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by Henry ten Hoor

i lilland, Yichigan

i When I think back to the Holland of

which I became conscious a little
after World War I, I recall a well-de-
fined, foursquare town of four
square miles, rigidly planned. Streets
numbered from one to thirty-two ran
east and west, and avenues named
after important people (Cleveland,
Harrison, van Raalte), trees (Maple
and Pine), and geographical refer-
ence points (First and Central) ran
north and south. Two aberrant av-
enues, Michigan Avenue and State
Street, formed an unorthodox V with
the apex at Nineteenth Street and ran
southeast and southwest respec-
tively, to towns like Allegan and
Saugatuck. The northwest corner of
the grid was a bit irregular where the
shore of Black Lake (later to become
Lake Macatawa) wriggled vagrantly
through that extremity, shortening
the streets and avenues.

The most important streets of the
town were Eighth Street and River
Avenue. Their intersection was

Henry ten Hoor, professor of English
emeritus, Hope College, has translated a
number of significant Dutch-language
manuscripts for the archives of both Calvin
and Hope College. He is also well known
as a master woodcarver,

Henry ten Hoor on tricycle on 13th Street.
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dominated by the tower clock. I have
a dim and early memory of crowds
of noisy people here and a human ef-
figy dangling from a rope. This must
have been in celebration of the 1918
armistice. I remember the building
beneath the tower as a bank. My
family had little to do with banks,
but in this one we lost, in the 1929
bank failure, the remnant of the in-
surance money that had come to us
from my father’s death in 1925.
Eighth Street ran from the boat
dock at the foot of First Avenue east
through the whole length of the
town. The boat docks served mostly
passenger steamers that ran a regular
schedule between Holland and Chi-
cago and other cities across Lake
Michigan. My older brother, living in
Chicago, would now and then come
home by this means. On holidays the
steamers took party-goers for short,
worldly cruises around Lake Michi-
gan. We youngsters would get some

[ notion of how the other half lived as

we witnessed their dancing and
drinking before they shoved off for a

day’s fun. It was at the boat dock
that the prison ship tied up the night
that Tunney defeated Dempsey for
the world’s heavyweight boxing
championship. The instruments of
torture and the tales of unjust pun-
ishment that I saw and heard aboard
that eighteenth-century penal relic
plagued me with nightmares the en-
tire night.

Eastward along Fighth Street were
buildings important to my boyhood.
There was Fabiano’s ice cream par-
lor—the real thing—with wire-
legged tables and chairs, where older
children and adults could enjoy a
sundae or a soda for a dime. Along a
bit farther was the Strand Theater,
which we always passed with
averted eyes to avoid the temptation
of the pictures displayed beside the
entrance to that den of wickedness.
There was Woolworth’s, where it
was possible on Saturday nights—the
busy night downtown—to buy three
packs of gum for ten cents and where
older boys loitered to eye the girls as
they went about their shopping.

Down the line a piece was Visser and
Vander Linde’s clothing store, where
my mother on a memorable occasion
bought me a Pony Boy suit like the
one displayed on the plaster pony in
the window, a suit with fwo pairs of
short pants, for which she paid ten
dollars, half of which I had found in
the form of a five-dollar bill one Sun-
day morning on my way to Sunday
school. And there was Nies’ Hard-
ware, where my father bought me
one wintry Saturday night, out of a
clear blue sky, a Flexible Flyer for a
whole five dollars, a good part of his
weekly wage as a furniture worker.
Almost at the end of the street and
across from each other were Peter
Prins’ grocery and the firehouse, the

‘poised fire engines visible through

open doors. Whenever I walked to
town with my father on Saturday
night, this was the farthest point of
our journey. At the grocery store my
father paid the weekly bill, and in ap-
preciation Mr. Prins presented him
with a couple of cigars and a small
bag of candy, sometimes flikjes, my

parents’ favorite, be-
cause they reminded
them of home in the
Netherlands.

At the extreme
end of Eighth Street,
at the railroad tracks,
was the Pere Mar-
quette train station.
Only once do I re-
member boarding the
train here—with our
entire family—to at-
tend my older
brother’s wedding in
Chicago. Beyond the
tracks were country

8th Streef looking west to
the “tower” building (from
the Holland Historical
Trust Collection of the Joint
Archives of Holland).
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Holland, ﬁichigan

‘| Street map of Holland, Michigan.

and Zeeland and Grand Rapids. If
we had business in that direction, we
took the Interurban.

River Avenue, the other main
street, began at the apex of the V and
ran north through the rest of the
town, across the Grand Haven
bridge, and into the north country. I
remember once riding across that
bridge in a horse-drawn surrey (with
a fringe on the top) belonging to the
Vander Beeks, who lived across the
lake. They picked us up for a day’s
visit to their farm and brought us
home after dark—a momentous ex-
perience.

Along River Avenue were more
important buildings. Within the V,
where the avenue began, Holland
Christian High School was built in
the 1920s. It housed both the junior

high and the high school classes; I .

got to go there when I entered the
seventh grade and was graduated
from the high school some years
later.

A little north of the V was Dr.
Poppen’s house. Dr. Poppen was the

family doctor who attended all our
ailments, made morose jokes that
scandalized his patients, and was al-
ways ready to join a stricken family
in a meal if the cooking was done
with plenty of onions. It was in his
office in the basement of his house—
now replaced by a Kentucky Fried
Chicken restaurant—that he set my
arm broken in a roller-skating acci-
dent. Roller skating increased in
popularity as I grew up because, as
the town developed, more streets
were being paved. We youngsters
would watch the paving process go-
ing on, especially interested in the

" workmen wearing their clogs who

shoveled the macadam and poured
tar where it was needed. We gath-
ered small balls of cold tar and
chewed them, developing theories
about tar’s power to whiten the
dullest teeth. When the street was fi-
nally smoothed out by the steam roll-
ers (real ones) and the new macadam
was brushed with what I think was
dry cement, it became a smooth
white sheet excellent for roller skat-
ing. Sometimes the city fathers
would cordon off a block or two of
new street for youngsters to use as a
skating rink.

It was. when the block of Eigh-
teenth Street between First Avenue
and van Raalte Avenue was com-
pleted—the block on which Johnny
Visser lived and all the neighborhood
children came to skate the first
evening it was finished-—that I broke
my arm. The next morning my oldest
sister took off from work to accom-
pany me to Dr. Poppen. He scolded
us for not coming earlier and then
called his wife and his son, a medical
student at the University of Michigan
home for the summer vacation, to as-
sist him in restraining the patient.
The pain was bad. For comfort my
sister took me afterwards to Lage’s
Drug Store, where we each had an
ice cream soda. The rest of the sum-

mer my arm hung in splints.
Somewhat closer to downtown
was the city hall, a new structure

with pillars, still standing, in which’

were city offices and the public li-
brary. The latter was a forbidding
place on the second floor, where ab-
solute quiet was required and where
a huge print of Cleopatra Experiment-
ing with Poisons, by Alexandre

'Cabanel, showed people in various

degrees of extremity, not exactly the
thing to make one feel at home.
Across from the city hall was
Centennnnial Park, two square
blocks with flower gardens, mearn-
dering gravel walks, a decorative
fountain, fish ponds, and, of course,
park benches. My mother used to
like to stop to rest here and to enjoy
an ice cream cone from Arnold’s
across the street. Arnold’s was im-
portant because it was the last stop
on our way home on Saturday

nights, Here we would pick up a |
pound of hot, freshly roasted pea-
nuts, which the whole family |

shucked and ate around the dining
room table before bedtime.

Across the street from the north
edge of Centennial Park was the post
office, another pillared structure; like
the city hall, the Tower Building, and
the Masonic Temple, it was one of
the city’s imposing buildings. Later
came the Warm Friend Tavern, on

Eighth Street, a skyscraper of five

stories.

Nearer to where 1 was born and
lived in the southwest section of
town was a small group of stores be-
tween Eighteenth and Nineteenth
Streets on First (now Washington)
Avenue. The main store here was Pe-
ter Mass’ grocery, presided over by
Mr. Maas in his eternal gray sweater
and Mrs. Maas in her perpetual
white head cloth, needed, we were
told, to alleviate her constant head-
aches. I do not remember that these
two people ever smiled. Close by
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was Harry Dornbos’ butcher shop,
which took orders and delivered
daily. My mother’s usual order was
fifftien centen gehakte koevleesch (ham-
burg). The Sunday order, given on
Friday to be delivered on Saturday,
was either a beef or a pork roast.
Later a Kroger store came in across
from the meat market, raising many
arguments about the wisdom of pa-
tronizing chain stores. There was
also the new Vogelzang Hardware
and, somewhat later, a variety store
connected with it. Between it and the
alley was Ben Vander Vliet’s bike
shop, where we whiled away many
hot summer hours, learned to insert
brass plugs and to shoot rubber
plugs, and followed the fortunes of
the Cubs and the White Sox by radio.
This building later became Ben Frens’
garage, where once our Model T was
repaired by Ben himself in such a
way that the reverse pedal sent the
vehicle forward.

Important among the businesses
in this area now called Washington
Square was the Geerds’ Shoe Store,
where one was fitted for his annual
new shoes and where his old ones
were soled and heeled. The attrac-
tion of the place was a ladder on
wheels which ran on a track the
whole length of the shelf-filled wall,
This allowed Mr. Geerds to reach
shoes at whatever height anywhere
in the store. Now and then a well-
behaved young customer was in-
vited to take a small ride on this
unusual conveyance.

Next to Geerds” was the French
Pastry Shoppe, a bakery run by Leo,
a Dutch baker, the husband of a Hol-
land girl who, in a final desperate bid
for matrimony tripped to Europe
with the express object of finding a
husband. The marriage and the bak-
ery were both successes, although
the pastry had little about it that was
recognizably French.

And then there was De Loof’s

Henry at the entrance
of the Getz Lakewood
Farm Zoo.

Holland’s Central
Awvenue Christian
School, ca. 3rd

grade in 1922.

B.J. Bennink, Principal.
Henry ten Hoor -

first vow, second from
vight, with the te.
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Drug Store, a hangout on warm sum-
mer days, where Herk, the propri-
etor, often allowed youngsters a bit
of credit and where neighbors were
allowed, since few of them had
phones at home, to use the telephone
“as long as you don’t swear or talk
Dutch.”

Nearest to where [ lived was
Damvelds’ store, a true corner store
with crackers, dried beans, macaroni,
and so forth, displayed in small
square glass panels along the front of
the counter. Both Mr. and Mrs.
Damveld were about five feet tall,
both .gray haired, both laconic. His
distinguishing features were a pair
of severely bowed legs, often
the subject of jest, and a Captain
Katzenjammer mustache. Damvelds’
was the place for kerosene for daily
cooking and for emergency rations.

A Christian Reformed boy’s life in
the twenties was dominated by
Christian school and church. Al-
though there was a public school
within a block of where I lived, I was
sent to the Christian school about a
mile distant. Everybody walked. Ev-
erybody walked four times a day: to
school in the morning, home for
lunch, back after lunch, and home in
the evening. The distance was actu-
ally less than a mile because there
were many vacant lots we could cut
through, and it was an interesting
walk because there were many alleys
that led past many an interesting
heap here and there that demanded
exploration and often resulted in the
discovery of some discarded trea-
sure. But on rainy days and in wintry
weather it was a long and sometimes
exhausting trek.

School itself was not particularly
exciting. There was always the Bible
story at the beginning of the day, and
usually some talkative pupil got to
tell the whole thing. My neighbor,
Mart, got to do this often, and he did
it badly, linking all short, declarative

sentences with “and then.”

There was little equipment on our
gravel playground: three or four
swings and some monkey bars. The
best thing was our horseback fights,
in which a big fellow as horse carried
a little fellow as rider and made war
upon a similar combination.

Near the school, in a house later to
become a funeral parlor, lived the
Races, an aged couple it seemed to
us, who kept a small candy store in
their front room. Now and then we
stopped in here if we had a penny to
spend and selected some goodies
from the gleaming glass display case.
The room was decorated with Civil
War antiques: sabers, pistols, rifles,
and odd pieces of uniform, which al-
ways sent our imaginations dancing.

Getting past the public school on
our way to and from our school was
not always without incident. This
was evident in the stones, snow-
balls, and earthy names we hurled at
each other. If our parents knew about
this, they certainly did nothing to de-
ter it or change our attitudes because
nothing was ever mentioned to us
about it.

Sometimes the trips to and from
school were taken on roller skates or
bicycles or tricycles. Tricycles T re-
member well because the first time I
rode my new one it disappeared, but
by some miracle never explained to
me, Principal Bennink recovered it
and returned it to me the next day.

Generally speaking, I didn’t find
school very pleasant or enjoyable.
Attempts to make learning pleasur-
able were few. At Christmas we sang
Christmas songs, and at Thanksgiv-
ing time we always sang “Over the

river and through the woods to
- Grandmother’s house we go,” but I

had never seen a grandmother, so I
always felt a bit out of it, and I sus-
pect many other children of immi-

Holland piers.

grant parents felt the same way.
The other dominating element in
our lives was the church. I remember

as a very small boy going to church |
with my father, an elder, and meet- }
ing with him and all the other |
consistory members in the smoke- |
filled consistory room before ser- |

vices. There was always a long
prayer, usually in Dutch, which im-
pressed me with its long, resonant
words but defied my understanding.

