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Chapter 19 

Sunday Morning 
 

Rev. Buddingh had been brought to Hilversum during the night so that his presence in the village 

would not be detected. He was to preach to the Secessionist congregation the next morning, and 

the congregation knew that, if his presence were known, the town authorities would try to 

prevent him from preaching. The men who brought him thought they had succeeded in keeping 

his coming a secret, but Constable Van Huizen had witnessed it all while on his night patrol. He 

had reported what he had seen to the mayor and both had gone to the town clerk, Mr. Perk, the 

man who wielded real power in the village and who hated the Secessionists. Plans were now 

being laid to prevent the Secessionists from meeting. 

 

“Arise! Attention! March!” 

With a shock Maarten and Koen were torn from their deep sleep. They rubbed their eyes 

and wondered where they were. When they saw the harsh yet roguish face of Manus Rebel
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above them they were reminded at once of all that had happened: how they had lain in the half-

used haystack of Gijsbert Haan! The old night watchman himself had steered them there the past 

night, because it was too late to go home. 

“How late is it?” asked Koen with a yawn. 

“It is eight thirty, sir lieutenant colonel,” answered the hussar in a friendly tone. “In a half 

hour the gentlemen are expected for roll call. Will you therefore please get up like an old 

blunderbuss? or do I need to help you?” 

Both friends seemed to feel little need for a “helping hand,” for they quickly got up. They 

washed themselves thoroughly at the pump from which Manus Rebel pumped plenty of water, so 

that the last feeling of sleepiness completely disappeared. 

Back by the haystack the hussar handed Maarten his Sunday clothes and shoes, while he 

smiled at the wondering look on the face of the boy. “Your father brought them when you were 

still sitting on your roost. Your full dress uniform, Sir.” 

Koen put on his usual clothes. “I am always in full dress uniform,” he joked, but his 

laugh was a bit sad. As poor weaver’s sons they had no Sunday clothes, still less shoes. 

Still feeling somewhat strange by all that was happening, Maarten stooped to tie his 

shoestrings. Koen was already looking curiously over the farm. People were starting to enter the 

rear of the house through the small half-door.
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 Dancing in impatience Koen waited until his 

friend had finished dressing, then both boys followed Manus Rebel to the side door. 

* * * * * 

The dim passageway was full of men. The boys knew most of them, but there were also 

strangers among them. The news that a minister would preach in Hilversum had spread secretly 

throughout the area. Secessionists from the neighboring places had stealthily entered the town 



that morning: from Naarden, Huizen, Buusum’s Graveland, yes, even from Loosdrecht. Hunger 

for the Word of God enabled them to face all difficulties and risks. 

Reverend Buddingh stood like a janitor at the door of the meeting place and held back all 

the men, “First the women must be properly seated,” he ordered determinedly. Some of the men 

complained about that, especially Manus Rebel, but Jan Hartog grinned broadly and preserved a 

good spirit among them. The man from Bunschoten knew that this was one of the peculiarities of 

the minister. 

The two boys were also held back; they were disappointed, but also a bit proud that they 

were counted among the men. 

Finally also the “stronger sex” could enter. Koen and Maarten looked in amazement. 

Gijsbert Haan and his helpers, in order to seat such a large crowd, had brought out the strangest 

of seats. The boys were each taken by the hand of their fathers, and, after a lot of moving about, 

Maarten got to sit on a stone milk crock, while Koen was happy to learn that his seat was a 

foot-warmer. 

Along the side wall stood a small table, set on an apple box. That was the “pulpit.” 

Behind it stood a kitchen chair. 

Suddenly the bustling stopped. Reverend Buddingh and the consistory stepped forward. 

Manus Rebel closed the door and took his seat on a worn out saddle that he had 

discovered on the farm. “The nicest seat for a hussar,” he whispered to his neighbor. 

Then it became perfectly quiet in the back part of the house of Gijsbert Haan. Reverend 

Buddingh had shaken the hand of Tijmen Grootveld
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 and then, with hands folded in front of him, 

had taken his place behind his table. 

“Our help is in the name of the Lord, who made the heaven and the earth.” 

Loud and clear his voice rang through the low area. Then he spread out his hands and 

pronounced the benediction. The small congregation answered with the singing of a psalm, in 

which instructor Beuker led the singing. After that the minister read the law slowly and 

impressively. After each commandment he waited a moment and allowed his eyes to pass over 

the audience, who almost held their breath. Never had they been so impressed by the 

commandments. Again a humble psalm rang out in response to the law. 

Reverend Buddingh chose the third chapter of the prophet Daniel and read it. It was the 

history of Shadrach, Meshech and Abednego, who refused to worship the golden image of King 

Nebuchadnezzar and were cast into the fiery furnace, but were protected by an angel. 

The voice of Reverend Buddingh was overwhelming. Koen and Maarten were edified as 

they followed the history with their father, although it was well-known to them. It was as if they 

themselves were witnessing it. Even the adults felt that. 

Everyone understood why the minister had chosen that passage of Scripture in this time 

of persecution and oppression. A deep feeling of peace fell upon the lowly group in the back of 

the house. God would protect them from all dangers! 

Suddenly they became aware of how great and how close these dangers were. 

When Reverend Buddingh had closed the Staten Bijbel
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 and was ready to lead in prayer, 

Manus Rebel suddenly rose up from his saddle. He saluted and spoke as an officer with a 

trembling voice: “Reverend, I fear there is danger!” 

All became quiet as a mouse. Then also the others noticed the sound that the sharp ears of 

the old watchman had first picked up: the sound of a growing noise outside the farm. 

A minute later the outside door was forced open and a voice shouted, “In the name of the 

king, open up!” 



It was the voice of Mayor Barend Andriessen. 

