
Chapter 3: August 1862 

Harm fled the house. He raced toward town, but stopped when he realized how long it would take him on foot. He’d be 

late. They’d leave without him. 

He turned in at the old house, the log cabin his father had built on the corner of his property when they first arrived. 

Harm’s sister Anna and her husband moved in after the rest of the family moved into their new house. 

Anna met him in the yard, her pregnancy just beginning to show. “Hello, Harm.” 

“Hi, Anna.” 

Henry emerged from the house. “What brings you here this morning?” 

“I’ve got to get to town. Can I borrow Betsy? I’ll leave her with Uncle Ben and Aunt Nel.” 

“Sure. What’s the hurry?” 

“I’m joining the volunteers. We’re leaving this morning.” 

Anna raised an eyebrow. “Father agreed to that?” 

He shrugged. “I’m not a child anymore.” 

Her eyes went wide. She glanced at Henry. 

He nodded. “Betsy’s in the corral.” 

Harm embraced Anna, shook Henry’s hand, and raced off to the corral. 

In town, he headed straight to the Justice of the Peace. 

“Good for you,” said Mr. Schadlee. “You’re the third volunteer this morning. That brings us to an even eighty.” He 

produced the papers and Harm signed them. 

A crowd gathered on the town square, excitement filling the air. Harm spotted Kees, surrounded by his eight siblings, 

getting last minute hugs and kisses. 

Kees’ father shook Harm’s hand vigorously. “I’m so happy you’re going. You can keep an eye on Kees, help keep him out 

of trouble.” 

Harm smiled. He loved Kees, but keeping him out of trouble was a full-time job. 

Gerrit’s father also wished Harm well. Mr. Bol was lean like Gerrit, but taller and more imposing. He shook Harm’s hand. 

“You finally signed up. Good. You should go. The dominie was very clear. My Gerrit is going, of course. He’ll do what he 

can to provide you boys with spiritual guidance while you’re away.” 

“I’m sure we’ll need it.” 

Harm was half-joking, but Mr. Bol’s eyes became serious. “I wasn’t always an elder. As a young man I ran in the streets 

of Zwolle. I did as I pleased, you understand? I think of those days now and I’m ashamed. I wish someone had stopped 

me, pointed me in the right direction.” 

Harm wondered if he would have listened. 

“What I’m saying,” Mr. Bol continued, “is you’ll need to be a good influence, not just for the Americans now, but for 

your own friends. Gerrit will do what he can. But he’ll need your help. The boys will listen to you.” 



Harm replied weakly, “I’ll try.” 

Nellie Bol, Gerrit’s younger sister, said, “Hello, Harm. Gerrit is so happy you volunteered.” 

Mr. Bol shook his hand again. “I wish you boys well, and I want you to know we’ll be praying for you.” 

Harm thanked them and made his way across the square. He saw Ted standing alone and joined him. “Where’s your 

father?” 

“He couldn’t make it,” answered Ted with a weak laugh. “Important business, you know.” He shifted his feet. “How 

about you? How’d things go with your father?” 

“Not so well,” admitted Harm. But he didn’t want to think about that. He wanted to join in the exhilaration everyone 

else seemed to feel. 

He saw Sarah Tillema and told her he’d decided to go after all. She nodded as if she’d expected it. Howard had decided 

to go as well. 

“I worry about him,” said Sarah. “He doesn’t know anything about the army or fighting.” 

“None of us do,” said Harm. “He’ll be all right.” 

“He’s so quiet, though. Will you keep an eye out for him? Help him if he struggles?” 

“Of course.” 

She touched his arm. “Thank you. I promised Howard I’d pray for him every night. I’ll promise you the same.” 

He thanked her, not sure what else to say. 

“I’ll miss you, Harm” —then, after a slight hesitation—“All of you, I mean.” 

He smiled. “I’ll miss you, too.” 