Then 1 sat with my father in pews |
designated for the consistory and |

was always intrigued by the hand-
shaking with the minister that oc-
curred after the service. No one ever
explained this to me, and I don’t re-
member asking about it. It was one
of those things that a child takes for
granted because it is done by adults.
After the morning service there
was Sunday school, at least in the
winter, about which I remember col-
lecting colored cards with a weekly
memory text and a pictorial illustra-
tion of some biblical story or teach-
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ing. I have a pack of these in my desk
as I write. Some of the early ones
from about 1915 have the memory
text in English and the Bible story
in Dutch. By 1918 everything was in
English.

Classes were arranged by gender
and age. They were distributed
throughout the sanctuary so that
during story time and text-recitation
time there was a general buzz
throughout the room. Sessions were
constantly interrupted by officers of
the Sunday school who distributed li-
brary books, cards, and, later, The In-
structor, and who collected the
inevitable “collection.”

At Christmas time there was a
Sunday school program in which the
pupils, sometimes costumed and
bearing some prop or other, spoke
small verses about the nativity and
sang Christmas songs. The climactic
event, at the conclusion of the per-
formance, was the distribution to
each child of a small cardboard
satchel of Christmas candies and an

orange. The Christmas candy with
flowers embedded in it always in-
trigued me.

The summertime event connected
with Sunday school was the annual
picnic. This was the great outing for
the whole congregation. I think that
for my father it was the only real rec-
reation of the year. I remember one
picnic when we were all transported
to a Lake Michigan beach by a launch
that hauled everyone from the boat
dock. I believe this happened only
once. And it was at this picnic that
my father, in some kind of contest,
won a new shiny pair of pliers of the
Oak Leaf brand. There were games
for everyone—boys, girls, men,
women—and there was always a
huge barrel of lemonade with orange
rinds and hunks of ice floating in it,
an unforgettable treat.

At church there were three ser-
vices each Sunday, and I often went
to all three. After my father died, I
went regularly to the two o'clock ser-
vice with my mother, who often

wept quietly during the singing of
certain psalms.

When we boys got a bit older, we
were permitted to attend the evening
service alone. We all sat together in
two or three pews at the rear of the
church. Decorum was not the best. I
remember that we took it for granted
that we should get our coats on dur-
ing the singing of the doxology and
then reform in the pews for the bene-
diction. No one, parent or elder, ever
pointed out the impropriety of this

“behavior.

And there was catechism. The
younger children attended on Sat-
urday morning during the school
months. It was a rote business of
question and answer which in-
spired a good deal of ingenuity in
keeping the answer books visible to
the pupils and invisible to the pas-
tor. Children usually brought a
penny for “collection.” What it was
for no one knew, and no one asked.
Sometimes we sang a song. There
were two prayers.
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The pleasant thing about this Sat-
urday catechism was that I always
stopped to “call for” Johnny Visser,
whose mother baked bread on Satur-
day morning. After catechism we
stopped at his house and were fed
thick, warm slices of fresh bread.
Mrs. Visser spread the bread while it
was still on the loaf and then tucked
it under her competent arm and
sawed off the slab with a huge knife.
The procedure never ceased to in-
terest me.

Older children attended catechism
on Wednesday afternoon after school
or on Wednesday evening. All extra-
curricular activities in the Christian
schools were suspended at these
times so that the church program
| would have no interference.

When children had completed
catechetical courses, they moved into
Boys’ Society or Young Men's Soci-
ety. The boys met on Sunday morn-
ings after the service, at the same
time as the Sunday school. The soci-
ety was organized with a president,

usually an elder or deacon, who
taught the weekly Bible lesson; a
vice-president from among the boys,
who assigned topics for “after re-
cess” discussions and essays; a secre-
tary, who recorded the proceedings;
and a treasurer, who collected the
dues and saved up the money for the
summer outing. I have among my
souvenirs a long report to the Boys’
Society called “Samuel,” written in
Dutch couplets by my oldest brother.
It tells a lot about the mood of the
boys and the quality of this Christian
education.

The Boys’ Society outing was a
grand all-day affair which happened
in the woods and on the beach bor-
dering Lake Michigan. Provisioned
with wieners, buns, all kinds of pop
and ice cream, we spent the day eal-
ing, drinking, playing ball, swim-
ming, engaging in wild games, and
getting painfully sunburned.

The favorite game was to put
one’s head down on the end of a ver-
tical ball bat, rotate ten times, and

then try to run to a designated target.
The erratic running of dizzy kids was
tunny, but the effects of this on stom-
achs full of junk food was often less
than hilarious, and sometimes par-
ticipants found it impossible to enjoy
the continuing festivities.

Of course, there were things to do
not connected with church or school.
In the spring, when the snow had
disappeared, roller skates and
marbles appeared.*

And, of course, tops were popu-
lar—wooden tops with steel points
(sometimes ball-bearing points).
There was a great deal of popular
doctrine about the right kind of cord
to use for the best results. Sometimes
steel points were sharpened and the
top hurled at another -spinning top
with the intent of splitting it. Who-
ever split a top got to keep its steel
point.

In the summer there were all

*The game of marbles was well defined. It was
played on a smooth section of sidewalk. One
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player would "set up” an arnic (a
particular kind of marble) and sit
behind it with legs spread in a V.
The rest of the players knelt on a
line three sections of cement
away and shot megs (clay
marbles) at the arnic. The player
whe hit it won the arnic and the
| right to set it up. The original
owner of the arnic got to keep all
the megs that were shot at it. This
game could go on for hours
unless some Jucky fellow
“skunked” all the players, ie.,
won all the megs. Girls never
played this game.

Certain rules applied. One might
or might not join the game with
"overboards,” depending upan
the decision of the group.
Overboards were megs that es-
caped the V-spread legs of the
boy who set up the arnic.
Glassies were never accepted as
arnics. Glassies were transparent
and sometimes had colored spi-
rals in them, but arnics looked
like marble.

A bird's-eye view of Holland, 1919
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Holland's backyards. Brinks kids with sprinkler, ca. 1918.

kinds of things to do. For the very
young children there was the sand
hill half a block from my house. It
was a regular dune. There at the foot
of the hill we could dig down to wa-
ter with our hands and improvised
shovels. We could build sand auto-
mobiles and equip them with old cart
wheels for steering and sticks of vari-
ous kinds for brake and shift levers.

Older children did more daring
things. They curled up inside old au-
tomobile tires and rolled down the
hill, across the avenue, and into the
alley beyond Dutch Hank’s. Not ev-
eryone dared to do this.

Within a couple of blocks of where
I lived was Dunn’s Woods. No one
knew who owned this property, but
it was located behind Dunn’s brick
factory and thus got its name. It had
in it a small stream with one or two
fallen trees across it and enough pri-
meval forest to inspire Indian games
and imaginary fears and deeds of
derring-do. Besides, there were flow-

ers to pick—violets and buttercups,
mostly—and, at the right times,
strawberries and blackberries.

On the outskirts of Dunn’s Woods
and near the brick factory the stream
from the woods widened into a sort
of pond. By damming up the outlet,
we could create quite a respectable
pool for swimming. The dam always
disappeared in our absence and had
to be rebuilt regularly. Sometimes we
built small booths of sumac and sas-
safras branches to provide some
shade between swimming sessions.

Beyond Dunn’s Woods was
Kroll's Hill, a somewhat larger dune
than the one near my house. Here we
now and then built fires to roast po-
tatoes buried shallowly in the sand.
They never got quite done, but
sprinkled with salt, they were better
than any meal prepared at home, we
thought.

The making of kites took up a
good deal of time. Kite sticks were
available free at the lumberyard. We

always asked the man in charge if
we might have some, and he invari-
ably referred us to the scrap pile be-
hind the mill. Then came the problem
of fastening the cross sticks together
firmly, pasting the newspaper to the
store-cord skeleton, adjusting the
bellyband, and finding sufficient ma-
terial for a tail. If, as sometimes hap-
pened, the kite flew, we would send
up messages, rectangles of paper
fastened around the kite string and
urged up to the kite by jiggling and
verbal encouragement. There were
always those who experimented with
unorthodox types of kites, like the
bow kite, with the cross stick bent
away from the wind and the box kite,
a kind of square tunnel the aero-
dynamics of which no one under-
stood. These were seldom successful.
There were no ready-made kites
to be had. If we wanted a kite, we
built it.

And there was fun with bicycles.
Mostly we had old “traps,” but they
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served the purpose. Often they were
without seats, a deficiency over-
come by winding burlap sacks
where the seat should be. Pedals
were frequently only the axles on
which the pedals were supposed to
rotate. Grips on the handlebars
were a non-existent luxury. Often
the bike was too large for the rider,
in which case he rode “underbar,” a
difficult feat, especially if the pedals

Grand Haven road to the farm,

A summer’s bicycle jaunt to Getz's
farm was a whole day affair which
we brought off in the spirit of Tom
Swift adventurers, Early in the morn-
ing we would mount our bikes, and,
swinging our bags of lurich about cur
heads, we would shout, “We're off,”
in the best Swiftian style, speed
through the vacant lot next to my
house, through the alley, onto the

enade. As the couple drew abreast of
me, the monkey stopped, eyed me
with interest, grasped my hand in
his, and drew me into their company.
So the monkey, Mr. Getz, and I pa-
raded about the farm to my amaze-
ment and the entertainment of my
friends, who later observed that the
monkey must have recognized a lost
relative.

The zoo had other denizens: a boa
# constrictor that always
showed a lump from just
having swallowed a rabbit
whole, an elephant named
1 Nancy, a number of Afri-
can beasts, and a variety of
exotic fowl. Qur greatest
amitsement, though, came
| from the distorting mirrors,
in which we could make
ourselves tall and lean or
short and fat.

It was only in the sum-
1 mer that we ever got to
drive Mr. Postma’s mules.
Mr. Postma (his name was
always pronounced in the
Dutch fashion) was the
neighborhood handy man.
He lived by himself in the
sand hill in a two-room tar-
paper house. He had a
team of mules—Maud and

(Holland, Michigan, privately printed, 1983).

were only slippery spikes.

But these bikes, inadequate as they
were, took us to ball games, to
Macatawa Park, and even to Getz's
Farm, a private residence and small
zoo across Black Lake and on the
Lake Michigan shore.

Mr. Getz, a Chicago industrial-
ist and one of the promoters of
the Tunney-Dempsey championship
fight, had a driveway laid from Hol-
land to his farm north of Ottawa
Beach—two strips of cement that ran
the entire eight or ten miles from the

The Getz brothers with their elephant Nancy. P. 51 in Donald Van Reken's The Farm That Was a Zoo

sidewalks of the city, across town,
over the Grand Haven bridge, and
onto the two strips of cement. These
we followed up hill and down dale
till we reached our destination.

One of these trips stands out in
my memory because on this occasion
Mr. Getz himself was in residence,
which was not often the case, and on
this day he elected to take a stroll
about the farm hand in hand with his
pet monkey. The visitors, I and my
friends among them, lined the side-
walks watching this unusual prom-

Jennie—with which he did

lots of plowing, excavating

for basements, and hauling |
things from place to place. He had a |
defective left arm, the result of in-
competent medical attention to a |
break when he was young. This
caused the arm to hang with the
palm of his hand turned outward. |}
The arm was not useless, just 1

skewed. When he held the reins of |

his team, the knuckles of both hands |}
pointed in the same direction, but ||
that left arm was as strong as the |}
Quite often, as he creaked by in |
his wagon, we would beg for a ride, |
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and quite often he would consent.
One of the group usually got to sit up
on the seat; the rest jogged along in
the wagon. If he was in the right
moaod, he would, if asked, allow one
of the boys to drive for a short dis-
tance on the straightaway. We
learned that Jennie was gentle but
that Maud was more mulish in tem-
perament, and he taught us a good
deal about the care and feeding of
such animals.

I think Mr. Postma liked children,
for, whenever I was sent by my par-
ents to arrange with him to come and
do some work, he would treat me to
chocolate peppermints. Other boys
had the same experience, and so it
became a practice that, if any one of
us was sent to him on business, he
would call together all his friends
and we would all call on him in a
body and all enjoy the peppermint
treat. He must have suspected the
trick, but he was always cordial and
generous.

My black three-legged cat, given
me by Mrs. Tripp to distract me from
a toothache {and in all innocence
named Nigger) spent half his time at
Mr. Postma’s house and half his time
at mine.

Mr. Postma had another attrac-
tion, a cement-block factory. In low,
ramshackle sheds he had machines
for mixing the cement, forms for
shaping the blocks, and space for
storing them. But most important
was a small-gauge rail system by
which he moved the blocks from the
place of manufacture to the place of
storage or loading. When the system
was not in use for production, we
boys would be allowed to play train
with the empty cars, some of us
pushing, some riding, and some act-
ing as conductors and engineers,
This was good for rainy days because
it was snugly under a dry roof.

Even though all my memories of
Mr., Postma are pleasant ones, I can-
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not recall that I ever saw him smile.
The same is true of Mr. De Boe, the
Sunday school superintendent and
perpetual elder; Mr. and Mrs.
Damveld; Mr. and Mrs. Maas; and
Mrs. Vander Ark, the principal. My
childhood seems to have been filled
with unsmiling adults.

