they had dressed and Father 

had led them along all sorts of small lanes to Koen’s house. There they met Koen’s parents and 

Gijsbert Haan. In the quiet darkness of the little rear garden—the children who slept in the small 

one-room dwelling might not be awakened—they received their instructions. Their hearts 

pounded when they realized that they would be the first guard post that the wagon would pass 

when it came from Bunschoten.
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“Your fathers and I are getting too old to creep between the bushes,” the elder had said 

with a grin, adding in an earnest note, “You understand, boys, tonight this is no game, this is 

serious! I almost said ‘bitterly serious,’ but the cause of the gospel is never bitter.” He had shook 

hands with both of them. 

They succeeded in reaching the tavern of Rademaker without being seen and now they 

had already laid more than an hour in the quiet darkness waiting for the mysterious wagon. 

One thing had gradually made the boys uneasy: even though it was long past midnight all 

the inhabitants of the tavern were obviously not sleeping. A pale ray of light still shone out from 

the rear. Finally Koen had sneaked across the road to check on it. 

These events explained the presence of these two boys at Rademaker’s Tavern so late at 

night. 

* * * * * 

Suddenly Maarten scared out of his reveries. Koen was coming back! 

Cautiously he slipped back across the road and immediately bent down with his mate. 

“So!?” whispered Maarten tensely, “Could you see anything?” 

“No, the shutters were closely drawn. But they are not sleeping. I plainly heard talking.” 

“That doesn’t sound good to me,” Maarten said slowly after a minute or so. “The time for 

closing is surely long past.” 

“Why man, so far away from the town they are not so particular,” answered the weaver’s 

boy in a worldly-wise tone. “Did you think that De Nooij or Van Huizen ever…” 

Suddenly Koen was silent for Maarten gave him a hard pinch on his arm. In deathly 

silence they leaned against each other. Then Koen also picked up the sound that the sharper ears 

of the farmer boy had already heard: the dull stamping of horses’ hooves. 

“Let’s go,” hissed Koen, for whom thinking and doing were the same. “There they are!” 

Followed by Maarten he crept to the edge of the bushes. 

Suddenly the loud and piercing neighing of a horse echoed through the quiet night. The 

boys, who were ready to make their appearance, were filled with terror. But soon they had the 

feeling of sinking through the ground as the door of the tavern burst open and a figure in uniform 

went up the road with determined footsteps. 

It was the hussar sergeant Manus Rebel. 

* * * * * 

Badly scared, Jan Hartog, the driver of the carriage, tugged at the reins. After the 

neighing of one of the horses, the dark figure of Manus suddenly appeared. 



At once two well-trained hands brought the animals to a stop, and through the darkness 

there echoed a dusky voice “Halt, riffraff of wretched flayers!”
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The driver of the carriage saw the shining of the uniform buttons, and his first thought 

was that he was dealing with a county constable. 

“We have no forbidden goods with us, constable, we are merely traveling.” 

“Tell that to the cat!” was the sarcastic rejoinder of the non-commissioned officer, who 

inwardly chuckled at the thought of being taken for a county constable. He let go of the horses 

and with a rumble in his throat, he stepped away from the wagon. Only then did he spy the other 

two occupants. Dumbfounded he stared at Reverend Buddingh, whose three-cornered hat was 

plainly visible over against the moonlit sky. “What in the world do I see now? In what regiment 

do you serve?” 

The next moment Jan Hartog sprang from the wagon, hitting the ground hard. The quick-

tempered Bunschoten man had discovered that the man who waylaid them was only a hussar, 

and now faced him with his colossal figure. 

“Who gives you the right to hold us up, inflated bagpipe? Get out of our way and sleep 

off your drunken stupor.” 

Manus Rebel, who was on the verge of dropping the matter, flared up in a rage. Instructor 

Beuker climbed from the wagon, for it appeared that the two men were about to engage in a 

fistfight. 

Before he could come between them, however, the bushes stirred. Two boyish figures 

sprang into the road. Maarten and Koen did not want to be left out of it any longer. 

Maarten gathered up all his courage, stepped up to the gigantic driver and said in an 

undertone “Zuiderzee.” That was the password that Gijsbert Haan had given to them. Gradually 

Jan Hartog opened his fists and silently stepped back. 

In the meantime Koen had approached the old hussar, saying “You keep your hands at 

home, Rebel, this is an honest matter.” The hussar took hold of the lean chap and swung him 

around as if he were a spinning top, so that he could see the face of the boy in the moonlight. 

“Speak up, mate, who do you belong to? Your face looks familiar to me.” 

“My father is known as Evert Splint,” answered the boy without any evidence of 

nervousness. “And now please let the minister go on his way.” 

“Evert Splint, aha,” grunted the sergeant, who remembered that memorable Saturday 

night when he had inadvertently kept Koen’s father from returning to his former addiction to 

alcohol. 

Instructor Beuker and Jan Hartog, after a few whispered words between them, had 

climbed back on the wagon, and Maarten sat next to the driver. “Come on, Koen, we’re going 

now!” he called. 

Koen did not need that repeated. Swiftly he scrambled up into the carriage. 

