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Chapter 20 

In the Fiery Furnace 
 

 

The forbidden services of the Secessionists in Hilversum were held in the house of Gijsbert 

Haan. The worship service was interrupted by the mayor, the town clerk, the bailiff, and two 

policemen. Although all but the policemen left, these officers of the law watched carefully all that 

went on. Rev. Buddingh preached on the history of Daniel’s three friends in the fiery furnace. 

 

Behind the green table in the courthouse sat the mayor, the secretary and a few members 

of the town council. Their faces were grim, the air was tense. In front of the table stood the two 

policemen who had to bring a report of their findings at the worship services they had just left. 

“The usual bleating and crying, your honor,” De Nooij
1
 explained with disdain, “I do not 

know how else I must report this.” He shrugged his broad shoulders. 

“That Buddingh even prayed for you,” remarked Van Huizen,
2
 who had wanted to put a 

penny in the collection. 

Albertus Perk,
3
 fearing that the mayor might be influenced by this, hastily interrupted 

Van Huizen in his speech. “Let’s not wander from the subject. Is that agitator
4
 still in the town?” 

When the secretary noticed that the ‘agitator’ would lead another service in the afternoon he beat 

with his fist on the table so that the ashtray bounced up and down. 

“That is what happens when you leave that scum undisturbed! The good name of our 

town is forever shamed! Isn’t it true that gentle doctors cause stinking wounds?
5
 My lords, weeds 

must be destroyed root and stem. I propose that this afternoon we drive out that bunch with as 

much force as we need!” 

“Must the two of us do that?” asked Van Huizen uneasily. 

His colleague sniffed with disdain, but one of the members of the council proposed to call 

out the civil guard, if necessary, to assist De Nooij and Van Huizen. 

“An excellent idea!” shouted the secretary with enthusiasm, “If our minister of justice 

Van Maanen hears how we tackle the issue here, we will become an example for all of The 

Netherlands.” 

His words were received with general approval; even the mayor Andriessen fell under the 

spell of it.
6
 

Only one member of the council had the courage to protest against the shameful plan. It 

was the grocer Cornelis De Jongh, a neighbor of Gijsbert Haan, who represented the old 

Catholics in the council. “What wrong are they doing? They pray, they sing; is that wrong?” 

He was attacked from all sides. “They destroy the precious unity among our people, 

which the king needs so badly,” called out another member of the council. “They are a danger to 

the country.” 



“Nonsense,” answered De Jongh. “An acquaintance of mine took part in the Ten Day 

Campaign with the Hunter Company five years ago.
7
 He fought side by side with this Buddingh. 

For that matter there were other secessionist ministers among them. They are careful, faithful 

subjects of the king.” 

“Alas, yes, the worst rubbish fought then,” taunted De Nooij. 

“Our own civil guard, that you now want to misuse, went also,” answered the offended 

grocer. “Is the civil guard also rubbish?” 

But his protests were in vain. They were fully determined to carry out the plan of 

Albertus Perk. The captain of the guard was called out and at noon the corps was ready to take 

action on the Kerkbrink.
8
 

The mayor and the secretary took their place at the head of the procession, followed by 

De Nooij and Van Huizen, and behind them the guard. 

The procession went through the Zuiderkerkstraat to the Groest. For this occasion De 

Nooij had exchanged his cap for a high hat with strings down to the throat. As a sign of his 

faithfulness to the king he wore an orange cockade
9
 to adorn his hat. 

In the meantime the whole town was in an uproar. A large number of street folk, eager 

for a riot, followed the guard. The taverns emptied, infuriating the bartenders, who finally locked 

up and joined the crowd. At least the men who manned the beer taps would know what all the 

jokes were about which would later be told at the bar. 

Soon the farm of Gijsbert Haan was surrounded by the members of the guard. Only a few 

of them, among whom was instructor Van Oostveen, were ashamed and held back. 

So for the second time that day Mayor Andriessen stepped up to the door of Gijsbert 

Haan, who was already waiting for them. “In the name of the king I order the immediate 

emptying of these premises.” 

“You do not have the right to do that, your honor. Our service is not yet started, we are 

just sitting together talking.” 

But the mayor was no longer receptive to reason. “Out you go! Or else we will use 

force.” 

When Gijsbert Haan, fully determined, continued to refuse, the mayor motioned to the 

police, “Court police, do your duty!” 

Immediately these men stepped forward, pushed the home owner aside and rushed into 

the farm house. 

