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Chapter 21 

Following Events 
 

The morning worship service of a group of Seccessionists had been interrupted by the 

authorities, but not stopped. As the worshippers paused before the second service, the house in 

which they were meeting was raided by the police. Some were badly mishandled and bloodied, 

but a number escaped through a back door that led to the barn. Rev. Buddingh was returned to 

his home. 

 

It was noon of the following day. A boy’s head peeped up above the hedge that separated 

the farm of Jan Hartog from Jacob Bollebakker of Looseind. 

“Do you see him coming?” a voice whispered. “No, I don’t see anything,” came the 

answer. A disappointed mumbling arose from the group of boys that sat behind the hedge. 

“Be patient!” said Toon in such a forceful manner that you could hear that he was a son 

of “Father Jacob.”
1
 The object of their waiting was Maarten Boelhouwer.

2
 

The whole day they had teased and pestered him in as far as that was possible under the 

stern eye of instructor De Liefde. Just before the tower clock had struck four, however, it had 

gotten out of hand. When Maarten had walked to the chair of the instructor to show him his slate, 

Toon had slyly pricked him in his leg with a pin. Thereupon Maarten had turned about and had 

given his silent enemy a ringing slap in the face. Instructor De Liefde had turned pale and, 

without saying a word, had pushed Maarten into the hall. When school was finished at four 

o’clock Maarten had to stay. 

The deeply offended Toon had rounded up the boys in the schoolyard. “We do not allow 

ourselves to be bullied by such a filthy fanatic! After a while we will beat him up. Are you 

game?” 

Not all the boys had hopped to it. Cornelis Van Ravenswaay wanted no part of it and 

Dokky had spit at the feet of the despised Toon. Others had silently withdrawn. To his 

satisfaction Toon still managed to gather a group of boys behind him. 

Now they had already sat for half an hour waiting behind Toon. It had rained that 

morning and the shrubbery leaves were dripping with water. “My shoes are getting dirty here,” 

mumbled Lodewijk Peet, the son of the weavers’ boss, who sat next to Toon. Because he also 

wore shoes during the week he was called “the young lord.”
3
 Besides, he took daily lessons from 

instructor De Liefde in French, and often showed off by using a French word whether it fit or 

not. Many of the boys were bitterly offended by that. But since Lodewijk always was supplied 

with plenty of spending money, he was a devoted friend of Toon. 

“Soon we’ll beat him up!” growled the vengeful boy. “They should do that with all that 

secessionist rubbish. Last night my father fired that Thijs Van Vliet. Aha, now he can nicely 

starve!” Toon could not imagine a worse death. 



No one paid attention to what he said. Most of them were becoming restless. Deep in 

their hearts they had no grudge against Maarten. They were merely stirred up by the others. 

“Maybe he went home another way,” one of them suggested. “Impossible,” spoke 

Lodewijk pompously. “There he comes!” shouted Toon, suddenly aroused. His eyes shone 

viciously! “Be ready, boys!” 

Maarten was approaching on the opposite side of the Looseind, unaware of any danger. 

Lonely and miserable he trudged along. Instructor De Liefde had been reasonable in his 

treatment and he had not been beat with a rod or stick. But the old instructor had not understood 

the depth of his hurt. It was exactly that seemingly kind misunderstanding that made the boy feel 

so desperate. Discouraged, he crossed over the curved Elleboog street. 

At that moment his assailants jumped up and leaped upon him. “Now once for all we’ll 

beat you up, you hypocritical undertaker’s helper!” screamed Toon, while Lodewijk displayed 

his wisdom, “La bourse ou le vie! (Your money or your life!)” 

As soon as Maarten recognized Toon he realized what was up. Courageously he clamped 

his teeth, took off both of his wooden shoes and, fully determined, awaited his enemy. The first 

attacker received such a powerful blow to his head that he fell away whining. For a moment the 

cowardly troop withdrew. Maarten took advantage of that by jumping between them. He swung 

to the right and to the left with his wooden shoes against the heads of his enemies, who wildly 

and angrily rushed upon him. 

