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Wies van Balen was glad for the summer holidays in Bussum (in the center of The 

Netherlands). She was a sportive girl, who was good with tennis, swimming, basketball, cycling 

and running. Her energy was amazing. This morning she left the house already before breakfast. 

Mother asked, “Would you wash the dishes for me today, Wies? I have such a lot to 

prepare in the kitchen for father’s birthday tomorrow.” 

“But Mum, it is the first day of my holidays…. Well, I’ll think about it.” 

It was not that Wies was not a serious girl. She was the best in the catechism class. But 

she felt like a lamb in the spring. She had promised two girlfriends to go cycling with them and 

pay a visit to a cheese farm. 

So, she went with her bicycle to the main road, but suddenly she saw an old lady standing 

next to a fire stake at the corner. She wept, and at her feet lay a bunch of flowers. 

Wies stopped and went to her. She put her bike against the fire alarm and asked: 

“Madam, can I do something for you?” 

The lady shook her head, wiping her eyes with a handkerchief. Then she asked Wies: 

“How old are you, young lady?” 

“Seventeen, Madam.” 

“You see, I came here today because a year ago my seventeen year old son was killed by 

a speeding car with a drunk driver. He was waiting for the last bus. Perhaps you think it is silly to 

lay these flowers here, and maybe you are right, but I wanted to do something today. You see, I 

have no other children and my husband died two years ago. I am not a heathen, but I am not a 

perfect Christian either, and I felt weak sitting at home looking at old photographs. Do you 

understand what I mean, young lady?” 

“Yes, Madam, well…I think I do. Nobody is perfect, but God is stronger than we are, and 

He knows what has happened here.” 

“Thank you,” said the lady. Then the bus came and she left. 

Wies took her bike and went back home. 

“Mum! I am back home in the kitchen! I will do the dishes!” 

And that was not the only thing she did. She cleaned the floor, vacuumed the whole 

house, set the table, polished the Sunday shoes of her father and her two elder brothers, emptied 

the wastepaper baskets into the rubbish bin, and baked pancakes. 

Later that night, she told her mother what had happened. 
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