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In the big, busy office building of the daily newspaper, The New Observer, in the capital 

of Canada, Ottawa, an energetic Christian journalist, Leo Eermans, sat behind his modern steel 

desk, and sighed with relief. He had again written his column about all that was going on in 

Europe, just in time for the printer. All he had to do before five o’clock was read some e-mail 

that had come in. 

Outside it seemed to be earlier, because the springtime sky was so clear and the sun so 

radiant. The window of his room at the third floor was still partly open and he heard a thrush 

singing his song of rejoicing; it seemed an endless repertoire. 

At that moment there came the voice of the editor through the loudspeaker of the 

intercom: “Leo, could you come and see me for a moment?” 

That was how it started. 

Mr. Martin Ellis sat down comfortably in his chair in the conference part of his room, 

with some colorful folders in his hands. The Observer was meat and drink to him and he had 

much appreciation for anyone who also liked to make something good of his newspaper, 

regardless of his or her private feelings. In his view Leo Eermans was an excellent journalist. He 

could count on him under all circumstances. 

“Listen, my friend, I have thought out something special for you,” he began. “I remember 

that your parents were Dutch immigrants and that you can still speak that language, but you have 

not been in The Netherlands. Well, what do you think, if I send you to The Netherlands for six 

weeks, as a kind of working holiday?” 

Leo was amazed and said, “That would be fantastic. What is the catch?” 

Mr. Ellis laughed and explained. “It is simple. You take a notebook and your camera, and 

you travel up and down the whole country, talking with the people. So, not like an ordinary 

tourist gazing at historic buildings, statues and paintings, but traveling to the villages, the farms, 

the shops, meeting men and women anywhere. You can hire a car or take the train; that does not 

matter. The newspaper covers all your expenses. I hope you’ll speak with unspoiled people of 

different age groups, the trustworthy ones, so that we get some positive news. You know what I 

mean.” 

Leo departed the next day and soon he could enjoy springtime tulips and Dutch cheese in 

the country of his ancestors. During the first two weeks he visited places in the western and 

central parts of the country and now he drove his hired sports car in the southern direction, where 

the dykes and bridges of the province of Zeeland were waiting. It was two o’clock in the 

afternoon. The wind brushed past his blond, curly head. A bumblebee sniffed curiously at his 

little moustache, but disappeared. 

In front of him drove a farmer on a tractor. Leo did not think it fit to pass him by. He had 

the time of his life, taking in the view of the quiet landscape in all its simple beauty. He preferred 

it above the forests of high-rise buildings in the modern cities he had seen; there was no room 

left for agriculture and smiling country people. 

He drove along a wide ditch on a road bordered by willows. He noticed that there was a 

farm; a small house with a big shed behind it. He stopped the car next to a wooden bridge, 

without an entrance gate. There was a plate with the word “Meiendal” on it and a heraldic lion. 



There was no watchdog, but he heard the sound of grunting pigs and cackling chickens. 

In the distance a cow lowed. Several sparrows romped in the high old poplars. He saw a path that 

went through a garden full of spring flowers, to the front door which stood open. There was no 

bell, no hall, so he simply called “anybody about?” 

Jacoba Van Achthuizen heard Leo coming. She dried her hands on a towel, took her apron 

off and walked from her kitchen corner to the middle of the living room. Then she saw Leo 

framed in the doorway, and something happened…. A sudden shyness held her back half way. 

Kind of fascinated, she stared at him, not knowing what to say to the slender man immaculately 

dressed in a dark blue suit, with a camera in his hand. He noticed it, and they looked each other 

full in the eyes, in silent wonder. They had never met before, but they did not feel as if they were 

strangers. 

Jacoba pulled herself together and walked towards him with an outstretched hand. She 

said, “Hello sir, I am Jacoba van Achthuizen, but everybody here calls me Coba Meiendal.” 

He quickly took her hand, clutched it without being aware of it, but he noticed a 

tightening of his throat. Then he said, “Excuse me, that I come here unannounced. I am Leo 

Eermans. I am a journalist, 38 years old, unmarried, writing a series of articles about the people 

in The Netherlands for my newspaper in Canada. I search in fact for conservative Christians, 

which seems to be a dwindling race.” 

Now they both smiled. 

“Well, Leo, you are straight forward. I have been married, but I have barely known 

married life. It happened two years ago. The day after the festive occasion the Lord called my 

husband home already. That is a very painful experience. But, I am a member of the Reformed 

Church. Perhaps you saw that old building already standing near the dyke at the end of the road.” 

“Sorry, I did not yet see it. However, I am also Reformed. But I had twice an unpleasant 

experience with a girl; perhaps disappointing on both sides. I guess they lived with their heads in 

the clouds. I discovered that they presumed that I could offer a life in wealth and all that, but I 

have to work for my bread. I have obligations, I work hard. This journey for example I cannot 

afford myself. It is a totally unexpected windfall my boss came with for the newspaper.” 

