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Peter van Toorn was known at school as a sensitive boy. This year he came back from his 

holidays at his uncle’s place, a fisherman. Peter was bronzed by the sun. He had daily made himself 

useful, casting and drawing in the nets, cleaning the fishes as well as the deck. The first day he had 

been seasick; after that it was fine and he had enjoyed the shifting play of light and color of the calm 

sea. 

Back at school he had expected that everybody would have asked him where he had been, but 

his classmates tried to impress him with richly colored stories about their expensive trips abroad, and 

even the nicest girl did not pay attention to him. 

Peter was very disappointed and felt miserable. During the Bible-class he had truant thoughts. 

Suddenly he heard that his name was mentioned and he saw that Mr. Everts looked at him with a 

twinkling in his eyes. 

“O, sorry. Did you ask something, sir?” 

“Yes, Peter, I asked you to read the next verse.”  

“Yes, of course, sir, but which one is it?” 

“Peter, we are reading John 13, the next verse is thirty-four.” 

“Oh, thank you, sir, I had not noticed...” He quickly found the verse and read: “A new 

commandment I give unto you, That ye love one another; as I have loved you, that ye also love one 

another.” 

“Yes, thank you, Peter. Let us think about this verse. Keep it in mind, young people. I guess, 

that you think sometimes, that because you are young and you have so many things to do, like your 

homework, sports, pen-pal correspondence, friendships, that there is no time left to do something that 

God wants us to do, as to show that we are Christians. God’s Word speaks to all of us, including you 

and me. Others may be indifferent. We have to care for others, wherever they are. Don’t say in a 

particular situation that someone else will be more able to do this or that. See God’s hand in what 

happens. He can put someone next to you in the bus or trying to get to the other side of the street. 

Perhaps you meet a cripple, or someone who is crying. Then we must show that we care, yes, because 

God has loved us and sent His Son to pay for our sins. Well, you know that. Let us be thankful, also in 

this first week after the holidays.“ 

Peter realized, that up till now he had never seen a person in need of help, or had he not looked 

around well enough? He seldom traveled. However, Peter presumed it would be possible that he could 

do something more for his mother, who was always busy. He could take groceries with him on his way 

back from school. He did it only when she had the flu and asked for it. He should offer a helping hand 

more often. There were also some elderly people in the neighborhood. But did God’s Word not mean 

more than that? 

When he left the classroom he said some friendly words to a couple of classmates, but they 

were talking and did barely see him. 

In the corridor Mr. Everts saw him and said: “Hello Peter, you have a healthy tan. Did you have 

a good time?” Mildly surprised Peter said: “Yes sir. I was fishing at sea with my uncle. It was very 

interesting.” Then he ran to the flight of stairs to the bicycle shed. 

It was beautiful sunny weather and everybody else had gone already. The school porter however 

was busy sweeping sand away near the gates, because a piece of the sewerage had been repaired that 

day. 

“Hello Mr. Koksma, you like to keep the place clean, don’t you?” said Peter gently. 



“Yes, young man, I don’t want the boss thinking that I neglect looking after the school. You 

know, I have not much else to do since my wife died and the children were grown-up, left the house, 

married; I seldom see them anymore. I had a family life too good to be true perhaps.” 

Peter noticed that the school-porter had pain in his back. “What is the matter, Mr. Koksma. 

Have you hurt yourself?” 

“Yes, young man, but that happened already several years ago. Sometimes on Sunday I have to 

leave the Church because I get so much pain in my back, nowadays. Well, it only means that I have 

become older.”  

Peter put his bicycle against the wall and said: “Please, Mr. Koksma let me finish the sweeping 

for you.” 

“If you want to do that, yes, you make my day.”  

“Of course,” said Peter. “My back is okay.” 

The school porter kept his hands pressed against his back. “I have been involved in a serious 

accident after choir rehearsal. I had some unruly students in my car, it was near exam time, I had 

suddenly to stop for a drunkard, they rolled over me, and I lost control over the wheel. Smash, bang, 

disaster, chaos.... Well, we all survived, thank God, but I have trouble with my back ever since.” 

 He closed some doors and windows while Peter was sweeping. Then he invited Peter to have a 

cup of tea with him. They walked to a green door in the brick wall that surrounded the school building 

and the squares. Behind the door was the house of Mr. Koksma and a small garden with many dahlias 

in a variety of colors. Peter admired them and Mr. Koksma told him how he looked after them. 

In the kitchen Peter found a disorganized lot of used pots, pans, saucers and plates, heaped up 

on the bench, so he asked straight away: “Allow me to clean this up for you.” 

“I honestly admit that I highly appreciate that,” Mr. Koksma said with a sigh and took a seat on 

a white wooden chair. 

The washing up was easy enough. Peter noticed that it gave him much satisfaction to do 

something for someone else; it was a new experience. He dried everything and gave it a place on a 

shelf. Then he made two cups of tea, from tea-bags and boiling water. Mr. Koksma looked very happy. 

“You are a good boy. There are not many left like you. My children seldom lent a helping hand 

and I did not want to force them to do something for their mother. I should have been wiser. One day, 

when you marry, don’t spare your children, let them also show in the kitchen that they belong to the 

family.” 

They went to the living room and Peter saw that it was there a mess. He said: “I come tomorrow 

with the vacuum cleaner. All right?” 

Mr. Koksma became shy with him. “If you really want to, yes. What is your name?” 

“I am Peter van Toorn. My father is a general practitioner.” 

“Ah! Wait a minute. You must be the son of my doctor! What is the world small... Do you have 

brothers or sisters?” 

“I do have one sister. Her name is Clara. She is exactly two years younger than I am.” 

“Well, well, you are a good son of your father. So helpful” 

“I don’t know about that; I am not sure. It was something that struck me today when I was 

reading in the Bible” 

“I see. Yes, these things do happen.” 

They drank tea and Mr. Koksma showed Peter some family photos. “They all work hard and go 

to Church,” he said. They forgot the time and Peter noticed that he should be home already. 

“Sorry, Mr. Koksma, I have to go now. Do you have enough to eat in the house for tonight?” 

“Yes, Peter, don’t you worry about that. Your visit was worth more to me than a sandwich with 

herring. I needed to see someone who cared...” 

They gave each other a hand. 

“See you tomorrow, Mr. Koksma.” 



Peter felt something had changed in him. He had no words for it. He felt happy all the way 

while he drove home. 

That evening he wondered, what he had done, simply helping an elderly man, was that what 

God meant with treating each other well? Is this “love”? It was something effortless. What was it 

worth? 

* * * 

It was some days later. Peter walked at home through the corridor when suddenly his father 

called him. 

“Yes, Dad, coming.” He went to the consulting-room. His father looked at him with a smile and 

said: “Peter, kindest regards from a patient of mine. That man was very depressed for quite a while and 

he says you have been very kind to him. He feels heartened. I noticed that his blood pressure has not 

been so good as it is now since years. Do you know about whom I am talking?” 

“Mr. Koksma I presume.” 

“Yes. I am surprised and thankful, Peter. Each of God’s children is precious to Him and now I 

see, that you also care. Boy, I am sorry I have not always time for you, or less than I should and want 

to, but it is obvious we have been cast in the same mould.” 

Peter looked meditative and said: “Perhaps God wants me to do more things like this.” 

“I am sure He will show you the way, Peter.” ❖ 
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