* * * * * 

For a moment panic threatened to break out. But the quiet voice of the minister, who 

called to those present to keep courage, served as oil on stormy waters. 

Gijsbert Haan was white as a sheet, but had gained control of himself by the time he went 

to the door. Manus Rebel wanted to accompany him, but the elder asked him to stay inside. He 

knew that the hussar did not always use the best language, especially not when he was excited. 

And the authorities of the town deserved to be received with respect. 

Calmly he opened the door and with a quiet glance viewed the situation. 

Across from him stood, besides Mayor Andriessen, Perk the town clerk, Constable Van 

Huizen and Jacob van Wielick, the bailiff of the courthouse. At the gate stood the ceman De 

Nooij, who held back a number of curious people. 

Before the mayor could speak a word, Van Huizen took a bold step forward. 

“You will hang now, Haan,” he crowed triumphantly, “If you want to outdo Gregorious 

van Huizen you have to get up earlier in the morning. Ha-ha!” 

Gijsbert Haan did not consider Van Huizen worthy of as much as a glance, and he looked 

without fear at the mayor. “Good morning, your honor! What can I do for you?” 

Van Huizen crept into his shell and even the mayor became somewhat uncertain by this 

calm reaction of the home owner. 

“Hm…it was brought to my attention that an unlawful religious meeting is being held 

here.” 

Gijsbert Haan pushed the door wide open and stepped aside. “Convince yourself, mayor; 

the church is open to everyone.” 

The men entered the room, while De Nooij, after warning the crowd, joined them. With 

deadly calm the congregation saw the five men come into their midst. 

The mayor opened his mouth and closed it again, and looked irresolutely at Albertus 

Perk. Perk had in the meantime allowed his eyes to pass speedily over the meeting place. “There 

are surely more than twenty present here, your honor.” he growled with grim satisfaction, and 

winked at Jacob van Wielick. 

Jacob van Wielick handed the town clerk an old, yellow document that dated back to the 

time of Napoleon. It contained the law that every gathering of more than twenty persons held 

without the approval of the government was declared to be illegal. The French occupation 

officers had thought the law would prevent all opposition by the Hollanders. This forgotten 

regulation was now used in free Netherlands against the Secessionists.
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 Albertus Perk now thrust 

the paper in the shaking hands of the mayor. He cleared his throat and began to read with a 

trembling voice: “In the name of the king! No association or society of any kind of more than 

twen…twenty per…persons, with…with…”
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He got no farther. His nerves had taken complete mastery over him, and he dropped his 

head helplessly. 

At that moment, to the surprise of every one, Reverend Buddingh came forward. “Mayor, 

shall I read it?” 

Totally bewildered now, the mayor looked at the minister, and even the town clerk 

seemed to be struck dumb. 

“After all, that law has already been read to me so often that I know the contents by 

heart,” added Reverend Buddingh. “You forbid us in the name of the king to serve our God, but 



we must obey the King of kings rather than men! Congregation, let us sing verses 1 through 3 of 

Psalm 27. ” 

Jan Hartog immediately began the singing with his strong voice. The congregation sang 

the first verse still somewhat uncertainly, but putting themselves completely into it, the next two 

verses rang forth: 

 

When evil doers came to make my life their prey, 

They stumbled in their shame and fell in sore dismay: 

Though hosts make war on every side, still fearless I in God confide. 

 

My one request has been, and still this prayer I raise, 

That I may dwell within God’s house through all my days, 

Jehovah’s beauty to admire, and in His temple to inquire. 

 

During the singing the mayor had left, followed by the town clerk and the bailiff. 

However, both the policemen were given a signal to remain. They were witnesses of the fact that 

the minister shortly after prayed for the king and also for the mayor in his congregational 

prayers. 

Reverend Buddingh took as the text for his sermon verse 25 of the chapter he had read: 

“Lo, I see four men loose, walking in the midst of the fire, and they have no hurt: and the 

form of the fourth is like the Son of God.” 

They all were encouraged and comforted by the sermon, and even the smallest among 

them understood somewhat the marvel of that which took place there that morning. 

After the service Gijsbert Haan invited those who had come from other places to have 

dinner with them, for the minister would preach also in the afternoon. The others could return to 

their homes without hindrance. 

Peace seemed to have returned to the town. But when a few windows on Gijsbert Haan’s 

farm were shattered later in the day, after the services in the other churches, it became evident 

that it was a false peace. 

It was the quiet before the storm. 

 

Endnotes 
1
 Manus Rebel was a retired army officer who had helped the men bringing Rev. Buddingh get 

through the town without being seen—or so they thought. He still enjoyed speaking in military 

terms and exercising the authority he possessed when an officer. He now earned a bit of money 

by being night watchman. 
2
 Some of our readers may be acquainted with a “half-door,” for it was common on barns. The 

door was split in half horizontally and each half could be opened separately from the other. Such 

doors were frequently called “Dutch doors,” and were found on houses in the Netherlands as 

well as on barns. 
3
 Prior to the minister entering the pulpit, one elder would shake the minister’s hand. This is still 

done in our Canada churches. 
4
 The Dutch authorized version of the Bible. It had been authorized by the great Synod of Dordt 

and is still used in the Netherlands in conservative churches, although in the Netherlands as in 

our country, the Authorized Version has been replaced in many churches by more modern 

translations. 

http://bible.gospelcom.net/bible?version=KJV&passage=Psalm+27


5
 The reference to this law is historical fact. The French did make such a law, and it was used 

against the Secessionists repeatedly. 
6
 Our readers will recall that the mayor had not been in favor of attempting to disrupt the 

Secessionists’ meeting, but had been persuaded to do it by the forcefulness of Albertus Perk. 
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