Up on the stage, the ceremony began. Harm turned to go just as Sarah leaned in for a hug. It caught him off guard, and 

they came together awkwardly. But that moment stayed with him—the warmth of her body, the softness of her cheek 

against his. Then she ran to rejoin her family, her hair dancing in the sunlight. 

The volunteers were presented with a silk banner which read “The Lord is our Refuge.” The assembled crowd sang Psalm 

73: 

Whom have I, Lord, but thee on high? 

None else on earth can satisfy 

But thou, O God, my soul’s deep yearning; 

For Thee my troubled heart is burning. 

Though flesh should faint and heart should break, 

Thou art my rock that naught can shake; 

In life, in death, Thou art my stay, 

My strength, my portion, Lord for aye. 

Rev. van Raalte took the stage and addressed the crowd with pride and passion. He spoke of freedom and duty. His own 

commitment to those high ideals was unquestioned. Among the volunteers stood two of his own sons, Ben and Dirk. He 

urged all the boys to walk faithfully and to serve their country with honor. He closed with a prayer for their safekeeping. 



Harm climbed up into a waiting wagon. With a shout, a cheer, and more than a few tears, they took to the road. They 

rolled south from the town square, then east past the cemetery. Harm considered Rev. van Raalte’s words about those 

who sacrificed everything for the truth. Was he following in their footsteps or abandoning everything they held dear? 

They travelled through Fillmore, past the home of Mr. Isaac Fairbanks, the Indian agent who had done so much to help 

Rev. van Raalte in the early days of the Kolonie. The sky washed over them, an ocean of blue. The leaves trembled in a 

gentle breeze. 

Kees talked excitedly about what lay ahead. Others joined in, boasting and bragging. Harm sat apart, watching forests of 

maples roll by, some with a hint of the color that would soon paint the landscape. He thought of the seasons that would 

come and go without him and all the things he’d miss—sledding with the girls, fishing at the old Indian village, swimming 

in the big lake. 

They passed through Allegan and Otsego, continuing on toward Kalamazoo. Talk died down. They passed fields alive 

with thousands of waterfowl. Soon the weather would turn colder and the birds would migrate south. Where would 

they end up? And when would they return? 

The sun lay low in the sky when they arrived in Kalamazoo. The Fair Grounds consisted of eighty acres with various wood 

structures scattered about. Row upon row of large white tents filled one end of the park. 

The camp swarmed with eight hundred Americans. Many were boys no older than Harm. He’d never seen so many 

people in one place. They all seemed to talk at the same time, and all in English. He recognized a word here and there, 

but most of it sounded like the honking of the waterfowl in the fields they’d passed earlier. 

As they entered the camp, Harm felt the eyes of the Americans upon him. Some merely glanced with curiosity. Others 

stopped and stared. One pointed and said something in English. His friends laughed. 

“What’s wrong with them?” said Kees. 

“I don’t think it’s them,” said Ted. “I think it’s the way we’re dressed.” 

Harm felt it, too. Their simple farm clothes, common in Holland, seemed strange enough in Kalamazoo to cause a scene. 

Kees hung his head. “We’ve got to get out of these clothes.” 

“I wouldn’t recommend it,” said Ted. 

Gerrit held his head high. “We shouldn’t be ashamed of the way we look. “We should stick out.” 

“I’m not ashamed,” said Kees. “I’m just…” He searched for the right word. 

“Ashamed?” offered Ted. 

Kees laughed. “Yeah. I think that’s it.” 

Gerrit didn’t back down. “We have to remember where we come from. We have to remember who we are.” 

“I’d like to remember in different clothes, please,” said Ted. 

A voice spoke up behind them. “The army will issue uniforms soon enough.” 

Harm turned to see Martin de Boe, one of the older volunteers. 

“What makes you an expert?” asked Kees. 

“This is my second enlistment. I joined for a three-month stint in the 3rd Michigan when the war first broke out.” 

“Only three months?” 

“They thought the war would be over by then.” 



