
A Child Asked 

by J.P. de Klerk 

 
When she thought about it, Floortje van Kavelen was often surprised by what children asked 

her, what matters came suddenly up in their small world of imaginations, mixed with words and ideas 

they had picked up here or there. There were many things they did not yet understand and they kind of 

worried about them. 

Floortje had noticed that because she was a kindergarten teacher. She often found it difficult to 

come up quickly with a ready-made answer, and especially when there came four or five children all at 

once to her. This sunny Saturday morning in autumn, Floortje washed the big windows of the bungalow 

in the wood in Appelscha (in the Netherlands) where the Van Kavelens lived, father raked dead leaves 

together and buried them somewhere under the pine trees, mother was busy in the kitchen. 

Floortje wrung the chamois out above her bucket with water, when suddenly her little brother 

James dashed past on his little tricycle. He rattled purposefully along the whole length of the tiled path 

to the forest- road. 

“Hey!” cried Floortje. “Where are you going to?” 

“I am looking for God!” he answered cheerfully, while his legs moved hastily on the pedals. 

“Where are you going to search?” she asked quickly.  

“Don’t know yet!” and he disappeared around the comer, behind the bushes. A squirrel threw a 

nibbled-off fir cone after him. 

Floortje shook her head and proceeded with cleaning the windows. A while later she saw 

mother making gestures in the direction of the low table in the living room, where a cup of tea was 

waiting. “Thanks! I’ll first finish this job!” said Floortje with a laugh. Her thoughts however went back 

to James, and she prayed, “Lord, help me to say the right words to this little child”... 

Just when she reached the garage doors with her empty bucket, James came back, panting and 

blowing, with downcast eyes. He left his tricycle behind halfway down the tiled path and trudged 

towards her and asked, “Was it silly what I did? I thought, you have always told me God made 

everything, and He still does anything. I thought, what does He look like...You say he is everywhere, 

always. Why can I not see him?” 

Floortje put the bucket down and went sitting on her knees. “Listen, James. He has said, let the 

children come to Me. He knows who you are and where you live. He hears you when you pray to Him. 

You must believe that. I cannot explain everything. Nobody can. Honestly, now He takes care of us day 

and night. We do not need to search for Him. He is omnipotent. That means everywhere at the same 

time. Believe it. Let us go inside.”  

James wrinkled up his forehead a bit and nodded. “I believe what you say, but I don’t 

understand it very well...God is invisible, but He is alive, He is real, I can pray to Him, yes, I knew 

that...” 

Floortje ran her fingers through his hair. “You are the nicest boy in the whole of Appelscha,” 

she said. “I will read a story for you.” 

They smiled at each other. ♦ 
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