For safety’s sake Lodewijk kept to the rear, but at an unguarded moment the ‘young lord’ 

saw his opportunity to jump unexpectedly on Maarten’s back. Soon Maarten lost his balance and 

fell to the ground, to the wild delight of his attackers, who mercilessly stomped him, kicked and 

spit on him. Helplessly the boy pressed his lips together. He uttered no sound, although the tears 

burned behind his eyes. A few of the neighbors had come out, but no one put out a hand to help 

the victim. 

Around the bend of the Elleboog street appeared a man who was not accustomed to 

seeing injustice without doing something about it: Manus Rebel. As soon as the old hussar saw 

the tumult he stood stock still. Exactly what was happening he did not know. What he did know 

was that his young friend was in trouble and needed help. 

For that he was always well prepared. Before the gang realized what was happening he 

dragged Lodewijk by his attractive hair and threw him full length into the puddle of water. 

Groaning, Lodewijk scrambled up and promptly chose to run off. At this moment his clothing 

did not look like those of a young lord. That applied also to the language that he spit out, there 

was not a French word in it. 

The others stood together frozen to the spot. Manus Rebel stepped toward them like a 

butcher approaching pigs. The gang flew apart like a whirlwind. Only Toon Bollebakker could 

not get away fast enough because he was so fat. The hussar gripped him by the pants and gave 

him a good licking, which would last him until the summer vacation. Wailing loudly he went off 

to his father’s farm. 

Fully satisfied, Manus Rebel wiped the dust from his clothing and then turned to the spot 

where Maarten had laid. But the boy had long before stumbled along the farm of the brothers 

Van Wulfen to his own home. His deliverer was about to follow him when a strong hand was 

laid on his shoulder. He looked up and saw the face of Constable Peter De Nooij, adorned with a 

bandage. 

“Manus Rebel, I arrest you for mistreatment of children!” 



The old sergeant calmly took a step backward and looked at the tall policeman as if he 

were a rebellious recruit. “A thousand bombs and grenades, there we have our field marshal in 

battle against mistreatment! Only your opinion is all wrong.” 

De Nooij stood for a moment dumbfounded. Then he screamed, hoarse with rage: “Get 

going! On to the courthouse, you old skeleton!” 

“Swish”—a brown stream of tobacco brushed past his head, so that with a husky cry he 

jumped aside. “Also insulting the authorities!” His prisoner looked at him with scorn. 

“Worthy sir, I was submissive to authority when you still crawled in your diapers. I 

accompany you obediently, but you need not scold an old man like me.” 

Then he stepped with measured tread in the direction of the Kerkbrink, while the 

constable followed him, chaffing with rage. The duo drew a lot of attention, to the annoyance of 

De Nooij, who was glad when they climbed the steps of the courthouse. 

Mayor Andriessen looked up in surprise when both men entered. Van Huizen, who was 

about to leave the mayor’s chamber with a stack of papers, out of curiosity remained standing to 

listen. 

De Nooij swiftly saluted. “Your honor, I just arrested one of the ringleaders of yesterday. 

Now he was engaged in mistreating two school boys, Lodewijk Peet and Toon Bollebakker.” 

“Swish”—now he had another shot of juice to deal with, which finally landed in the 

ashtray of the mayor. 

“Say, you shameless cur!” bellowed the mayor, “You are not in the stables of the 

cavalry.” 

“Alas, not,” answered Manus Rebel, “for there you find more decency than here.” 

Thereupon he gave in his own pithy manner an account of what had happened, while the quill 

pen of the mayor screeched over the paper on which the mayor was writing. “Your police can 

better check on those boys, rather than condemning an old servant without a hearing,” Rebel 

concluded. 

“I am capable of giving my orders, Manus Rebel. You always have been a strange chap, 

but now it has gone too far,” said the mayor. “I do notice with what kind of people you are 

keeping company. Don’t forget you are known by the company you keep.” 

These last words made a noteworthy impression upon the old watchman. His unruly 

attitude disappeared. He stood upright with uplifted head before his examiner. 