“You fought?” asked Kees. “What battles were you in?” 

“I got injured in the battle of Fair Oaks in Virginia. Spent most of my time in the hospital. Then they sent me home. But I 

did learn some English and the basics of camp life.” 

“What are we supposed to do?” asked Kees. 

“Find our tents and settle in. Stay here. I’ll find an officer.” 

He returned with Major Harrod, a short barrel-chested man with close-set eyes. The major looked them over with 

distaste. 

Kees, who knew little English, turned to Martin. “Ask him which tents are ours.” 

Major Harrod spun to face Kees, “Don’t babble at me, soldier. Speak English.” 

“Wij…tenten…” Kees stammered in Dutch before he could catch himself. 

Martin explained to Major Harrod that many from Holland were still learning English. 

The major turned on his heel and marched them across the grounds to their tents. He rattled off instructions as he 

marched. Harm understood little of it. The major showed them their tents then stopped as a bugle played a slow, sad 

tune. 

“Taps,” he said. “Lights out.” He scowled at the blank looks on their faces. “LIGHTS OUT!” he shouted. He turned on his 

heel and marched away. 

Martin de Boe explained the major’s instructions for those who hadn’t understood and told everyone to get some sleep. 

The tents were large enough for twenty each. Harm’s tent held most of his friends, including Kees, Ted, and Gerrit. He 

thought about inviting Sarah’s brother to join him, but Howard had already settled into another tent with his friend, Arie 

Rot. 

Harm chose to bunk with Ted. He felt plenty tired, but still lay awake for a long time. His mind refused to quiet down. He 

thought of home, his talk with the dominie, his argument with his father, and that hug from Sarah. He prayed that God 

would forgive him if leaving home was the wrong thing to do, and would watch over him and his friends while they were 

away. 

At daybreak the bugle blew reveille. Kees leapt from his bedroll. “Let’s go.” 

“Go where?” asked Ted. 

“I don’t know. But hurry.” 

Before breakfast, they received a visit from Colonel Orlando Moore, commanding officer of the regiment. He proved the 

very opposite of Major Harrod. He seemed sincerely interested in helping them transition to military life. He welcomed 

them to the regiment and waited patiently as Martin translated for those with limited English. 

The company elected Will Dowd, one of their older volunteers, to be their captain, and Martin de Boe as first lieutenant. 

They spent the rest of the morning settling into camp. 

At noon, the bugle called them to assemble for dinner. They fell in at the mess hall and joined a mass of hungry boys 

jostling to fill their trays. 

“I could do with less pushing and shoving,” said Gerrit. 

Kees shrugged. “I’ve seen worse at church potlucks.” 



Harm sat down between Kees and Ted, his tray heaped with generous portions of pork and potatoes, bread, and coffee. 

He hadn’t eaten at all the previous day and the food smelled great. He dug his fork into his potatoes, then stopped. At 

home they began every meal by asking God’s blessing. 

Kees bowed his head in silent prayer. Ted followed his example. Gerrit set down his tray. “We should ask God’s blessing 

first.” 

Ted raised his head. “We were.” 

“We should do it out loud. Like at home.” 

Ted looked around. “We don’t eat with eight hundred people at home.” 

“Still,” said Gerrit, “we shouldn’t change just because we’re away from home.” He stood up and prayed. Out loud. At 

length. In Dutch. 

When he finished, Harm raised his head and glanced down the table. Most of the Americans continued to shovel food 

into their mouths without taking notice, but here and there a boy put down his fork and bowed his head in prayer. 

After dinner, Colonel Moore drilled the regiment in the basics of forming and facing. They learned to march in columns, 

halt on command, and recognize the differences between “Right Face,” “Right Flank,” and “Right Wheel.” The other 

companies had arrived earlier in the week and had several days headstart on them. 

Ted told Harm he was worried about drill. He weighed more than he liked and wasn’t in the kind of shape Kees was. Still, 

he kept up just fine. 