“Oh, and I see that you are quite happy with it. Delightful. Well, I will first show you the 

farm. It is not much, but I am used to this kind of work. I was born in Goes, where my parents 

had a bigger farm, but I am not much of a business woman. Two pieces of land I have let out on 

lease. An old man, who my husband knew very well, looks after this area around the buildings 

for me. He repairs things and so on. I look after the vegetable garden, the fruit trees, and the 

chickens. Together with the pigs and three cows I can handle it here. I think sometimes that many 

women got poisoned with false ideas of freedom and independence. They refuse to follow their 

vocation. I have always dreamt of a Christian marriage, and children, and caring for people 

around me who fell ill. Oh, sorry, my tongue is running away with me. I should not tell you all 

these private things.” 

He grinned and laid briefly his hand on her shoulder. 

“Coba, it is all right. I like to hear everything. You are… Wait, this shed is certainly very 

old. These big bricks, hand-forged iron hay racks, heavy beams, oak probably, and all these 

swallow’s nests against the roof, hundreds of them. How do they come in?” 

“Look, Leo, up there seven holes were made, so that they can come and go all the time, 

feeding their young ones. They made the nests out of the clay outside and use them every year 

again. All the wood is oak indeed. This place was built in about 1500 and well maintained, I was 

told. I have here in the winter months some goats, two sheep, three cows and three horses, when 



there is much snow, rain or frost. There is always enough hay and straw available. Looking after 

them keeps you busy. Let’s have a look at the pigs. They are in that oblong building on the other 

side of the threshing floor, next to the strawberry field.” 

Leo turned around and made quickly some photographs. When he directed his camera on 

her, she did not dare to look at him, but his camera was quick enough, making a good picture. 

He asked, “How old are you, Coba?” 

She shaded her eyes with one hand and said softly, “Last month I became twenty-four. 

Does that sound young or old?” 

He laughed in a boyish way. “Coba, you are just as young as you should be. I believe you 

are surprisingly unspoiled, trustworthy, steady, disarming.” 

“You make me confused, or are you making fun of me?” 

He saw that she blushed. “I meant it.” 

They went further and Leo saw that all the pigs had young pigs with them. All the 

compartments of the sty were as clean as possible. 

“Do you need to have a permit for this?” 

“Yes, I have that. There are a few restrictions. I use some of the manure—also from the 

chickens. I don’t like fertilizer, because it is so artificial with all those chemicals.” 

He bent down and looked at the strawberry plants which were in full bloom. 

She said, “They look very promising again this year. Here in the heavy clay soil the 

berries are usually big and heavy. Quite a few women from the village come to buy them for 

conserving and making jam. Are you also fond of them?” 

“Yes, indeed. I say! Look at those broad beans! Dear, I love them. If I would live here…” 

All at once he stopped startled by the sobbing sound she made and he saw that she turned 

round, not wanting to show her face. But he understood very well what the matter was. 

Two people who had read the same message in each other’s eyes, and they both 

wondered: Was it God Who made them meet? Was this real? Was this the love He wanted? Had 

he prepared this day? They came from two sides of the world. 

Leo asked God to give him wisdom, sighed and stood up. 

With their arms linked they walked towards a piece of grassland, where the goats and the 

sheep were. 

He noticed that her face was in a glow. When they stood still a goat came and pushed her 

snout in her hands. Then she stroked her head and caressed her. The sheep bleated. 

Leo put his arms round her and said kindly, “Coba, life is full of surprises, and God 

knows how we now wrestle with our emotions, our feelings. We have to give each other the 

chance to process it all in our heads, as adults. I confess that I also got a shock, but I am not a 

man to be rushed into decisions. All of a sudden I have fallen in love with you and I am deeply 

moved.” 

She nodded and answered, “I know what you are talking about. I felt as if there was a 

flash of lightning, a bolt from the blue…. I still see you standing there on the threshold, the 

sunlight behind you. How often I asked God to help me, to give me strength, a new future… I 

didn’t know He would bring you here.” 

“Coba, I cannot ask you to give up a whole farm for me, and I cannot all at once become 

a farmer. We have a problem!” 

They gave each other a kiss and walked to see the cows and the horses that looked well-

fed and healthy. 



“Leo, I am not clever and not ambitious. I have not been to a university. I am just an old-

fashioned housewife. Is that good enough for you, please, tell me. Whatever you do, let it not be 

a disaster for you, so that one day you will be as sorry as they make ‘em.” 

“What I see and hear is all I want. Remember Proverbs 31. The value of a virtuous 

housewife is much more than the value of rubies,” said he. 

They looked into each other’s eyes again. 

After this day Leo used yet a week for visits to the province of Brabant and included 

Zeeuws-Flanders. 

Before he went to see the rest of The Netherlands he went one day back to Coba and they 

agreed they would seek to find practical solutions for the near future. 

When he had finished the whole journey, he went quickly back to Canada, and delivered 

a successful series of articles. 

He spoke almost daily through the telephone with Coba. 

She took up contact with her two elder sisters, who were married with farmers in Aalten 

(in the province of Gelderland). 

They came together and made an arrangement, that they would invite experts to say what 

the value was of Coba’s place, and then they would buy it. He agreed and was willing to use the 

money for buying another existing property on the outskirts of Ottawa, which had a contract for 

daily delivery of milk, collected by a dairy factory. 

This was an excellent solution for the problem they had faced and they thanked God for 

it. 

So, they married in Ottawa, and two years later Leo became the editor of a Canadian 

newspaper. The marriage was blessed with two healthy children; a boy and a girl. 
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