There were many incidental
games to fill an idle summer’s day.
Playing tag in “Big Tree” was one,
“Big Tree” was a huge maple that
stood in Elts’ yard on Twenty-Sec-
ond Street. Its branches were
dispositioned like a circular stairway

so that one could leap from one

branch to another clear to the top of
the tree and down again. Some who
played in the tree daily could make
the ascent and descent with eyes
closed. Tag in the tree was much
more exciting than the earth-bound
version and resulted in many feats of
aerial derring-do.

Hiden gezeek was always available
because it could be played anywhere
at any time, since anything could be
designated as “goel.” None of the
players knew the word “goal.” Gray
wolf, which we usually played as
dusk was falling, was a bit scary be-
cause of the eerie calls exchanged
between the players. And there was
pum pum pullaway, which de-
manded quite a group of players. All
the above needed only space in
which to be played. Sheeny, on the
other hand, demanded some equip-

ment. Sheeny was a kind of dryland
ice hockey. The sticks were naturally
bent branches found among the
shrubbery of Dunn’s Woods and
kept under some back porch until
needed for the next game. The puck
was a crumpled quarter-pint Pet
milk can found in the trash of the
neighborhood alleys. Any fairly level
area could be the playing ground.
The game began with two opponents |
crouched over the puck, tapping
their sticks on either side of the puck,
and then tapping each other's stick
three times. On “four” both sticks
swung at the puck. The object was to
get the puck across a goel line. Any
number of players could be accom-
modated, :

Large tin cans also provided enter-
tainment. The big Pet milk cans
could be made into “horse shoes” by
being stamped down so that the ends
clamped themselves on one’s shoes.
To equip a number of “horses” de-
manded a thorough search of blocks
of trash-filled alleys.

Summertime was not all play.
There were jobs to be had, especially
with farmers in the vicinity: picking
strawberries or apples, weeding gar-
den crops, and so on. My job was
usually with the Vander Vliets, who
kept a square block of truck farm a
block from where I lived. The work
varied: hoeing certain plots, weeding
others, and cultivating with a hand
cultivator, which included the mys-
tery of sharpening the blades and ad-
justing them for depth and width. If
not managed properly, the cultivator
was a mortal machine that could
wipe out three feet of produce in one
thrust. One piece of farm lore |
learned in those days is that parsnips
should never be weeded in the morn-
ing because contact with their wet
foilage raises blisters on the hands.

I don’t remember what wages we
were paid. This was never negoti-

ated. We relied on the mercy of Mr.
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John Nies Hardware decorated for a patriotic
eventt {from the Holland Historical Trust
Collection of the Joint Archives of Holland).

Vander Vliet, who, at the end of the
working day, doled out from his
well-worn leather purse what he
thought was fair. No one ever re-
belled. Although I don’t remember
the rate of compensation, I do re-
member that one summer [ had
saved $2.50 by the Fourth of July and
spent most of it in patriotic celebra-
tion at Jenison Park. We rode there,
in holiday clothes, on bikes deco-
rated with red, white, and blue crepe
paper. We rode the merry-go-round,
threw baseballs for Kewpie dolls,
watched at the rifle range, split a
botile of near beer (which tasted like
yeast water), ate ice cream, and
drank root beer.

Summertime also brought un-
scheduled exciting events such as air-
planes passing overhead. This was
rare. When it happened, the first per-
son to notice the approaching plane
would shout, “Airplane!” And all the
people within earshot would stop
what they were doing, tumble out of
houses, find a point of vantage (the
sand hill was excellent for this), and
watch with craned neck as the nov-
elty made its noisy way through the
sky. Children shouted and waved.
Adults waved. There was much
speculation about where it had come
from, where it was going, who might
be aboard, what its business might
be, until it disappeared over the
horizon, and then someone always
declared the end of the episode by
announcing, “Out of sight!” Then ev-
eryone returned to his interrupted
activity.

During the winter, because of
school and catechism, there was less
time for play, but there were after-
school hours and partial Saturdays.
Much of the fun had to do with

snow. After every snowfall there was
sliding on the sand hill. On good
days, on my Flexible Flyer 1 could
make it across van Raalte Avenue to
behind Dutch Hank’'s barn, and if
sliding was good at Kroll's Hill,
which was higher than the sand hill, I

could manage a long, careening ride"

on curving paths through the under-
brush at the foot of the hill.

Hopping bobs was a Saturday sport
because it demanded lots of time and
was dependent upon the farmers who
came into town with their sleighs on
Saturdays to get “soup” from Heinz
Pickle. The “soup,” a by-product of the
pickle-canning process, they fed to
their hogs. The trick was to attach your
sled to the rear of these sleighs and en-
joy the ride as long as you wished,
provided the driver was agreeable or
didn't know you were hitched up.

- Complications could arise. I remember

one adventure when the rope attached
to my sled became so badly entangled
in the iron braces of the sleigh’s run-
ners that it took me miles to get the
thing free. By that time I had been

pulled way beyond the Sixteenth Street
cemetery. It was a long walk home.

I remember one good winter when
we built a fine igloo in the
Dielemans’ yard. We piled the snow
high, hollowed it out with what
Robinson Crusoe would have called
“inexpressible labor,” soaked it with
water to make it firm and icy, and
put in a couple of small windows
and niches in the walls to hold
candles, which, when lit, made the
interior sparkle. We played games in
that snug igloo for a couple of nights,
and then one day when we returned
from school we found that it had’
been demolished by Mrs. Dieleman.
We were never told why.

One cold winter there was an ice!
carnival on Black Lake. There were
races of all sorts for skaters who used
the old “Dutchies” and for those:
equipped with modem shoe skates,
contests for ice boats, rinks for
non-competing skaters, and ice fishing, |
Everyone thought it was a resounding;
success, but it was never repeated. :

Children’s lives are mixed with cer-




13 Vol. X, No. 2, 1992

tain fears and mysteries. The children I
knew and went to school with and
played with were afraid of gypsies, of
passing the open doors of the
firehouse, of getting home after curfew
blew, and, after the Loeb and Leopold
frightfulness, of being kidnapped and
murdered like Bobby Franks.

Now and then gypsies appeared
during the summer. In one or two
wagons they would camp beyond the
southwest corner of the town, not far
from my neighborhood. Though we
never became aware of a docu-
mented case of their misbehavior, we
feared them because of rumors of
thievery (they stole money, bikes,
and laundry off clotheslines), kidnap-
ping (they stole babies, too). When
the gypsies departed, we all felt re-
lieved, and the good news circulated
rapidly throughout the neighbor-
hood.

We were afraid of passing in front
of the firehouse with its wide-open
doors and red monsters poised to
rush out. We would dash past the
open doors, keeping a suspicious eye
on those unpredictable engines.
Adults never hurried past, which we
thought strange, and yet they were
never harmed.

The same whistle (we called it the
mockingbird) which blew at seven
o'clock in the morning, twelve and
one o'clock at noon, and six in the
evening as signals to workers, also
blew at five minutes to eight in the
winter and five minutes to nine in
the summer as a curfew to get the
children off the streets. It was nice to
be near home when it blew because
we were afraid of being caught out
late. Though we had no evidence that
bad things happened to loiterers, our
fear of the curfew persisted.

When the Loeb and Leopold story
broke in the papers, we children be-
gan to feel at risk. Five or six of us
provided ourselves with protection
in the form of clubs, short ones like

billy clubs, equipped with thongs by
which to tie them to our wrists. We
carried these to school and catechism
and wherever we were sent on er-
rands, and we had long, serious dis-
cussions on how we would use our
weapons to p rotect ourselves and
each other.

Funeral crepes always affected our
mood. Every now and then on the
way to school we would discover
one of these on the door of a house
where death had occurred. The crepe
was composed of flowers and rib-
bons of subdued colors: black, gray,
lavender. We seldom knew the per-
son whose death was thus an-
nounced, but we passed the house
silently, not knowing quite how to
assimilate this event into our usual
experiences.

When [ was eleven, my father
died. I remember his coming home
from work in pain in the middle of
the day. I remember his being in bed
during the day, something unprec-
edented. I remember his asking me
to be quiet because noise disturbed
him. And I remember the discussions
about an operation, which was fi-
nally decided upon too late. I re-
member the bad reports from the
hospital, my brothers’ coming home
from Chicago and Ann Arbor, and
finally the funeral, the body in the
coffin in the parlor, and the lunch
prepared by the Ladies” Aid for the
gathered mourners.

I 'have no recollection of any gesture
of condolence nor any special attention
from anyone in our congregation for a
boy without a father. I remember with
gratitude that Johnnie Visser’s father,
when T was old enough for college,
offered to lend me money interest
free. Though he never said so, I think
it was a gesture in memory of my
father, with whom he had served as
an elder many vears.

Making profession of faith sig-
naled the end of boyhood. A group

of us high school boys appeared be-
fore the consistory to make our pro-
fession. In the consistory was Mr.
Eissen, a_self-styled lay theologian,
usually at odds with whatever minis-
ter was serving at the time. The in-
cumbent minister was a gentle
pastor, somewhat given to sentiment
but a stranger to profound and argu-
mentative theology. He was a thorn
in Eissen’s flesh and vice versa.

So we were questioned by the
minister as to our biblical knowl-
edge, after which he invited the
consistory members of ask us ques-
tions. There were questions about
our observance of the current taboos,
such as dancing, card playing, and
moviegoing. No one asked us if we
loved the Lord or why we desired to
make profession. Mr. Eissen had his
question, too. It was intended to
show that the minister was incompe-
tent. Mr. Eissen fixed his eye on
Lonie and launched his bombshell:
“Louie,” he said (Louie’s father was
an elder and present in the room),
“who is the antichrist?” Louie was
nonplussed. His eyes darted about;
the blood began to rise into his fair-
complectioned cheeks; he stole a
glance at his father whose gaze was
averted, turned an appealing eye to
the minister, from whence came no
help, and finally blurted out,
“Bultemal”” Eissen waggled his head
to say, “See, I told you s0.” Others
reacted stolidly or with suppressed
laughter.

Despite this evidence of faulty
knowledge and inadequate training,
Louie and the rest of us were ac-
cepted into the membership of the
church and thus mustered out of
boyhood and into the adult world.

‘Rev. Harry Bultema led a group of his follow-
ers out of First Christian Reformed Church in
Muskegon to form the Berean Church. The
doctrinal disagreements between the two
groups arose from two different interpreta-
tions of Seripture regarding “the last things.”
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by Henry Stob

Henry Stob, professor of philosophy
emeritus, Calvin Theological Seminary, is in
the process of writing his memoirs. See
Origins, Volume EX, number 2 for the first
selection from these memoirs.

First CRC of Chicago,
Ashland Avenue, 1923-1946,
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What fashioned the Dutch people in
our neighborhood into a community
was the local church. It came into be-
ing in 1867 when several families left
the Dutch Reformed denomination to
make common cause with the Michi-
gan secessionists who had left a de-
cade earlier. The first worshipers met
in a small forty- by sixty-foot frame
building which they had erected on
Gurley Street between Miller and
Sholto, and my father joined them
there when he first settled in Chi-
cago. When, around 1883, the Gurley
Street structure proved to be too
small to accommodate the growing
congregation, new accommodations
were established on 14th Street be-
tween Throop and Loomis. It was in
this church building that I was bap-
tized and our family worshiped there
until in the early 1920s when the con-
gregation moved once again, this
time into a large, handsome brick
edifice on Ashland Avenue and
Hastings Street which the Lutherans
had put up for sale.
LR

I am told that before my time
there had been three worship ser-
vices on Sunday, but in my day these
had been reduced to two, one in the
morning and one in the afternoon,
and these I regularly attended. Adult

young people were expected, how-
ever, to be in church on Sunday eve-
nings for singing school or for
engagement in other religious activi-
ties. From attending these meetings
boys and girls my age were exempt.
Midweek prayer services were not in
the Dutch tradition and were not
held, but a number of “societies” for
Bible study did meet during the
week. There was also a Recitation So-
ciety, in which like-minded people
practiced eloquence and presented
poetic readings. The latter was a kind
of corollary to the so-called singing
school, where both young and older
adults learned to develop their vocal
talents. Their musical abilities were
not, however, put to use in the wor-
ship services. Nothing like a choir
was permitted to complement, much
less supplant, the rendition of the
Psalms by the voice of the assembled
congregation.
BB B

Saturdays at our house, and I sup-
pose elsewhere as well, were set
aside for Sabbath preparation,
Mother began the day by scrubbing
the floors and dusting the furniture
in an already clean house and by as-
signing Mart and me to take up the
throw rugs for placement on a back-
yard clothesline, where, for the re-
moval of all dust, we were to attack
them with rug beaters. Next came
Mother’s inspection of the men’s
Sunday clothes, together with the
mending and pressing they might re-
quire, whereupon Mart and I gath-
ered up the Sunday shoes of the
whole family and brought them to
the back porch for polishing. We
boys were free to play on Saturday
afternoons, but we were expected to
be in early enough to avoid the
evening traffic that flowed in and out
of the bathroom, for Saturday was
bath day, and every member of the
family had to be given his or her al-
lotted time in the tub. Saturday night

was not a night for visiting, and on'it
neither the older children nor their
properly trained peers went out on
courting “dates”; such out-of-house
engagements were held to be delete-
rious in their effect upon Sunday
worship. Mother was not opposed to
cooking on the Sabbath, our dinners
on that day being uniformly great,
but to minimize Sunday labor, she
usually peeled the potatoes and
made other culinary moves the
evening before. Probably for similar
reasons Father, instead of shaving in
the morning as was his daily custom,
did so on this day just before retiring
for the night. When the evening’s ac-
tivities subsided, we joined in chatter
and conversation, but no one stayed
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up late. We went to bed on time in
order to be rested and alert when the
Sabbath dawned.