“Nothing to it,” said Kees. “Step and whirl.” 

The company turned left and Kees turned right, getting tangled up with Gerrit. “Oops, sorry.” 

“No dancing,” said Ted. “We wouldn’t do that back home.” 

Lieutenant de Boe gave them a look. “Are you two finished?” 

“Sorry.” Kees scrambled back into position. “I’ll get it.” 

Harm kept an eye on Major Harrod, hoping to dispel the poor first impression they’d made on him. But every time they 

did something well, he seemed to be looking elsewhere. And every time they did something wrong, there he stood, 

glaring at them with disapproval. 

After drill, they formed and paraded so Colonel Moore could review his troops and assess their progress. At dusk they 

were dismissed for half an hour of free time before lights out. 

Harm reflected on the new experiences of the day and the hardships that were sure to come. He would miss home and 

church. He thought of the talks that he and his friends often had at the corner of the churchyard and suggested they end 

their day with a time of devotions together. The others quickly agreed. They sang Psalm 121: 

Unto the hills I lift my eyes. 

From whence comes all my aid 

When troubled or afraid? 

The Lord shall to my help arise, 

He who made earth and heaven: 

His aid is freely given. 

As they sang, shadows appeared at the tent flap and some of the Americans peered in, wondering at their strange ways. 



Harm opened his Bible and read 1 Timothy 2:1-3: “I exhort therefore, that, first of all, supplications, prayers, 

intercessions, and giving of thanks, be made for all men; for kings, and for all that are in authority; that we may lead a 

quiet and peaceable life in all godliness and honesty. For this is good and acceptable in the sight of God our Savior.” 

Harm hoped to discuss their duty to the nation, but Gerrit had something to say first. “We shouldn’t be so worried about 

what people here think of us.” 

“We’re not in Holland anymore,” said Kees. “We’re soldiers now.” 

“We might not be in Holland, but we’re still Hollanders.” 

Harm wanted to say that being a Hollander wasn’t really about what kind of clothes they wore, but chose to say nothing. 

“And it’s not just clothes,” said Gerrit. “Harm just read from an English Bible. Why not read our good Dutch Bijbel? Are 

we ashamed of it now?” 

Kees had other concerns. “If we’re going to stick out, let it be because we out-drill everyone else. I don’t want to be the 

company that dresses funny. I want to be the company with excellent soldiers.” 

“Excellent soldiers who dress funny,” said Ted. 

“We’re citizens of the United States,” said Kees. “We ought to act like it.” 

“But we’re citizens of heaven, too,” insisted Gerrit. “What happens when those two kingdoms pull us in different 

directions? Like today, when they served us dinner but offered no prayer.” 

Kees sighed. “We prayed, Gerrit.” 

“Silently. Are we going to hide the fact that we pray?” 

“There’s more than one way to pray,” said Kees. “We don’t have to go out of our way to be different.” 

“Or do we? Daniel prayed publicly, even when it meant he had to go to the lion’s den.” 

“But Jesus condemned the Pharisees for their long prayers.” 

Harm listened to the others but didn’t offer any opinions. 

The bugle interrupted their discussion. Lieutenant de Boe explained that the playing of taps at the end of the day always 

meant “lights out.” 

Kees wanted just one more song. “Psalm 100.” 

Mid-way through the second stanza, a bulking shape burst through the opening in the tent. “You boys deaf?” demanded 

Major Harrod. He pressed a finger into Howard’s chest. “You deaf?” 

Howard didn’t understand. He stared at the major, his blue eyes round with fright. 

 “And dumb, too!” 

“We were just finishing up, sir,” said Lieutenant de Boe. 

“Not good enough!” snapped the major. “If there were rebels out there, you’d have given our entire regiment away.” 

Harm felt ashamed. Howard was almost in tears. But after the major left, Ted said, “Don’t let him worry you. If there are 

rebels in Kalamazoo, we’ve got bigger problems.” 