In the part of the house where the Secessionists were sitting De Nooij grabbed the first 

one he could, Karsemeijer from Loosdrecht, and dragged him roughly to the door. Van Huizen 

grabbed Karsemeijer’s wife’s arm, but she was able to pull herself loose and she fell screaming 

upon the neck of her husband. So both were dragged and pushed outside by the police, where the 

crowd received them with a roar. 

“Go ahead and kill them!” bellowed De Nooij. “His wife is dead already,” the crowd 

bellowed; but she had fainted. 

Karsemeijer managed with great difficulty to reach the grocery store of Cornelis De 

Jongh, where he washed his wife’s face with vinegar, so that she revived again. After that he 

took care of his own bleeding nose. 

Meanwhile the police had again stormed into the room. Van Huizen grabbed Dunketstein 

of Hilversum, a man who suffered from fainting spells, by the collar and pushed him all the way 

off the farm. He finally landed on the farm of the old Catholic, while the blood dripped from his 

face. 



“They are killing me!” he moaned when De Jongh picked him up. Reijmerink of 

Gravenlander was the fourth victim. De Nooij threw him outside and kicked him across the farm 

in the direction of the raging crowd, which mercilessly kicked, struck and spit upon the man. 

Bleeding from nose and mouth he stumbled into the town.
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The rest of them watched from the house until it would be their turn. Some wept, others 

stared straight ahead with blank faces, still others prayed for strength and courage. 

Koen, like a small boy, went to sit on his father’s knee. Maarten bent down by his 

grandfather, who also was kneeling. “Doesn’t the Lord help us, grandfather?” he whispered as he 

sobbed. 

The old man gave him a look which he would never forget. “The Lord is right by us, boy, 

especially now when we are being thrown into the fiery furnace. Apart from His will the enemy 

cannot stir nor move. But He allows this because He has His purpose with it.” 

For the third time the police dashed inside. Thijs De Vries had to witness in helpless rage, 

how De Noolj struck his uncle on his head and pushed him toward the door like a criminal, while 

Van Huizen with great difficulty dragged Gilbert Hogenbirk away. 

At that moment, on the other side of the house, a low door was opened from the outside. 

In the ray of the sunlight that shone into the room Maarten saw the tearful face of his sister 

Klaartje. At the beginning of the drama she was still outside and had hidden somewhere on the 

farm, until she discovered the low door, by which the pigs could enter.
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The eyes of Gijsbert Haan lit up. “Folks, we can now escape. Get out!” Maarten took his 

grandfather by the arm, “Hurry, you go first.” 

“No, no, boy, first the women and the children.” 

“Yes.” The strong voice of Jan Hartog sounded behind them. The giant from 

Bunschoten
12

 walked to the door and motioned to the children. First Koen and his little sisters 

went through the opening, followed by Maarten and Jan Roest, the son of the wagon maker. 

Then followed a few of the women. 

Jan Hartog helped them through the low opening. On the other side of the house two 

visitors from Huizen, Schram and Verwelius by name, helped the escaping people to get to their 

feet. Manus Rebel was struck by that. Bunschoters and Huizers usually did not get along too well 

together, but here conflicts disappeared.
13

 

However the sharp ears of the hussar
14

 again heard footsteps on the farm. 

“This is going too slow, Hartog,” he whispered uneasily. 

Hartog nodded and looked up with concern. Suddenly his eyes rested on the large wagon 

doors, which were opened at harvest time to enable the farmers to drive their heavily loaded 

wagons into the barn to be unloaded.
15

 These doors were now closed and barred, but Hartog had 

come up with a risky idea. To think and to act were for him the same thing. He ran to the doors, 

took hold of them, took a deep breath and forced them up with all his might. 

Gijsbert Haan’s wagon doors were not strong enough to withstand such great force: they 

broke off their hinges and came down to earth with a crash. “Get out of the way!” screamed the 

giant, still panting from his exertion. 

After the doors were opened, there was plenty of room to escape. When De Nooij and 

Van Huizen, now accompanied by a few of the guards, once again entered the house, they were 

just in time to see the last Secessionists disappear. 

At the same time Reverend Buddingh appeared on the scene. Tired after the night-long 

trip and the disturbed morning service, he had slept a while in the house and was awakened by 

the tumult around and at the farm. 



When Hartog and Manus Rebel saw him they turned back to the farm. 

With rough curses the guardsmen pressed upon the minister, but Hartog fearlessly 

jumped in front of them. “Don’t you dare to touch him with your filthy hands!” he shouted with 

a thundering voice. 