After a communal Sunday break-
fast we all dressed for church and
walked in a group to the house of
worship. Before we left our resi-
dence, peppermints were distributed
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all around, and [ was given two pen-
nies, one for Sunday school and one
for the church “collection,” which
was taken up in mid-service by dea-
cons manning long poles at the end
of which open-faced velvet bags
were affixed for the reception of the
offerings. Arriving at church, we en-
tered as a family, and since ushers
were then unknown or regarded as
an impertinence, Father and Mother
took the lead in conducting us to our
customary pew midway the audito-
rium, It was customary in those days
for boys who had reached the age of
sixteen, and had thus become li-
censed to discard their knickers and
wear long pants, to declare their ma-
turity and independence by aban-
doning the family pew and sitting in
the back rows or in the gallery of the
church. Father frowned upon the
practice, and it was not indulged in
by my brothers.

The worship services were con-
ducted in the Dutch langauge. This is
not remarkable. It is natural that imn-
migrants should wish to hear the
gospel preached in their native
tongue and to sing in church the
songs they learned in the land of
their birth. But many of the older

worshipers on 14th Street had been
in America for decades, and though
they spoke intelligible if somewhat

accented English on the job and in

the streets, most of them were op-
posed to the use of that language in
the church. American religion, they
believed, was Methodistic, and the
Americanization of the church could
only mean the dilution if not the dis-
solution of the Calvinistic faith. For-
getting that classic Calvinism was
first articulated in ¥rench and Latin,
some even held that no language was
better fitted to preserve and propa-
gate it than the Dutch. Whatever the
reasons for it may have been, the fact
is that as late as 1915, nearly sixty
years after the church’s founding, |
only 17 of the 223 congregations in
the Christian Reformed Church con- |}
ducted worship services in the En-
glish language. The slow pace |
adopted toward the Anglicizing of |
them is no doubt on many counts to |

Psalter Hymnal with silver clasps.
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Borstius, Primer, “First Lesson.”

{below) Ebenezer Christian School, 1923,
first-grade class.

EERSTE AFDEELING.

EERSTE LES.

I Vraag. Wie was de cerste menseh?
Antwoord. Adam, Genesis 1 vers 27,
2 V. Waarvan heet hij Adam?
A, Van de aarde. Gen, 3 vs. 19.
3 V. Wie maakte het eerste kleed?
A, God.
4 V. Voor wie?
A. Voor Adam en Eva. Gen. 3:21,
5 V. Waarom?
A, Omdat zij naakt waren,
6 V. Hoe zijo zij naakt geworden?
A, Door da zonde. Gen. 3:7.
T V. Wat was de ecerste zonde des menschen?
A, Het eten van den boom der kennis des
goeds en des kwaad. Gen. 3:86,
8 V. Waar werd de zonde gedaan?
A. In het Paradijs.

be regretted, but, when I consider
what has contributed to my own de-
velopment, | cannot much lament the
community’s long retention of things
Dutch. I learned the rudiments of a
foreign language as a child. I also
came to possess the stately full-noted
Dutch Psalms, which on occasion 1
can still bring to mind, and I was in-
sinuated into a history and into a cul-
ture of which there is reason to be
justly proud.
AR

I don’t know how much benefit 1
derived from Rev. Vander Heide's
sermons. [ listened as best I could,
and I believe that I gasped the ele-
ments of his discourses. But a young
boy’s attention span is short, and the
sermons were very long, so long in-
deed that to retain a hold upon even
adult listeners the preacher often

asked for a psalm to be sung when
he had arrived at the midpoint of his
sermon, The congregational prayer—
which omitted nothing pertaining to
praise, confession, thanksgiving,
intercession, and petition—was
lengthy, too, and was commonly re-
ferred to as the “long prayer.” When
it was about to begin, people gener-
ally resorted to their store of pepper-
mints, it being understood that these
hard candies were to be sucked and
not chewed lest a sound disturbance
be created. Hymns were not sung in
church; only the Dutch Psalms were
used. There were no racks with a
supply of psalters; people owned
their own copies, many adorned with
gold or silver clasps, and these they
carried to and from church. A hand-
or foot-pumped organ accompanied

the singing, but when a relatively un-

b
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familiar psalm was announced, a
voorzinger would appear up front to
lead the congregation. The elders
marched into church as a body, with
the minister at their head, and they
sat together on the side benches pro-
vided for them. To express their
agreement with the preached word,
each shook the hand of the minister
as he descended from the pulpit. I
know of no case where an approving
hand was not offered, but I am told
that it sometimes happened, to the
embarrassment of all. The Commun-
ion wine was sipped from a common
cup. Since Jesus drank with his dis-
ciples in this way, there was strong
opposition to the introduction of in-
dividual cups, although synod did in
1918 leave the use of them to the dis-
cretion of local consistories,

Many of the modern conveniences
were lacking in the church of my
youth. There was no parking lot, and
presumably none was needed since
most of the people lived within walk-
ing distance of the church. There was
no nursery, and crying infants some-
times proved distracting. There was
no air conditioning, which meant
that on hot summer days the congre-
gation resembled a sea of waving
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judgment an alien importation, most
likely from England. T neverthe-
less attended, in part because
my playmates did, and he offered
no objection. I don’t remember much
about the instruction. The teachers
were no doubt devout and commit-
ted people, but they were untrained,
and they worked under handicaps.
The classes were scattered in pews

about the auditorium, and the gen-
eral hubbub was disturbing. English
was spoken here, but we often sang
Dutch hymns. One of them—"Er
ruist langs de volken een leeflyke
naam”’—still remains with me, and I
sing it to myself on occasion. The
Christmas celebration was the high-
light of our Sunday-school life. It
was then that we all received an
orange and a small bag of hard
candy. | don’t believe, however, that
I ever performed in the Christmas
program.

Catechism classes were held once
a week, after school. The instruction
was given by the pastor, and it was
conducted in the Dutch language.
Qur text was Borstius” Primer, a com-
pendium of the Heidelberg Cat-
echism. I still remember how it
began: “Vraag: Wie was de eerste
man? Antwoord: Adam.” Classes
met in the sparsely equipped and
dank church basement, and to get
there we had to pass through the
largely Jewish settlement on 14th
Street. The Dutch are not normally
anti-Semitic, and Hollanders and
Jews did in fact peacefully co-inhabit
the neighborhood of my youth. But
- schoolboys invading an alien “turf”

fans. Since there was no loud-

speaker, the minister in order |y SEEEDULE BY MINUTES FOR SCHOOL WEEK

to be heard had to be in good
voice. Qurs fortunately met the GRADES L 2 | s ‘ 4 ‘ 5 6 7 s
standard, though occasional Devotional o 56 | 50| 50 ] 50 i 100 | 100 | 100 | 200
guests did not, quite to the Bible Stady........coooooiiiii., . 100 | 100 | 100 [ 100 | 108 | 160 % | 90
distress of those in the back LATBUAGE ..+ oo ee e aieeann 725 | 725 | 635 | 480 | 450 | 430 | 450 | 450
rows. No coffee was served af- Arithmetic . .........ooooi 225 | 225 | 225 | 220 | 220 | 220 | 160 | 160
ter the service had ended; to WG e 150 | 150 | 120 | 120 | 60 0 30 | 30
eat and drink even in the base- Drawing.......oo.oviiiiiniieiiiiaan.. 75 75 75 75 48 40 40 40
ment was tantamount to SINBINE. . oo oee e e 75 75 75 75 40 40 40 40
tempIe desecration. ReCEB8ES . oo ot i e e e 190 100 100 100 100 100 100 160
My father was a firm be- Dutch Language ........................ 120 120 120 90 90 90
liever in catechism training, Natm_‘g Study....ooo e 40 6 60 80 60
but he was lukewarm toward Geagraphy 120 ) a0 ) 120 100 | 60
. . . . 26517 e) o T S P 90 120 120 160
Sunday school, it being in his ‘General Stdy........................... oo 120 ] 120
TOTAL .« oot oo 1500 | 1500 | 1500 | 500 | 1500 | 1500 | 1500 | 1500

Schedule of study used in Chicago-area

. Christian schools, 1912,
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did sometimes get waylaid. This is
why we tended to walk in groups
and, for use in possible combat, often
carried sticks. These were laid neatly
beside our chairs when we recited
Borstius” Primer. 1 was required by
my parents to be prepared for class.
On the evening before the class met
the book was taken in hand by either
Father or Mother, and one by one the
questions were asked and the an-
swers elicited. Should the recitation
be to any degree faulty, I was or-
dered into a corner, there to improve
my knowledge. Only when the lesson
had been learned could I go to bed.
The Sabbath at our house was ob-
served in quiet. We attended church,
ate a good meal at noon, went to
church again, and for the remainder
of the day arrested all of our weekly

activities. We dressed in Sunday
clothes, did not play outdoors,
avoided team sports, threw no balls,
rode no bikes, and rested. What
occupied us was reading, hymn
singing, and conversation, and in ret-
rospect I know of no better way to
spend the day on which the Lord
arose.

The school that I attended was
only twenty years old when I entered
it. It was established in 1893 by the
consistory of the 14th Street Church
and was until 1902 under its gover-
nance. In its earliest years it was,
therefore, a decidedly parochial insti-
tution, and it went by no other name
than “The Christian School.” During
the first two years of its existence
classes were held in a rented store
located at 685 South Ashland Avenue

and thereafter, until 1906, in the
basement of the church. In 1902,
however, the school came under the
supervision of an independent board.
It then took on the character of a
genuine non-parochial private school
supported by a legally constituted as-
sociation of parents and friends. In
1902 it was given the name Ebenezer,
and four years later it was relocated
in a building of its own.

Helping Hand Mission street
ministry on Madison Avenue,
led by P.J. Hoekenga.
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From Polder to Polder:

William Plaisier Family's
Immigration to Grand Rapids

by H.J. Brinks
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Near the village of Ridderkerk,
William Plaisier’s family tilled land
in the Reijerwaard, a region that had
been impoldered by 1442. Earthen
barriers protected that area’s five
thousand productive acres from the
Rhine River, which had deposited
the polders’ rich clay soils in prehis-
toric times. During the nineteenth
century the region was well known
for flax production, a venture which
also engaged the Plaisier family, but
around the turn of that century Wil-
liam Plaisier encountered hard times
when the market for flax fibers fell
victim to the growing preference for
_cotton. These market disruptions led
to his bankruptcy, and he turned
then to market gardening on leased

{opposite, bottom) Reformed
Church in Ridderkerk,
South Holland, 1982.

William Sr. and Apolonia
Plgisier, 1918.

land. But, with diminished work and
scant economic prospects, William’'s
grown children were forced to find
employment off the farm. One of his
sons, Aart, became a skilled cabinet-
maker, working twelve-hour days in
Rotterdam.

Reports of favorable employment
opportunities in Grand Rapids,
Michigan, induced Aart to emigrate
in 1910. Soon his optimistic reports
kindled a case of “America fever” in
the Ridderkerk segment of the
family, and by 1911 Aart’s parents
and six of his eight siblings joined
him in Grand Rapids. Aart’s letters,
printed below, were addressed
to Cornelius “Core” Vander Wall,
a cousin who remained on his

family’s Ridderkerk farm.

Although most of Aart’s corre-
spondence over the subsequent years
was posted from Grand Rapids, he
and his family probably had no fixed
plan to remain there. Good wages in
the furniture industry enabled Aart
to pay for the family’s travel ex-
penses and furnish a rented home for
them in 1911. Thereafter the family
prospered well on the income of
three adults. William found work in
a greenhouse, Aart continued to ply
his cabinetmaking craft, and his
brother Gerrit toiled in a gravel
mine. During this prosperous era,
1911-1914, the Plaisier family enjoyed
an income of about $30.00 per week.
That enabled them to begin farming
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near Grant, Michigan, in 1914. Most
of Aart’s letters, however, disclose
his impressions of Grand Rapids and
its Dutch-American enclave,

The letters discuss employment,
sacial adjustments, and the difficul-
ties of dealing with English. And, al-
though  Aart observed his
“American” neighbors with much
curiosity, the routines of his new life
were largely circumscribed by the
Dutch subculture. Courtship, church
attendance, and even travel beyond
the city were all linked by ethnic net-
works.

While Aart provided revealing
episodes about urban life, includ-
ing comments about the 1911
strike in the furniture industry, he
was more enthusiastic and per- |
ceptive when he commented
about American agriculture. He
noted, for example, that Grand
Rapids provided a larger market
for agricultural products than did
Sheboygan, Wisconsin, the area to
which his uncle had immigrated.
The relationship between
Ridderkerk and its markets in
Rotterdam and Dordrecht in-
formed Aart’s judgments about
marketing farm products. :

On their farm near Grant, §
Michigan, the Plaisiers were less
than an hour away from Grand
Rapids by rail, a transportation’
link which consistently served the
Grant area’s agricultural busi-
nesses. In 1914 the Plaisiers were
general farmers with a typical combi-
nation of livestock and pasture
linked to hay and grain crops. Aart’s
letters blossom with enthusiasm
when he describes his new village,
farm, and church. The Plaisiers were
obviously at home in their new set-
ting. Their neighbors were Dutch,
they were back on the land, and their
church provided familiar amenities
of worship and general sociability.