“Mayor, in 1812, when you were still working in the small tobacco shop on Kerkstraat, I 

had to go with Napoleon to Russia. There I experienced the burning of Moscow and the horrible 

retreat over the Berezina. Three years later I fought with our crown prince at Quatre-Bras and 

Waterloo. In my old age as a volunteer I also went through the Ten Day Campaign! 

“In my life I have seen many evidences of bravery and companionship, but they are 

nothing compared to the courage and believing trust of these Secessionists. I have also seen 

much cowardice and villainy, but never such a beastly pack of cowards as yesterday noon in our 

town. 

“At Waterloo I risked my life for the freedom of our fatherland, but now I ask myself 

what is left of that freedom? Indeed, one is judged according to the company he keeps. Well 

now, mayor, in the little time that I have left I want to belong to the Secessionists. That will be 

my honor!” 

It was deathly quiet in the mayor’s chamber. There was a strange look of amazement in 

the eyes of the mayor; in those of Van Huizen a shy respect. Manus Rebel turned himself about 



on his heels and marched with stiff legs to the door. There stood De Nooij, but he never made a 

move. 

“You go and make your rounds,” the mayor ordered weakly after the door was closed. 

Behind the back of his policeman he tore up the report. 

* * * * * 

That evening Koen Splint looked up his friend Maarten. He had also received his share 

that day: in the weaver’s shop his companions had poured beer over him to force him to sing a 

psalm. Finally his boss had freed him and cursed his attackers. Not because they harmed Koen, 

but because they were not working. 

The Secessionists suffered severely at the hands of these terrorists. Men servants and 

maid servants were fired, storekeepers lost their customers, children could not run freely along 

the streets. That day Koen even went to the weaver’s shop with a knife in his pocket. Day and 

night his father had a spade at the door to protect his home. 

Maarten was brought to school every day by his father. In the evening his father loosened 

Bas’s chain, so that the dog could go freely about the farm and keep undesirable persons at a 

distance. 

On Saturday of that sad week Ko Boelhouwer went to check on his bee area, for the 

buckwheat was now in full bloom. Just then a sheep herder with his sheep passed over the moor. 

The man, who was a member of the Secession congregation, told what had happened to 

Karssemeijer and Reijmerink. 

Mayor Andriesson had signed a warrant that same Sunday evening. It stated that 

Karssemeijer had undermined authority and Reijmerink had hit the mayor. 

That week both men were hauled out of their houses and were brought by three village 

policemen and a process server to a prison in Loenen. There they had to spend a night in a cell. 

Fortunately a woman from that town had brought them some food. 

The next day they were sent on to Amsterdam and again locked up in a prison. They sat 

in a cell from eight o’clock in the morning until five in the afternoon without anything to eat or 

drink. After a short hearing they went to a “night quarters,” a stinking coop full of vermin. They 

received only a straw sack and a vessel of dirty water, but still no food. 

But even as Paul and Silas, they spent the night praying and singing. The following day 

the prisoners might receive two friends from the capitol, who had also taken along some food. 

After eating, they had to return to their cell, but they still felt comforted. 

At noon they were given their freedom, but put on probation. 

The sad tale of the sheep herder made a deep impression. “The Lord saw it and will 

reward accordingly,” the old man said in a trembling voice. 

Beginning the next Sunday the Secessionists met at night or in the early morning. 

A short time later the foremost “evil-doers” of the notorious Sunday in June were 

sentenced before the court of Justice. A fine of 500 guilders was laid upon them.
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A few hours later terrible news went from house to house: Gerbert Hogenbirk, a 

Secessionist from the beginning, upon hearing of the fine he had to pay, had sagged to the floor 

after the sentence and died in the court. 

For a little while this did make an impression on the town. For a few days Maarten could 

go to school undisturbed, and for a while Koen was left in peace at the weaver’s shop. 

 

Endnotes 



1
 We met him before. He was an overly pious member of the local church who, with a sense of 

his own importance, admonished others how they were to live. 
2
 Maarten was of a family of Secessionists and had been at the worship services which were 

stopped by the police. 
3
 Most of the children were from families who could afford shoes for their children for Sunday, 

but the rest of the week, except in winter, they went barefoot. 
4
 These “evil-doers” were, of course, the Secessionists. 
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