The guardsmen jumped back and Van Huizen went to stand by the door. Not because he 

was afraid, but just to be sure. 

Then De Nooij stepped forward provocatively. He looked Hartog over, who was dressed 

from head to foot in the clothing customarily worn in his town. “I thought so,” De Nooij said 

mockingly. “It surely stinks like herring here! Here we indeed have the heel-licker of our pious 

colleague Koelewijn. I’ll soon get you, you blighter. But first I have to get that big scalawag!”
16

 

For the time being that was the last that De Nooij said. When he took one step in the 

direction of the minister Jan Hartog leaped at him like a roaring lion. The policeman saw him 

coming and wanted to use his handcuffs on Hartog. 

But this time Peter De Nooij had found his equal. With a mighty swing, behind which all 

his colossal strength was hidden, Jan Hartog threw the heavy body of the policeman into the 

corner of the threshing floor. His hat took the worst of the blow, and it came down over his nose, 

so that he could not see nor hear anything. His legs swayed like the legs of a shot pheasant. Then 

he fell stunned to the ground. 

Reverend Buddingh knew how to quiet his excited protector with a single word. 

However the fall of De Nooij meant the end of the attack. His fellow fighters stared for a 

few moments with big eyes at the fallen giant. Then the whole group fled, with Van Huizen in 

the lead, crying as they went: “De Nooij is knocked down. De Nooij is unconscious!” The 

reaction upon the crowd was indescribable. 

When Jan Hartog came on the farm a little later to pump some water for the very purpose 

of bringing his enemy to consciousness, the cowardly mob spread out in all directions. Even the 

guard took to their legs. 

No one witnessed the shameful departure of the “unconquerable” policeman, Peter De 

Nooij. Bare-headed, he stumbled into the Zuiderkerk street. Manus Rebel walked a short distance 

behind him to keep an eye on things. At the Zeedijk, Van Huizen suddenly popped up and 

hesitantly joined his colleague. 

The old watchman remembered the day of the cattle market a few weeks before. “When 

one is in trouble his friends disappear,” he grinned before he turned away. 

Gijsbert Haan thought it advisable that Reverend Buddingh should leave Hilversum as 

soon as possible. After a hearty and encouraging farewell, the minister, Jan Hartog and instructor 

Beukers went to the stable of Huig Corton on the Narnse lane. No one so much as pointed a 

finger at them. 

Soon the horses were harnessed and the trio returned to Bunschoten. 

Conditions remained tense in the town and in the evening the taverns were fuller than 

ever. Van Huizen had quite a time clearing them up, for his colleague was no more to be seen. 

And in the mayor’s room of the courthouse things were extremely stormy. 

Barend Andriessen outlined a plan of action… 

 

Endnotes 
1
 De Nooij was one of the policemen who was particularly hateful of the Secessionists. 

2
 Another policeman, far more sympathetic to the Secessionists. 



3
 The town clerk who had really been responsible for the first attempt to break up the worship 

service. 
4
 The reference is to Rev. Buddingh. 

5
 An old proverb which means that a doctor who is afraid of hurting his patient will not be of 

much help. 
6
 When the mayor had first learned in the middle of the night that the Secessionists were bringing 

a minister into town, he was most reluctant to act. 
7
 The reference is to a battle in which Dutch troops had fought. 

8
 The general area where the Secessionists were meeting. 

9
 An ornament something like a roseate which served as a badge. 

10
 Such treatment of the Secessionists was not all that uncommon. 

11
 The meaning here is not entirely clear. On the farms in the Netherlands the barns were usually 

attached to the house, and a small doorway led directly from the house into the barn. That is 

probably the reference here. But animals were rarely allowed in the house proper. This only was 

permitted in those places where the farmer was very poor. The doorway referred to in the story 

cannot mean a doorway by which pigs entered the house, although it was the connecting 

doorway between house and barn. 
12

 The same village from which Rev. Buddingh had come. 
13

 That is, the people from these two towns and the churches in these towns did not get along. 
14

 Manus Rebel who once was a soldier in the Dutch army. 
15

 These people were now inside the barn, but faced with these huge doors. 
16

 Bunshoten was a village on the sea in which a great deal of fishing was carried on. Hence the 

reference to the odor of herring. Apparently Koelewijn was the Secessionist minister in 

Bunschoten, from which village Hartog had come, along with Rev. Buddingh. 
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