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Chapter 22 

To a New World 
 

The last chapter, which described the persecution to which the Secessionists were subjected, 

really ended the story. This chapter and the concluding one narrate events ten years later. 

 

It was on a windy spring morning in the year 1847, 11 years after the events described in 

the last chapter. Along the Moleneind the wagon of Ko Boel-houwer rattled slowly out of the 

town in the direction of the Gooise Canal. The farmer himself held the reins in his hands. His 

back was just as rigidly erect as before, but his face showed wrinkles that could never be erased. 

Next to him sat Gijsbert Haan. His figure had thinned out and his hair had turned gray. 

The wagon, loaded with traveling chests and suitcases, passed the Boomberg. At its 

highest point, an age-old, reed-covered town windmill turned steadily. With a melancholy glance 

Gijsbert Haan stared at the turning of the vanes with the awareness that he was seeing the trusty 

windmill for the last time in his life. The driver knew what must be going on in the mind of his 

companion. He was silent and let the horse move on slowly. 

More clearly than ever the events of the past years passed before Gijsbert’s mind. 

The first years after the secession had been extremely difficult. Many in the town would 

do no business whatever with those “doctrinally sensitive
1
 and sanctimonious people.” Because 

of this, some of the Secessionists were brought into extreme poverty. Gijsbert Haan had to 

exchange his nice farm on the Groest for a dwelling on the avenue in the midst of the “Devil’s 

corner”,
2
 to the great delight of his enemies. Of his fourteen children, five had died at an early 

age. 

The Sunday meetings had been impossible. The congregation gathered at night or in the 

early morning hours at an outlying farm or in a quiet shop. They even assembled a few times in 

Gijsbert Haan’s house. That was comparatively safe, since the inhabitants of the “Devil’s corner” 

slept off their drunkenness during the night from Saturday to Sunday. Sometimes, as during the 

Eighty-Years War,
3
 an itinerant preacher was present to baptize a child or to serve communion. 

Like a thief he would slip into and out of the town. Naturally some of this became known in the 

town, which mocked at the “early mass” of the Secessionists. 

* * * * * 

In 1839 the congregation had sent a request to the king to be organized as the “Christian 

Secession Congregation”. That had been a bitter procedure, for it meant abandoning the right of 

being the continuation of the old fatherland church. Many of the secession churches took this 

desperate step. They were so weary of the persecution! But King William I had haughtily refused 

the request of Hilversum. 

A year later he had suddenly stepped down and was succeeded by his son, King William 

II. The new king was much more lenient than his father. He immediately stopped the persecution 



of the Secessionists and dismissed the stern minister of justice, Van Maanen. A wave of sincere 

thankfulness swept through the churches of the Secession, even though they realized that the 

government had made their freedom not a matter of justice, but of favor. 

But the suffering of the young churches continued in a different manner. Mutual 

disagreements arose that became heated arguments. Gijsbert Haan experienced this misery close 

at hand. In 1843 the North Holland churches delegated him to the general synod in Amsterdam. 

There he had to take a stand against his beloved minister Scholte, who wanted to go in the wrong 

direction and after one day he and a number of his followers had left the meeting of synod. 

Those who remained had continued to meet for another week. At the end they had kneeled down 

on the ground, confessed their guilt and adjourned without having made a single decision
4
. As a 

broken man Gijsbert Haan had returned to Hilversum. He felt worse about this than about all the 

persecutions! 

In 1845, now two years ago, the Netherlands was plagued with a mysterious potato 

blight. This became a national calamity. Seventy percent of the harvest was lost, and the potato 

was the main staple in the diet of the lower class! The fields of Hilversum were also affected. 

The potato fields turned a gruesome black. The inhabitants became discouraged and restless by 

the threatening famine; soldiers came into the town to maintain order. Real hunger was suffered 

that winter, also in the families of the Secessionists. It seemed as if God had turned against them 

in every respect. The next year the strange blight recurred, although in a milder form. 

That fall an incident happened that made a deep impression upon the Secessionists. Rev. 

Van Raalte from Arnheim, with a group of fellow believers, had gone to seek refuge in the 

United States. He established a colony in the wooded area of the state of Michigan, and called it 

Holland. From then on Gijsbert Haan was of the conviction that this was the only solution for 

him and for his family: to go to a new world! 

At the beginning of the year word came that Rev. Scholte also wished to travel to 

America. He had his eye on the prairies of the state Iowa. 

Gijsbert Haan called for a meeting of the congregation and proposed that they join 

themselves with the emigrants of Rev. Scholte. 

These were very serious times. Not all the members of the congregation were able to take 

that big step. Especially the heirs of their forefathers, in spite of all injustice and misery, were too 

attached to their inheritance to forsake it. Others were strongly opposed to Rev. Scholte. Finally 

Gijsbert Haan had twenty names to hand over to the minister. 