In 1919 Aart Plaisier married

Christina Brink (his last letter de-
scribes their courtship) and moved to
Fremont, where he cultivated the
Brink family farm until his retire-
ment in 1967. Fremont, like Grant,
was an agricultural village with a
large Dutch-American subculture,
After retiring, Aart returned to Grant
Township, where his sons William
and Peter had taken up residence al-
ready in the 1940s. Both of them
worked on vegetable farms for part
of their careers, but William was pri-
marily a grocer. Peter, still living in

5

Cornelius Vander Wall, 1910.

1992, continues to manage a small
farm, after a successful career in
garden farming. But none of his chil-
dren nor those of his brother William
have become farmers.

Gerrit Plaisier, who was fre-
quently mentioned in the letters,
married Martha Brummel in 1919
and joined his father, William, on
the family farmstead. William retired
in 1923, and shortly thereafter Gerrit
redirected his agricultural assets to
garden farming on then recently

drained swampland near Grant. |
With that, Gerrit's agricultural rou- |
tines reverted to patterns of soil man-
agement and cropping which were
reminiscent of Ridderkerk and the
Reijerwaard polder. The drainage of
the Rice Lake wetlands in 1917 ex-
posed about three thousand acres of
rich muck soil, and by 1960 Gerrit's |
sons Wilbur and Jerry were actively {
expanding the size of their holdings.
When Wilbur and Jerry were
named Master Farmers by the Michi- §
gan Vegetable Council in 1984, they |
were cultivating seven hundred ,
acres. By then they had also en- |
E

ﬁ

tered into a partnership with the

Van Singel* family, and together §
they expanded their packaging
and warehousing of carrots, on- ;
ions, and celery for direct inter- |§
state marketing. That, together §
with the operation of a mint still

created an agricultural networ
with features similar to th
family’s Old World flax busines
in Ridderkerk. In both instance
the Plaisiers not only raised bu
also processed and marketed thei
crops. But, as in the case of Aart’
descendants, Gerrit's grandchil
| dren have also abandoned agricul

e ture. .

The available data on the Aar
and Gerrit Plaisier families illus
trates that their thirty-one descen
dants, (seven children and
twenty-four grand- children) have
begun to adopt mainstream Ameri-
can social and economic patterns,
Aart and Gerrit, both immigrants,
found spouses within the ethnic and
religious subculture, and their chil-
dren followed their example. But the
third generation, born after World |
War II, has significantly altered that |3
pattern. Of the twenty-four grand-
children, about 50 percent have mar-

“The partnership was dissolved, but the Van
Singels continue to operate as the V & P Pro-
duce Company.
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ried outside the ethnic nexus, and a
larger percentage have adopted alter-
nate religious affiliations. Thus, al-
though all of them were baptized
info the Christian Reformed Church,
eight have retained that membership.
While only eleven of the grandchil-
dren have moved away from West
Michigan (i.e.,, Kent, Muskegon and
Ottawa counties), only three who re-
main in the area have retained farm-
related occupations. In general the
migrants—to Utah, Colorado, Wis-
consin, California, Illinois and
Florida—have been or are being edu-
cated for professions which foster
geographic mobility. Probably the
rapid erosion of ethnic cohesion
which is evident in the second gen-
eration of Gerrit's and Aart’s descen-
dants will persist or accelerate in the
third generation.

The letters which Aart Plaisier
wrote between 1910 and 1914 pro-
vide an exceptionally vivid portrayal
of the cultural matrix from which the
Plaisier family has acculturated over
the last eighty-two years. In addition,
the letters are inherently interesting
and charmingly naive.
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Farmers” Michigan Farmer, May 19, 1984, p.
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Singel, August 21, 1992.
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Aart Plaisier Letters

1910 - 1916

Grand Rapids, Michigan, to Ridderkerk, Zuid Holland

Aart Plaisier to C. Vander Wall

April 6, 1910 (fragment)

Dear Cousin: . . . I want to tell you that I am pleased to
be here, and that is a good thing because it could also be
the other way. The difference between America and the
Netherlands is very great. Everything here is different.

... Iliked the train trip better than the ocean travel.
You don’t have eyes enough to see because you can only
see out one side of the train. Either side was equally nice,
although they were also different. I cannot find the
words to describe it for you—mountains and valleys.

At times I felt like yelling “Stop I I didn’t have time
enough to see. Everything wentby in ablur. Oncein a
while in a valley or on a hill I could see little houses built
of wood. They had little barns about the size of the
houses. It looked like poverty—a few cows the size of
goats with no more fat on them than a coat rack. It was
difficult to imagine how anyone could survive. But as
we rode further, the farms became better. And they are
very different from Holland's farms. In a word, it was

a pleasant trip. I cannot say more, but if you want to
know more, you will have to look me up here. You know
my address. Grand Rapids is also a pleasant city,
arranged according to the newest plans. I had only one
week’s vacation. We arrived on a Friday, and by the next
Friday I was at work. That suits me very well, but at first
it is very difficult. You can’t understand anyone, even
though there are forty or fifty thousand Hollanders in

the city.

{continued on page 26)
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s the surrounding advertisements indicate,

studio photographers provided highly valued
services to immigrants who wished to visually record
their changing appearances and the size of their
families. Before the 1920s, when inexpensive snapshot
cameras were mass-produced, posed studio images
crossed the Atlantic Ocean by the millions in both
directions, at considerable expense. In 1894, for
example, when weekly wages were less than $10.00,
the cost of acquiring and mailing a studio photograph
was between $5.00 and $10.00.

Frederik Diemer of Vogel Center, Michigan, wrote
that he could not afford such an expenditure in 1894.
But eventually he and thousands like him did find the
necessary funds. Significant events (marriages, the
births of children, school graduations, and anniversa-
fies) were 100 important to go unrecorded. Conse-
quently, a huge accumulation of photographs both in
Europe and North America has been preserved in
closets and cabinets. Although many of the images are
unidentified because family ties have been disrupted by
distance and time, the pictures are valuable for re-
search. Students examine photos to analyze clothing
styles, social conventions (who stands, who sits), and
photography itself.
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Aart Plaisier to C. Vander Wall
May 1, 1910

Dear Cousin:

Having received your letter just this Wednesday, I
will sit down to write back to you. Usually I go to
church on Sunday mornings, but because it is rain-
ing, I will go this evening instead. . . . It is a great
pleasure to hear everything about the fatherland
from you. Iwill try to answer all of your questions in
full.

During our first four weeks here we had beautiful
growing weather, but in the last two weeks it was
different—and at times rather cold. But we are
getting closer to summer.

At work things are going well too. We work from
7:00 a.m. to 8:00 p.m., with an hour's rest. That is,
then, ten hours per day, just as in Holland. But the
work here in the factory is very different. You have to
learn a great deal at first. There are many Hollanders
here in the factory, which makes it very easy for me, but
it does not help in learning English. But I will not stay
with this job for very long. As soon as I have acquired
enough English usage, I will go to another factory where
everyone is English, and I will learn much more.

You asked about autos. They ride along by the
hundreds, and they frequently have serious accidents.
The other day one had to go up a high hill, and when it
was near the top, a chain broke, and it came rolling
crazily down again. Then it ran against a lamp post.
There was hardly anything left of the auto worth saving.
Often you can see children, that is boys or girls of sixteen
or seventeen years, fly through the city in large autos. It
is shocking sometimes, but people here are not surprised
by this. Also, women are often seen driving horses and
wagons. And women also ride with the horse between
their legs—and galloping too. It is a treat to the eyes.
But it is very ordinary here.

There are also many lovely girls here, but you must be
careful. If you try to stop and say hello to such a girl, she
calls a police agent, and then you go to jail or pay $18.00.
Yes, the stinkers do, in fact, have such a law here. Some-
times the girls walk along the streets and show off like
peacocks. But, then, when I am inclined to get involved,
Iremind myself, there are plenty of Holland girls equally
attractive. And they know it too. Furthermore, there are
those among them who will not run off to call the police
agent. For example, when you sit in church on Sunday,
some are pleased to come and sit next to you. The seats
are all free.* Now, enough of that. . .

You were certainly fortunate with your colts and

Aart Plaisier and son William with horses, 1921

mares. And to hear that Adrian is doing well is no
surprise to me. If any person, and especially the lovely
girls of Ridderkerk, are curious about me, just tell them
to send a letter or postcard, and I will answer them
quickly.

The food here is very good—you could get fat here
quickly. Meat in abundance all the time, and eggs and
fruit. More than you can eat at every meal. But people
here say that you need more food than in Holland—that
it has something to do with the climate. But we eat three
times daily, Six in the morning, at noon, and 6:30 in the
evening. The style of clothing here is about the same as
in Holland. For example, no one here notices that I wear
a Dutch coat.

I don’t know much about flowers and birds because
it's not yet summer, but I have heard that the summer
brings a delightful display of flowers. Everyone plants
flowers around their houses, and the parks are beautiful
at that time. You have seen the postcard of John Ball
Park; well, I have been there once, and, although it was
cloudy and cold out, I could still see the nice arrange-
ment of things. The place is all hills and valleys, and
some are high above the city. When you stand at the top
you can see the whole city.

Bonjour

*Pew rental, common in the Nethetlands, was not practiced in the im-:
migrant churches.
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A. Plaisier to C. Vander Wall
August 31, 1910

Dear Cousin:

I received your letter on Thursday . . . I would have
enjoyed going with you on your nice bike trip . . . .

Perhaps you already know that I have changed my
boarding house. I did not like my former place. All they
ever did was argue there, and I had had enough of that.
Now Ilive with English people, and they don’t under-
stand one word of Dutch. That is good for me, but not
pleasant. English is not easily learned in a short time.
But I learn more here in a week than in a month at the
other place. With speaking I can take care of myself a
little, but that’s not the same as writing. School” is now
over, and it begins again in September.

Greet Cory and Job Huisen for me. | sent them both a
picture postcard. You should have a look at them.

We are having a celebration here this week. The
sixtieth anniversary of Grand Rapids’ founding. But you
should not imagine that it is like a Dutch celebration.
From my viewpoint, they don’t know how to celebrate
here.

A few weeks ago I went to Holland, Michigan, with
the streetcar.** That was a pleasant little trip. I don't

*Evening language school. **Interurban.

remember much about the farmer there, but I do remem-
ber how much sweat my work produced. In succession I
had to hoe corn, haul hay, and milk twenty-three cows.
Fortunately, I was not very good at milking. Now you
should not assume that they haul hay with a beautiful
wagon. No sir. They work with one or two wagons for
manure, hay, corn, and everything else. I sometimes
laughed out loud from the wonder of how things worked
out. They haul a whole load of hay on wagons without
brakes going up and down high hills. They use here only
a long hitch and reigns. But the horses know what to do
as well as the workers. You wrote that you didn't
harvest much fruit, but we have more than enough
here—apples, pears, prunes, peaches, grapes, and still
more. Everything is cheap, and everyone uses as much
as they can.

You write nothing about T. Huisen and his courtship.
Is it still going on? You must write about that. They
have an uncle in Grand Rapids. Send me his address and
I will look him up.

I do not have a girl friend. And I don’t want to be tied
down. I have no further news.

Greetings from your cousin,

Aart Plaisier

Bridge Street Bridge—factories in background.

-
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A. Plaisier to C. Vander Wall

579 North lonia Street
November 24, 1910

Dear Cousin:

Most of the Dutch girls here have been born in
America. And they blunder through the Dutch language.
But I have met a few who speak Dutch as well as I do.
That depends directly on their parents. If the parents
don’t speak Dutch with their children, they will never
speak the language, because English is much easier for
them. Iam now going to the English language school
three evenings each week. I'm learning English very well
now. WhenIlearn more about writing, I will write you
an English letter. For now I would make too many
errors.

I will be happy when my parents come here. You
asked what my plans are. If my parents were not com-
ing, then T would go out West in the spring. But now [
am going to stay here. Och! Who knows what is best?
We will have to wait and see.[Closing]

Campau Square, Grand Rapids, Michigan, 1907,

A. Plaisier to C. Vander Wall

113 Courtney Street
March 1911

Dear Cousin:

[He has been intending to write but has been very
busy.] _

By now I think my family must be aboard the Isabella
and going along the English coast. 1have already rented
a house for them with some open land attached so they
can do a little gardening in their free time. I have also
taken care of providing the most essential furniture.
They will be surprised by everything just as [ was, but
you soon get used to it.

Fortunately the winter is hastening by, but it is rather
cold today. T'll tell you more about this later.

If they all arrive here in good health, I will be satisfied.
They will be met by someone in New York and brought
to the proper train, and then they will come to Grand
Rapids automatically. I would like to make such a trip
again.

Are you still unmarried, or are you now hitched? I
read in the paper that Barendrecht will be the site of
another great competition this summer and that the
queen will attend. That is a great honor for Barendrecht.
I'would like to be there. Then we could have a good time
once again. I receive the newspaper every week, but I
don’t know who sends it.

I have no more news.

Hearty greeting,

Aart Plaisier
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; A. Plaisier to C. Vander Wall

! 113 Courtney Street
| August 11, 1911

Dear Cousin:

We are all healthy despite the terribly hot weather
we had here a few weeks ago ... . This was an
exceptional year. People who have been here fifteen
to twenty years can’t remember anything like it. On
just two days, July 4 and 5, three hundred horses
died from the heat in New York—and also many
people throughout all of America. The sun shone as
if through a magnifying glass. I was working for a
farmer during that hot time. Because the labor strike
continued, I had to find something to do, so 1 spent
eight to nine weeks on the farm.