Manus Rebel stood dazed, then it penetrated his mind what this was all about. 

“You folks are completely out of your minds to bring a secession minister to Hilversum. 

If Constable De Nooij sees it…” 

For the first time Reverend Buddingh raised his voice, “My life is in God’s hand, friend. 

Maybe you will now step aside?” 

Manus Rebel was quiet for a moment, then answered in a much softer voice, “Must I then 

be pushed aside like a clown? But that is not my make-up! True, I have involved myself with 

that which is not my business,” he continued. “But now that I know what is happening, I would 

gladly take part in it. I offer to you to take you safely into the town. Agreed?” 



For a split second Jan Hartog glanced back, but he only saw the others silently nod in 

agreement. “Settled, sergeant! And forget what I said about sleeping off your drunken stupor.” 

Manus Rebel, flattered by the fact that he was addressed according to his former rank, 

shook the enormous hand of the driver, an action which forced him with difficulty to suppress a 

cry. Then he settled the horses. “They are good animals,” he said with approval, “I have sat on 

much worse than that.” Soon the wagon rattled on, while Rebel walked ahead of the horses. 

“Why were you so late at the Rademaker tavern?” asked Koen with the boldness of a 

weaver boy. Maarten colored as he thought: That Koen dares to say anything. 

“When you are reminiscing about the past it sometimes becomes a bit late, sir cavalry 

captain,” replied Rebel. “And now keep your beak shut, for we are right by the toll house.” 

They had now approached the place where their road met the road to Utrecht. At this 

intersection was a tollhouse with two tolls in order to cover the cost of the upkeep of both roads. 

The surroundings of the small building began to become visible in the darkness. All at once Jan 

Hartog tugged at the reins, while Maarten and Koen in surprise called out “The toll beam is 

closed!”
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“You were to keep your windbag shut!” snarled Manus Rebel in an undertone. Then 

without hesitancy he pushed up the heavy beam. Alas, this did not happen quietly: the hinges 

screamed for oil. Almost at once a window opened and an angry voice cried: “What is all the 

racket about in the middle of the night? What do you want?” 

 Manus Rebel did not let this bother him. With a voice as if he were bellowing at a 

regiment, he responded, “Man, slam your big hay barn shut, this is an important transport.” 

The toll boss saw vaguely a uniform and chose the wisest way out. Angrily he pulled the 

window closed, and the wagon continued on its way. 

Both boys shook with laughter, but Reverend Buddingh and instructor Beuker were 

offended by the unmannerly action of the old sergeant. “Be not too hasty in your judgment,” 

whispered Jan Hartog. “He will presently be forced to prove his worth.” 

He was right. While the wagon slowly rocked along the dark Veeneind into Hilversum 

the old sleuthhound proved his value. Nothing seemed to escape his experienced ears and eyes. 

One moment he grasped the horses by the bridle. They all were as quiet as a mouse, although no 

one detected any danger. 

But after about a half minute a drunkard’s song pierced the night “At Uitert, at Uitert, at 

Uitert on the Do.” A ghastly figure staggered from between the trees on the way to a worker’s 

shack. To his surprise Koen recognized Lammert Vlaanderen, a former mate of his father. If he 

should have discovered them… 

The drunken weaver disappeared behind his little house. They could still plainly hear his 

chanting, but also the “hearty” welcome he received from his wife. 

After fully five minutes Manus Rebel risked moving again. He went to the driver’s seat 

and whispered to the boys, “Where exactly are you going?” 

Koen leaned toward the old codger, “To the farm of Gijsbert Haan. But we must first 

park the wagon in the tavern of Huig Corton on the Baarnse Lane. My father and Jan Donker 

will be on guard at the end of the Veeneind!” 

“Order accepted,” muttered the sergeant, well satisfied. “Forward to the Baarnse Lane!” 

Fifteen minutes later, after parking the carriage, the men and the boys walked over the 

Groest like a row of geese, right alongside of the houses and farmers. Manus Rebel, who was at 

the end of the line, let his eyes rest on the slightly bent figure of the minister, who walked ahead 



of him. A figure on the other side escaped his view. That dark figure withdrew as fast as he could 

fly and from another vantage point watched the strange procession. 

A minute later the goal was reached. The men slipped through the side door into Gijsbert 

Haan’s home. 

As the last one, Manus Rebel closed the door behind him and put a fresh plug of tobacco 

behind his teeth. “Operation accomplished. No enemy has seen us,” he muttered with 

satisfaction. 

But in that respect he was mistaken. 

 

Endnotes 
1
 We have met Koen Splint before. He had very little education because he had to work in a 

weaver’s mill to help support his family. His family had begun to worship with the Secessionists, 

but Koen himself was a bit of a rascal. He was a good friend of Maarten. 
2
 These events were described in chapter 15. 

3
 Bunschoten was the village from which Rev. Buddingh was being fetched. 

4
 The reader will remember that it was common in those days for scoundrels to go about during 

the night, finding and butchering dead animals and selling the meat the next day in the markets. 
5
 A beam was lowered across the road to prevent any from entering the road until he had paid his 

toll. 
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