The emigrants had sold their lowly possessions and on the last night on the farm of Ko 

Boelhouwer had bid farewell to those who remained behind. It had been an emotional gathering, 

for had they not for many years experienced joy but especially sorrow together? 

The words of Maarten’s grandfather had made an especially tremendous impression upon 

them. “You folks are now going to a new world. Maybe you will find freedom there, but not 

perfection. You will find that only in the new world to which I hope soon to go. Then we will see 

each other again.” 

They had prayed with each other and for each other. 

In the morning they intended to travel by tow-boat to Utrecht and from there to 

Rotterdam. There they would embark with about 800 other Secessionists gathered from the 

whole country. Four emigrant ships lay under sail for the crossing to Baltimore. Rev. Scholte had 

traveled ahead of them by steamboat to arrange their reception. 

* * * * * 



The wagon slowly approached the place where the Moleneind ended at the beginning of 

the Goeise canal. There was a lot of activity, for efforts had been made for years to bring the 

canal to the center of the city. Both men did their utmost to act as if they did not even hear the 

shouting and whistling of the diggers. 

Four years before, a wooden bridge had been laid over the new section of the canal. This 

was paid for with the receipts from the dog licenses, and was therefore called the “Dog Bridge.” 

A farmer approached the bridge with his milk-donkey, which laboriously moved along 

with a blue milk can on each side. The farmer, Roel Calis, who had his farm nearby, answered 

the greetings of the men shyly and reluctantly. Obviously he did not know how to act. 

A moment later he hastily drew his donkey aside to allow a small coach to pass. It was 

Doctor Van Hengel, who was hurrying to a patient in the Corversbos. Amazed, the doctor stared 

through his small window at Gijsbert Haan and the baggage on the wagon. He was an excellent 

physician with a warm heart for his patients, but he could not understand this “foolishness” at all. 

Compassionately he shook his big head. 

Mockery, embarrassment and compassion, that was all that Hilversum had to offer that 

morning. 

Soon the wagon reached the old cattle ferry-station of the “Perk-Haanse Canal Boats”. It 

bore the remarkable name “That’s It”. 

The tow-boat to Utrecht was waiting. At the sturdy gangplank were gathered nervous 

groups of emigrants. Immediately the men approached the wagon and began to drag the baggage 

to the forecastle of the boat. The young, popular policeman Jan de Jager, who had to keep an eye 

on the Secessionists, quickly looked over their baggage. Reassured, he strolled back to the town. 

When the last travel trunk was carried aboard, Gijsbert Haan thanked Ko Boelhouwer in 

the name of all of them for hauling their baggage. “No thanks,” the farmer shook it off. “It is the 

last that I can do for you.” 

A thin, half grown boy hitched up the old tow-horse. It was Krijn Splint, formerly Koen’s 

weak, little brother, who now as driver of the towboat worked at the towing service. 

The emigrants boarded the boat. First the large family of Gijsbert Haan, then the others, 

mostly young people. The last to cross the gangplank were Jan Roest, the young wagon maker, 

and Gerard Ham, the weavers’ boss, who had finally also joined himself with the Secessionists, 

to the indescribable scorn of his colleagues. The sailor hauled in the gangplank behind him with 

a careless motion. As soon as the bell had sounded Krijn started to spur on his nag. 

The worn out animal took a firm stand and with a slight jolt the boat began to move. 

When it had reached sufficient speed Krijn jumped on his horse; in the style of hunters he sat 

with his legs on one side. 

Most of the emigrants had gathered on the forecastle of the boat to cast a last glance at 

their town over the top of the hold and deck house. Some were at the point of breaking down, 

especially Gerard Ham. “Farewell, Hilversum!” he said in a choking voice. 

“They will miss us like a toothache,” thought Bart Van Leeuwen, a young cabinetmaker, 

who stood by the railing with his wife and child. But Jacob Hordijk, an old spinner, immediately 

admonished him. 

“You may not talk that way, Bart! There are also people like the grocer Cornelis De 

Jongh. And above all, a church remains behind. The same God who accompanies us will also 

care for them. We remain united in the faith. That is the wonder of the church!” 

Then the tow-boat slid under the Stone Bridge in the direction of the Vecht, heading for 

freedom. 



 

Endnotes 
1
 The Dutch term is really a term of derision. It is here applied to people who consider doctrine 

important and insist on biblical accuracy in doctrinal statements. It was then as it is now, few 

care for precision in matters of the truth. 
2
 The area in the town where all the taverns were located. 

3
 The war between the Netherlands and Spain at the time the Reformation was just beginning. 

The persecution of the Reformed people during this time was terrible. 
4
 There were many differences and disputes among the Secessionists during their early years. 
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