If you saw how farming is done here, you would
be shocked. Not because of the beautiful farmyards
but because of the operations. Consider, for ex-
ample, that in one day the three of us hauled fourteen
loads of hay into the barn, and then there were milking
and other jobs to do.

We take two wagons to the field. One is left standing,
Then we hook the hay loader behind a wagon. One _
person drives the horses, and two stand up on the a l.i.ttie in the éarden, and the
wagon. We go on then in that way until we have a good of work with that But when it get
load. Then we hook up the other wagon, and when both
are filled, we go home. It takes a little more than a half
hour to load two wagons. Then we drive into the barn.
High up in the peak of the barn hangs a large hook,
something like a harpoon. This [runs down] from a reel,
and the hook is thrown down into the hay. Then one or
two horses on the outside pulls on a rope which is tied to
the fork, and about one-fourth of the wagonload is lifted
up and thrown into the hayloft. We straighten it out a
little, and then the process goes on and on. It is nice
work, but you really sweat from it on such warm days. I
could write six pages about the farm here, but there’s not
enough space on the page.

It is a shame that you had to lose your best milk cow.
But fortunately the danger of disease is past. And now
Cor, I have no more news. Greetings, and now I go to
bed. Good night/good morning, whatever it is.

were knocked otitii -

(above) Alpine Avenue CRC, 1912,
Hermitage Building, Grand Rapids, Michigan, 1905.
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John Ball Park, Grand Rapids, Michigan, ea. 1910. "I have been to [John Ball Park] at the top you can see the whole city.”

A. Plaisier to C. Vander Wall

113 Courtney Street
September 11, 1911

Dear Cousin:

[He begins with news of the changing season and
reports that the fruit harvest was large. ]

Last week Monday I went to the city of Holland near
Lake Michigan. It is just like Scheveningen. A nice beach
spreads out in front of a sea that stretches beyond your
sight. The lake is so large that if you board a ship in the
evening, you won't reach the other side until morning.
Wisconsin is on the other side. That is where Uncle Arie
lives. ,

Last week a man came to our door to bring greetings to
mother from her brothers in Wisconsin. That was a great

surprise. The man was on business in Grand Rapids. He
reported that they were doing well in Wisconsin.

I am now back working in the factory at my old job.
Now I earn $13.00 per week. So all is well. Thad my
picture taken, and I will send some to you. Ihope that
you will send me one of you, too.

Greetings from your cousin,

Aagrt
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Rice Lake Draining.

V & P Produce.

According to R.E. Kincaid, who owned
most of the Rice Lake swamp before he
drained it, a Dutch farmer, John Beldt, first
proposed the drainage project when he
informed Kincaid that “. . . in the Nether-
lands they would drain such land, and it
would be valuable for farming.”

It is comonly observed that the
Dutch have acquired much of
Michigan’s productive muck land.
They farm tracts of it near Kalam-
azoo, Hudsonville, Fremont,
Muskegon, Imlay City, and
Montague. Willard, Ohio, is also a
center for Dutch muck farmers, and
the populations of these communi- .
ties occasionally move from one site
to another as agricultural opportuni-
ties arise. The Weesies of Montague,
for example, farmed first in
Muskegon and moved to Montague
in 1909. Presently they manage 700 acres
and cultivate 135 acres of muck land.
Ontario’s Holland Marsh settlement, ca.
1931, also exemplifies the Dutch penchant

Halignd Marsh settenieint.

Weesies Brothers Farms.,

WEESIES BROTHERS
FARMS, ING.

BEDDING PLANTS @ ;
GERANIUMS AND ROSES

for wetland farming in Canada.

Kalamazoo, Michigan |
{postcard)}. |

HOL ANDALE COLON
HB

el Aralued and dited, mwmu’ 4F erope” gtlsod, Cunulr,
B wiler on e 2 r onacetlog every:
Colony, .20 years to pay {o enthgale 107 yuiereli—sea thi

Hollandale, Minnesota
(posteard).
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A. Plaisier to C. Vander Wall

R.R. 5 West Leonard Street
October 22 [1912]

Dear Cousin:

Perhaps you already know that we have moved. We
have a nice big house about one-half mile outside the
city. A fine place with an acre of ground—a good
opportunity to raise vegetables and chickens. The big
electric train goes in front of our lot and goes between
Grand Rapids, Muskegon, and Grand Haven. You have
never seen such a car. It is two times longer and also
higher and wider than normal. It does not travel from an
electric rod but by a third rail. That is a rail which is next
to the other but about one foot above the ground. The
trains glide over it at an indescribable speed.

I

According to our mail you had fearful weather in
Holland. Gerardus sent us a newspaper which told of all
the disasters and accidents. We hope that such things
did not touch you.

I am planning to buy a photo camera, and then I will
send you some pictures.[Closing]

A. Plaisier to C. Vander Wall

906 Pine Avenue
December 19, 1912

Dear Cousin: ‘

The year 1912 is almost over, and we await the coming |
of a new year. Boy, how fast time flies. When [ look
back, it is hard to believe that it is almost three years
since I left the Netherlands.

We are ashamed that we forgot your mother’s birth-
day, but for this time we will say, “Better late than
never,”

Tonight I will be having the Young People’s Society at
our house~—it is a meeting of the officers. We have
important business to discuss. A few weeks ago we had
our annual banquet, and that was great fun. And best of
all, “I took home a dandy girl. And I am still going with
her.”* How did you hear that I had a girl friend? I have
dated many girls but always for only a few times, then on
to another cne. They are available here by the bushel,
but you have to keep yourself informed about these
things. You once told me that the daughter of ]. Huiser
from Barendrecht had an uncle in Grand Rapids. I know
him well. His name is Maart Huiser, and he says that he

R

T

*Material in quotes was written in English : |
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(opposite) Main
Street, Grant,
Michigan, 1940.

Gerrit Plaisier on
family farm in
Grant, Michigan,
1920.

has a relative in Barendrecht who is an oil manufacturer.
That seems to be the same person.

1 was planning to continue this letter on Sunday, but
instead I went out with a few friends in the afternoon
and then on to church. They have church services here
three times on Sunday, but I never go in the afternoon. 1
usually go in the morning but always in the evening,
because most of the young girls go then too. In other
service times they sit with their families and go home
directly. We live about twenty minutes from the church.

A short time ago a pastor from Holland came to
preach at the Alpine Avenue Christian Reformed Church.
Our former pastor, Volbeda, has gone to Amsterdam to
study. If you ever hear of him, then you will know from
where he comes.

Our work continues on as usual, but the factories are
not very busy. Overtime work is about done. Father is
still busy on the farm,* but he only has to pluck the corn
from the plants. Gerrit and I work in the shop. We really
have a nice house and for very little money.

You know that I was in Wisconsin to visit Uncle Arie
last summer. I was not attracted to that area. I would
rather farm here than by Uncle Arie in Wisconsin. That
is a good place if you wish to go West, but they do not
have a good market in Sheboygan, and that is essential if
a farmer is to get ahead. ~

[Closing]

*The family had purchased a farm in Grant, Michigan.

A. Plaisier to C. Vander Wall

Grant, Michigan to Ridderkerk
July 19, 1914

Dear Cousin:

I would like to thank you especially for your detailed
description of grandmother’s sickness and death . . ..
Yes, Cousin, that is now the third grandparent that I have
lost since leaving my fatherland . ... We were well aware
that grandmother was very ill, and we had news regu-
larly to keep us informed. And then one afternoon, while
I was cultivating the corn, I could see [my sister] Ing
coming with something in her hand. Iknew that if it was
only a letter she would wait with it until we.came home.
I thought immediately of grandmother. Ing came run-
ning faster and faster, and I stopped the horses. 1could
see immediately that she had a telegram. Then I called
father, who was also in the field. He had the same
thought that I had—"Grandmother is dead.”

It must be difficult for you to be forced off the farm-
stead, just as it was for us a few years ago when we had
to leave our farm after living there for twenty-five years.
I can easily understand how hard that is. The place
where I and all of us were born continues to draw us.
Many times [ dream of that old barn and of the orchard
where we played as children. [ dream all the time of that
old place. If it gets to the point that you will be forced to
move, it will be the same with you. After leaving the old
farm, we have moved so often that it has become ordi-
nary. 1 hope we will now stay here. We are sitting here
very comfortably.

I wish you could come here sometime and have a look.
I think your eyes would pop if you could see how busy
we are. There is so much land behind our house, and we
have to work all of it with the three of us. Most of the
work with haying is now over. We had wonderful
weather last week, and we were able to haul in as much
hay as we could mow. Last Thursday we hauled in
fifteen big loads. [There follows here a description of the

-process which repeats the general contents of the August

11, 1911, letter.] We now have fifty-four loads in the barn,
and if we get another twenty to twenty-five, that will be
enough.

Our crops suffered a little in June from the rain, but
everything is growing rapidly now. In alittle overa
week we will be cutting oats, and then we will begin to
pick cucumbers. That is also a job and a half. S0 you can
see that we have enough to do. We won’t have any free
time until frost, and then we will be ready to start over in
a few months.

You certainly earn enough money to come here for a
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few months of vacation. You won’t have to work, and
you can eat at cost. If you want to use a horse, just help
yourself. “I'’know you would enjoy a trip like that, and it
wouldn’t cost so much. We will see what the time will
bring. If you don’t get married too quick, you could -
afford a trip like this. Now I will close because it is
getting time to go to church.”*

Greeting from your friend,

Art Plaisier

RFD 3
Grant, Michigan

*Material in quotes was written in English,

Aart Plaisier, 1922.

A. Plaisier to C. Vander Wall

Grant, Michigan to Ridderkerk
January 6, 1915

Dear Cousin: :

The longer people are here, the less they think about
their former homes. Perhaps you think that is too crude,
but if you were here for five years, you would say the
same thing . . .. But still there are times when I miss all
the former things, and they then appear clearly in my 3
mind. And that is the case this evening. My thoughts are |
entirely occupied with Ridderkerk. I really should be at |
catechism class, but it has rained all day since noon, and
so I have stayed home. It is'a considerable distance—one -
and a half miles in the dark, although the darkness is not |
the worst part. '

We have had a pleasant winter, with storms off and
on. The snow is three feet deep in many places. Thus,
you can easily understand that we use sleighs. Wagons
will not work. But if this rain continues, the sleighs will
be done too. Yesterday I was trying to drag a few trees
out of the woods, but I gave up on that. I worked until

‘noon, but I was soaked through and through from the

wet snow. So we will have to wait until the snow melts

a little. At present we are doing almost nothing but hunting
—I think we have eaten more than fifty wild rabbits this
fall and winter. There were a lot of them this year . . ..
We find most of them in flat land that is not yet under
cultivation. I could tell you a great deal more about
hunting, but perhaps you are not curious about that.

o Every day we hear news about
the war being fought. The newspa-
pers are full of it, but I don’t believe
the half of what I read . ... One t
time we counted the number of
Germans who were reported dead,
and I don’t remember the number
just now, but it appeared to be mor
than the total population of Ger-
many. But that the war is terrible
cannot be disputed. And that the
whole world is involved is also true
I can imagine what a troop it must
be with all the refugees from
Belgium storming into the Nether-
lands. I think that Belgium must b
totally destroyed—at least if what °
we hear is true. And the end is not :
yetin sight! How long will the
sword of war reap misery? May
almighty God speedily cause it to be
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Ottawa Beach, ca. 1910. "It was just like Scheveningen.”

put back in the sheath. He alone has his purpose with
this war. But we must also say that those who are not
involved are privileged. People talk easily about feeling
the consequences of this war—that it causes damage. But
I'say there is a great difference between feeling and
fighting.
I IR
I hope that the Netherlands will be spared and that the
war will end quickly.
e e
Why have you not yet married? Have you not had the
chance yet? “That’s the trouble with me. I can’t get
nothing which suits me. I had several different, but I
don’t know enough to stick to it. Brother Gerrit isn't
going with that girl anymore—the one he’s on the picture
with. She was an American girl, and my folks didn’t like
that at all. But of course he got another girl again. But
she is from Holland parents.” Ingetje also has a boy
friend. Also a Dutchman born here. His parents came
from Oud-Beijerland. I think I will go to the Netherlands
and look around before I get married. Perhaps I can tap
an attractive girl on the shoulder there. It is a sad
situation with females here. I think they make boys here
more casily than girls.
> e
I must close now.
Your cousin,

A. Plaisier

A. Plaisier to C. Vander Wall

Grant, Michigan to Ridderkerk
December 22, 1916

Dear Cousin:

[Greeting] ;

We have a foot of snow here, and it is
packed well, so we can make good use of the
{ sleigh. I hope to make use of the cutter -

{ tomorrow and look up a girl [ know. She lives
sixteen miles (thirty-two km) away. I will use
} two horses, and then it will go easily. I have a
great deal to tell you, but it would take too

{ long to write all of it. ;

We live here in Grant, about twenty-eight
miles northwest of Grand Rapids. A large
group of Hollanders live in this area. We have
an energetic church of about forty families.
And our pastor, Qostendorp, is a pleasant man. Worship
services are in the morning and afternoon with Young
People’s Society in the evening. We live about four and a
half miles from Grant, through which the train runs and
where we sell our produce. The prices are especially
high, almost double, because of the war. Tomorrow we
hope to thresh white princess beans (dry beans). You
should see that sometime. They come with a large self-
driving steam machine which pulls the threshing mill.
They set up the whole thing where the beans are, and
when the machine goes “Toet! Toet!” everyone gets
ready. Three men throw the plants in, and a few others
hold the sacks. A person with a team of horses is busy
hauling the sacks away. If all goes well, they are done in
four to five hours, and they move on to another farm.
They do the same with grain, clover seed, beans, and all.
Everything, quick, quick. If it doesn’t go quickly, it's no
good. And so everything here flies along. Autos here are
as common as bikes in the Netherlands. Anyone here
who does not have an auto is not highly regarded. Thus
we are also not much because we don’t have a car. And
it will be a while before we have one. Still, they are so
ridiculously cheap here that almost everyone can afford
one. For $350 you can have a dandy car for five persons.
You can also pay from $600 to $2,000, but that is excep-
tional.

We have nothing to complain of regarding our dairy
herd. We have eight milk cows. We had ten this sum-
mer, but we sold two of them last Saturday. Inall,
including the young cattle, we have seventeen head. We
have no colts. We had the mares with a stud, but he
didn’t get them with young.

I can imagine to some extent how strange things must
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be in Holland. We received a
letter today from Uncle Wouter,
and he wrote lengthily about the
situation. It is really something
when you are not any longer in
charge of your own affairs [due
to wartime blockades]. I think
they are pulling the rope too
tightly. Time and again [ am
happy that I'm not involved.
Not that it could not happen
here—but God preserves us from
it. But I think America will get
its turn too.

LA )

“Iwill also enclose a picture of
me wich is taking last year. I
cannot send you one of my gixl
because I only got one of her
wich I would like to keep for
myself. But you'll get one some
other time when we have some
taking again. It would be kind of nice if you see
her once. Her name is Christina Brink. She is
born in this country but from Holland parents.
Well my dear, I'll have to qeuit, my paper is
almost filled. Greet your girl from me, if she
knows me, Now I remain with my best wish to
all, from us all, but from me a handshake.

Your Cusent and Friend,”

Arthur Plaisier

P.5. “You come over some time for a vacation
trip. Your board is free.”*

*Material in quotes was written in English.

(top) Vander Wall farmstead in Ridderkerk, 194,
Aart’s Yyounger siblings, Anna and William, July 1992,
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Klaas
Schilder,

by Peter De Klerk

Calvin Theological Seminary librarian
emeritus, author of A Bibliography of the
Writings of the Professors of Calvin Theologi-
cal Seminary, and editor of Perspectives on
the Christian Reformed Church. This paper
was presented on September 28, 1990, in
Sioux Center, lowa, for a conference titled
“Suffering and Survival; The Netherlands,
1940-1945."

*This article will focus on Klaas Schilder,
the man, offering (1) some biographical data,
then touching on (2) the transition period of
the 1920s, (3) his polemics, (4) his life in
prison and in hiding, and (5} his life after the
Second World War,

Klaas schilder was an extraordi-
nary figure, a man both loved and
hated. Whereas one observer de-
clared that he was “the best preacher
in the Netherlands,” another could
only exclaim that Professor Schilder
was a “source of the greatest mis-
ery.” Schilder tried to reform the
church through his speeches, ser-
mons, and publications. From the
moment of his emergence in the pub-
lic arena until his last breath, he was
a fighter, a fact well documented by
his many polemics. Though his
shortcomings testified to his human
weakness, he was also a very strong
and passionate Christian.! The cen-
tennial year of Schilder’s birth, 1990,
was commemorated in the media
with several publications* and sym-
posia.’ These have rekindled a lively
interest in his life and have demon-
strated that his theological efforts
have far exceeded the concerns of

any particular denomination.*

Klaas Schilder was born on
December 19, 1890, in Kampen. He
was baptized in the Nederlandse
Hervermde Kerk (the national
chuzch), but two years later he was
registered as a baptized member in
the Gereformeerde Kerken in
Nederland (the Reformed Churches
in the Netherlands). His father, a ci-
gar maker, died when he was six
years old. He was one of five chil-
dren, of whom the two oldest were
from his father’s first marriage. His
widowed mother had to work from
early morning till late at night to pro-
vide for her family.®

In his early years Schilder was a
lonely, shy, sensitive, and dreamy
boy who probably never played with
other children his age. To earn a liv-
ing, his mother worked as a domestic
at the home of a well-to-do family in
Kampen. This family remembered
the financially strapped Schilder fam-

TR o
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ity regularly with gifts on
Sinterklaas Day (the fifth of
December}. When it was
Schilder’s turn to thank the
family for their kindnesses,
] he stood, trembling like an
aspen leaf, with cap in
| hand, in the large cleanly
Y| scrubbed kitchen where his
mother had spent many an
A hour in service.b

Schilder’s stint as an er-

rand boy for a local dry-
7 goods business was nothing
short of a disaster. How-

o en . Ao even his primary-school

i, W0 I8 aaden N2y F | ke teacher saw something spe-

g&ggﬁ; Gc‘“f‘;‘;.f éﬁEM* ‘f; W%r!” “?] cial in him. Knowing the
JHHL' ’I’%/ ‘ _ L(fﬂn- j‘lZ‘fZV'S financial situation of the
o ﬁﬁhﬁ” N ol gw/ % | Schilder family, he spoke
- Lekiged 1 W T‘ & Mﬁm W about this gifted child with
A ey RIWLp, S dp,._dw""' Vet Arie Noordtzij, a teacher at
M )"'to ER 5 Vﬂﬁc‘r./fft‘ - the local gymnasium and at

Sermon notes. Page 22 in
Gedenkt\ Voorgangeren (Goes:
Qosterbaan and le Cointre, 1953).
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the Theological School. Through their
joint influence Schilder was enrolled
as a student at the gymnasium and
later at the Theological School. There,
to everyone’s amazement, he turned
out to be an exceptionally gifted stu-
dent. This once shy and aloof boy be-
came the center of student life at the
Theological School. Under a pseu-
donym he wrote poems in Dutch,
German, Latin, and Greek for the
Theological School’s yearbook.”

In 1914 Schilder was ordained in
the Gereformeerde Kerken in
Nederland, and between 1914 and
1930, while serving six congrega-
tions, he published nearly a dozen
books. For the next two years he
studied at the Friedrich-Alexander-
Universitit of Erlangen, Germany,
receiving his doctor’s degree in 1933,
summa cum laude. The same year
the Synod of Middelburg appointed
him to the chair of dogmatics to suc-
ceed Anthony G. Honig at the Theo-
logical School in Kampen. He soon
won admiration as a teacher, and his
preaching attracted a large and loyal
following. Some rode their bicycles
for many miles to listen to him.?

Schilder was not, however, an
easy man to listen to. He spoke rap-
idly, habitually swallowing his
words and failing to enunciate them
fully. Besides, he lacked a booming
voice, so his hearers had to listen
very attentively. He seldom had a
complete manuscript of his sermon
before him. Usually his only written
aid was a piece of paper containing a
few random scribbles. Very often he
preached with only an open Bible.
While lecturing or preaching, he
drank a lot of water.’T well remem-
ber the time when Schilder asked my
father, who was then the sexton of
the Schinkelkerk in Amsterdam (this
was before the Second World War),
for a carafe of hot water, which sat
steaming on the railing of the pulpit
during the first part of the service.

Schilder during his underground years. Page 25
in Zien in de Toekomst (Groningen: De
Vuurbaak, 1979).

Regular attendants were well aware
that, while Schilder was speaking or
preaching, he often showered those
who sat near the pulpit with a fine
spray of moisture.

A prodigious worker, Schilder
was able to take cat naps on the spur
of the moment. After ten minutes or
s0, he would be refreshed and could
continue his work, frequently till the
early morning hours.” In those days
there were two morning services in
Amsterdam’s Schinkelkerk. Between
these services Schilder would sit
sound asleep for fifteen or twenty
minutes in a small office, his over-
coat on and collar up. Refreshed by
such short naps, he was ready for the
second service.

From boyhood on, Schilder was
fascinated by organ music. Just to
touch the keys was a spiritual experi-
ence for him. Although he had
received no organ lessons and was
unable to read a note, he played
church organs skillfully. 1t was not

unusual for him to accompany the
congregational singing on the organ.
At Jan Bavinck’s funeral in 1909,
Schilder, then only eighteen years|
old, played suitable funeral music]
which he improvised under the im-
pulses of his fantasies and deep emo-
tions. For years he carried the keys to
several church organs with him..
While playing these organs, he
poured out his ravished and torn
soul, his accumulated sorrow, and
his trembling and rekindled hope.
After Schilder was informed that the
Synod of the Gereformeerde Kerken
had suspended him on March 23,
1944, the host of his war-time hiding
place heard him singing Psalm 25,
verse 8, at the harmonium:!!

Turn Thou unto me in mercy;
Have compassion on my soul.
[am sore distressed and lonely;
Waves of trouble o’er me roll.
Myriad woes beset my heart,
Myriad doubts and bitternesses;
Thou who my Deliverer art,
Bring me out of my distresses.

Earlier, while in his third charge,
on a very warm and humid night,
Schilder woke up in the early morn-
ing hours, Forgetting that all the win.
dows of his parsonage were cranked
wide open, he went to the
harmonium and began playing—:
with all the stops out. It was not long
before almost the entire neighbor-.
hood was awake. :

In the 1920s a new and fresh:
wind was sweeping through the.
Gereformeerde Kerken. The Greal
War had ended, the struggle for state,
financing of Christian schools had:
succeeded in 1920, and the rights of]
suffrage had been expanded—fos
men in 1917 and for women in 192
Also, several of the key leaders in
these struggles, Abraham Kuyper:
and Herman Bavinck among them,’
had died."” These men had fashioned .
many basic principles to guide the
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life of the church and society, but
they also left many challenges for the
next generation. While many of the
older fighters wanted to hang on to
all that they had struggled so long to
achieve, younger voices" called for
changes. These were not beardless
boys, but mature men in their forties.
They found the older generation’s

gloritication of the Kuyperian era a
source of stagnation, and they identi-
fied a number of deficiencies which
needed correction. They declared
that the church should (1) sharpen its
evangelistic and missionary calling;
(2) enlarge its ecumenical vision and
practice; (3) acquire a broader cul-
tural vision, including a greater ap-

Schilder’s hiding place in Leiden, 1943-44. House numiber 72 on the Witte Singel. Page 198 in
Ontmoetingen met Schilder (Kampen: J.H. Kok, 1990), ed. G. Puchinger.

preciation of science; (4) provide a
more meaningful liturgy for worship;
and (5) cultivate both in liturgy and
preaching a more vital communion
with God.* In short, they argued that
an undue regard for the patterns of
the older generation had spawned a
cold, intellectual orthodoxy. Schilder
shared the younger generation’s
longing for renewal and worked
hard to achieve it.”

In 1920 the younger generation ini-
tiated a periodical, De Reformatie, to
voice its concerns about the situation
in the Gereformeerde Kerken.
Schilder was not involved in the pre-
liminary discussions leading to De.
Reformatie’s founding, but he was
soon a regular contributor, and in
1924 he became one of its editors. For
many years the weekly periodical’s
editorial board did not see eye to
eye, but in 1935, after several stormy
years, Schilder became the paper’s
sole editor.® When one thinks of De
Reformatie today, one thinks auto-
matically of Schilder because he was
the soul of the periodical after 1935.

In his writing and speaking
Schilder expressed his views about
the local and universal church
straightforwardly, and when his vig-
orous polemics clashed with the sa-
cred cows of his day, controversies
flourished. He challenged those who
were saying, “Is not everything con-
cerning faith and morals in order?
We know exactly how to live, for do
we not have God’s word in the Bible
from cover to cover? Who has a right
to question?” Schilder was especially
critical of such Kuyperian construc-
tions as the visible and invisible
church and common grace, His
words fell like a meteor on a tranquil
pond. The waves were enormous,
and they led to the great battle which
resulted in Schilder’s deposition in
19447

Schilder denied the charge that his
polemics originated from personal
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animosities or from personal pecu-
liarities. Johannes |. Buskes recalls
that after he and Schilder had pub-
licly reacted to each other’s articles in
an unflattering manner, he decided
to see Schilder personally about the
matter. Schilder received him very
cordially. After some fifteen minutes
Buskes said to Schilder, “With your
approval 1 am going.” Amazed,
Schilder asked, “Why?” To that
Buskes replied, “I think I am at the
wrong address, for | wanted to talk
with the Schilder of De Reformatie.”
Laughing, Schilder replied, “Here we
meet each other in a personal way, as
human beings and Christians; but
when I write in De Reformatie,® I have
nothing to do with you personally;
then I dispute principles!” Schilder,
however, was unable to understand
that his razor-sharp pen produced
antagonism. Then, when. his oppo-
nents attacked him personally, he
was greatly troubled, and he con-
sidered such attacks the product
of unfaithfulness, dishonesty, and
meanness. Consequently he suffered
great personal distress from these
confrontations.

Often Schilder stood alone in his
efforts to warn the Gereformeerde
Kerken of the evils on the horizon. In
1936, when the Synod of the
Gereformeerde Kerken approved a
committee report’ concerning the
Nationaal-Socialistische Beweging in
Nederland (NSB) and the Christen
Democratische Unie (CDU), Schilder
indicated that the NSB was not a
Christian movement and that its
principles were directly opposed to
the Reformed confessions.? In 1936
some eight thousand confessing
members of the Gereformeerde
Kerken were also registered mem-
bers of the NSB. The movement was
relatively young, and it appealed to
the younger generation. Even
Schilder’s sons felt some sympathy

for it. His warning against the evils

of the NSB was a nationally signifi-
cant event in the 1930s.2

After the surrender of the Nethex-
lands to the Germans in May 1940,
Schilder was one of the first resisters
to the German regime, and he used
the columns of De Reformatie to break
the angstpsychose.* Once again he
opened the eyes of the Reformed
people to the evils of the Nazis. In his
article “Den schuilkelder uit; de uni-
form aan” (To Leave the Under-
ground Shelter; to Don the Uniform)
Schilder showed that the catastrophe
of German occupation was less dan-
gerous than the slow disarmament of
the spirit. He encouraged his readers
to take up-the spiritual fight.?

For nine weeks his editorials in De
Reformatie drummed this theme, and
he had to be silenced. In the issue of
August 16, 1940 the NSB found a
paragraph which gave them grounds
to call for Schilder’s arrest. He wrote,

Authority and power are two
things. Eventually the antichrist
shall keep that and the church .
this. And after that the day of the
great harvest comes. Come, Lord
of the Harvest, yes come quickly,
come over the Channel and over
the Brenner Pass, come via Malta
and Japan, yes, come from the
ends of the earth, and bring along
your pruning knife, and be merci-
ful to your people; your people are
well qualified, but only from you,
from you alone, for God's eternal
pleasure.® :

This was interpreted to be an open
prayer for the victory of England and
the defeat of Germany. Schilder was
arrested. At his hearing he denied
the allegations. He had, he insisted,
written nothing more than a prayer
for the coming of our Lord Jesus
Christ. The Germans, however, for-
bade the publishing of De Reformatie
and later imposed a ban on Schilder’s
writing.®
*Psychology of fear.

For three and a half month;
Schilder was confined to a prison i
Arnhem. While he was there, welld
wishers showered him with fruit
cheese, cookies, lunch meats, soapj
cigars, flowers, and more. Later, thy
guards refused to pass the gifts onj
indicating that the German authorid
ties had prohibited this.? ]

On December 6, 1940, Schilded
was set free and resumed his teach.]
ing at the Theological School i
Kampen. In 1942 the Germans fel
that Schilder still had too much influ
ence—because many of the young
ministers refused to accept National
Socialism—consequently his secor
arrest was imminent. On a Sunday
morning, the arresting office
parked their car in front of Schilde
home and rang the doorbell, but
one answered. They rang the b
once more. Again there was no 1
sponse. A Dutch policeman who w
with them remarked that Schild
might not be at home, since he ve
often went out preaching on Su
days. Hearing that, the Germans e
Actually Schilder and his wife h:
gone to bed very late and, being st
asleep, had not heard the doorbe

what had happened, and he left in
mediately on a passenger boat fc
Amsterdam. He found safe have
with the Groeneveld family nea
Giessendam, and there he worked o
a revision of his three-volume s
Christus in zijn lijden (Christ in Hj
Suffering),?

A little more than a year late
Schilder’s haven was no longer saf
because his hiding place had becom
known. After a short stay i
Voorburg, probably with his daugly
ter, Schilder found his next hid
place in December 1943 with Pie
Jasperse, a physician, in Leid
Here, on March 23, 1944, Schil
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Kerken. It was then that he sat at the
harmonium to unburden his soul
with the singing of Psalm 25, verse 8.
Five months later he learned of his
deposition.

After Schilder’s deposition the
events which led to the organization
of the Liberated Church moved very
swiftly. It became known throughout
the land that a meeting was going
to take place in a small building in
the Hague on August 11, 1944,
No large crowd was expected. But
such a throng of people appeared
that the meeting place was quickly
moved to the large Lutheran church.
To everyone’s surprise, not only
Seakle Greijdanus but also Schilder
himself was present. Here the “Acte
van Vrijmaking of Wederkeer”
{Act of Liberation or Return) was
read and accepted, and the birth
of the Gereformeerde Kerken in
Nederland onder Artikel 31 became a
fait accompli.®

By then the Nazi charges against
Schilder had been dropped. He had
been declared a free man on July 12,
19443 But, if Schilder had not gone
underground in 1942, he would
almost certainly have died in a con-
centration camp. After the war he
remained professor of dogmatics,
but now in the Theological School
of the newly organized Liberated
Churches.

In August 1947 Schilder made his
second visit to the United States.
During his first visit, in 1939, he
found the pulpits of the Christian
Reformed Church in North America
(CRC) open to him. But in 1947, the
situation had changed. The Synodical
Committee placed a notice in The
Banner that the CRC had no sister re-
lationship with the Liberated
Churches. Schilder was therefore not
allowed in the CRC’s pulpits. But
those of the Protestant Reformed
Churches (PRC) remained open, as
they had ‘been in 1939. That

1952 funeral
procession.

Page 198 in
W.G. de Vries,
K. Schilder als
Gevangene en
Onderduiker

_ (Groningen: De
Vuurbaak, 1977).

prompted Schilder to write that the

Protestant Reformed Churches were
the only churches where members of
the Liberated Churches immigrating
to North America could feel at
home?® Rev. Peter De Boer, writing
for the PRC, wrote,

We earnestly believe that our Prot-
estant Reformed Churches are the
purest manifestation of the church
of Jesus Christ, that the earmarks
of the true church are found with
us, and that it is to the spiritual
benefit of the Dutch immigrants to
affiliate with our churches. Natu-
rally our churches do not intend to
simply gather in all, whether or

44

not they agree with our stand as
churches.®

Thus it appears that from the very
outset the PRC placed certain road-
blocks in the way of receiving the
newly arriving immigrants in North
America as full members. Herman
Hoeksema®* wrote,

We strive rather to keep our
churches as pure as possible, both
in regard to doctrine and life. And
as a result we cannot expect a re-
markable growth, especially not in
the miserable age in which we live.

*Founding pastor of the Protestant Reformed
denomination.
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There are not many that will ac-
cept the pure Reformed truth, and
very few in our age will live from
the principle of the antithesis and
keep their garments clean. And as
far as increasing our membership
from the immigrants in Canada is
concerned, [ have stated before,
and 1 say it again, . . . they cannot
be received as members with us
unless they are converted,»

In 1950, the synod of the PRC pre-
sented a document (for adoption a
year later) entitled “A Brief Declara-
tion of Principles of the Protestant
Reformed Churches.”* In it the PRC
set forth their doctrinal positions.
This declaration was not well re-
ceived by the Liberated Churches in
the Netherlands.® Schilder had tried
from the very beginning to keep an
open mind about the relationship of
the Liberated Churches with the
PRC.

However, his polemics with
Hoeksema finally caused Schilder to
explode and write, “De kous is at”
(the stocking is finished*).* And with
that the possibility of the two de-
nominations affiliating as “sister”.
churches was ended. Immigrants
from the Liberated Churches were
advised to find another church, but
not the CRC. When many of them
banded together to start their own
churches, the Canadian Reformed
Churches were instituted.

The years after the “Vrijmaking”
(“Liberation”) were difficult for
Schilder. He had to struggle to keep
his flock together. There were those
who did not see the need for a
“doorgaande reformatie” (“continu-
ous reformation”), a view that re-
quired separate organizations for
education, politics, social services,
and the like. Others wanted to elimi.
hate traditional church practices,
such as using advisory professors at
synods and publishing reports in the

L*That is the end of it.

Acts of Synod. And there were those
who asserted that the confessional
statements were taking the place of
the Scriptures,”

Schilder died at sixty-one years of
age of a heart attack on March 23,
1952. He worked until the last and
left enormous plans unfinished. Only
four volumes of his projected twelve-
volume commentary on the Heidel-
berg Catechism® were published. His
death caused great consternation
among his followers, and many of
those who had long opposed him
mourned his passing. In death the
last two lines of his much-loved
Psalm 25, verse 8, became abun-
dantly appropriate:

Thou who my Deliverer art,
Bring me out of my distresses.

And that is what his deliverer did.
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7 (November 9, 1950) 4-5.

36. Klaas Schilder, “De kous is af,” De
Reformatie 27 (November 17, 1951) 58-59. See
also Peter De Boer, “It's All Your Fault!”
Concordia 9 (February 14, 1952} 2-3, and
Herman Hoeksema, “The Stocking Is
Finished,” The Standard Bearer 28 (1951/52)
148-53.

37. van Reest, Schilder's Struggle for the
Unity of the Church, pp. 380-81, 383-84.

38. Klaas Schilder, Heidelbergsche
Catechismus. 4 delen (Goes: Qosterbaan & le
Cointre, 1947-53).
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Review by Conrad J. Bult

Two Studies about Dutch Catholics

Dutch Catholic Immigrant Settle-
ment in Wisconsin, 1850-1905. Yda
Schreuder. New York: Garland, 1989,

Yda Schreuder, a member of the
Geography Department at the Uni-
versity of Delaware, has published
several journal articles about the
Dutch Catholic immigrants who
settled in the Fox River Valley, a part
of Wisconsin a few miles slightly
southwest of Green Bay. Little, the
author observes, has been written
about these folk, who first came to
Little Chute in 1848. Their leader was
the Dominican priest Father
Theodorus Van den Broek, who in
1836 established St. John's Parish at
Little Chute for the Menominee Indi-
ans. The Indians were relocated in
1843, and, consequently, in 1846 he
found himself without a position. Af-
ter a decade of parish service (1836-
1846), he spent 1847 and part of 1848
in the Netherlands, promoting Dutch
Catholic immigration to America.
Those he led to America came prima-
rily from the northeastern part of the
Dutch province of Noord-Brabant,

The “frontier phase” of the Wis-

consin settlements lasted only twenty

years, and by 1870 a rural to urban
population transfer was clearly dis-
cernible. In short, Dutch Catholic im-
migrant settlers were leaving the
countryside for better-paying jobs in
nearby towns and cities. Schreuder
demonstrates that for Dutch Catho-
lics assimilation took place in me-
dium-sized midwestern cities and
not on the frontier. The American
Catholic hierarchy’s preference for
urban parishes also contributed to
the assimilation of its members in an
urban setting. ‘
In highly technical social-geo-
graphic prose Schreuder tells much
about Dutch Catholics who left
Noord-Brabant for the Fox River Val-
ley. In each of the book’s eight chap-
ters, the author includes lengthy
annotated notes on sources. At the
end of the volume is a ten-page ap-
pendix concerning immigrant
records, followed by an eighteen-
page bibliography listing primary
and secondary material relevant to
the topic. Schreuder writes much
about the economic-social-religious
environment of the areas in the Neth-
erlands from which the immigrants
came. Similar information is included
about the Fox River Valley, their new
home. Schreuder studies the charac-
teristics of these folk as a group and
not as individuals. For this reason
very few persons other than Father
Godhart and Father Van den Broek
are mentioned by name. If you are
fascinated by the Dutch Catholics
who emigrated to Little Chute, De
Pere, or other Fox River communi-

ties, Schreuder’s study is founda-
tional. Genealogists will also find the
author’s comments about the avail-
ability and scope of existing immi.
grant records useful.
[

Landverhuizing als regionaal
verschijnsel van Noord-Brabant
naar Noord-Amerika 1820-1880 {In
migration as a Regional Phenc
menon from North Brabant ¢
North America 1820-1880). H. va
Stekelenburg. Tilburg: Stichtin
Zuidelijk Historisch Contact, 1991.

No longer neglected by schol
the Dutch Catholic emigrants fror
Noord-Brabant are also the subject
Henri van Stekelenburg’s doctor:
thesis submitted to the Katholiek
Universiteit Brabant. Regional factor.
determining decisions to leave th
homeland are his primary concern
and secondarily he'describes the emi
gration movement and generalize
about it. More studies, the author de
clares, must be made of the region
which these emigrants left. For var
Stekelenburg, repressive social con
trol and an “emigration offer” sucl
as that of Father Van den Broek are
essential for an explanation of the
character of nineteenth-century re.
gional emigration to America.

Van Stekelenburg’s illustrated
Dutch-language dissertation includes
a summary in English and separate
indexes of geographic and personal
names which will be helpful to anys.
one desiring to know more about a
group of emigrants who deservg
more scholarly attention.




45 Vol. X, No. 2, 1992

FOR THE
FUTURE

The topics listed below are being researched, and
articles about them will appear in future issues of
Origins.

The “Brickyard”: Zeelanders in Grand Rapids by Henry
Ippel

Dirk Nieland and the Perch Lake Artist's Colony, 1927 -
1947 by George Harper

Memoirs of Rev. Arnold Brink
Ralph Dekker’s Englewood
The South African Boer War by H. Ippel

“Silk City”: Reports from Paterson’s immigrant mill
hands by H. . Brinks

Christian Education in Northern New Jersey

M. Schoonbeek—Hard Times in Grand Rapids,
1873 - 1890 by H.J. Brinks

Paradise Lost—Columbus, Montana by David Zandstra

Growing Up in Sheboygan County by Steve
VanderWeele

| Church and School on Chicago’s West Side (continued)
1 &y Henry Stob

e e —
|
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