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Kids | Column 

We arrived in Morocco a few weeks ago. Sam, our youngest son, has started complaining 
about stomach pain, in an attempt not to have to go to school. Again. In the evenings 

he starts with: “Dad I have a belly ache. I don’t think I can go to school tomorrow. Really, dad!” 
And my standard reply is: “We’ll see tomorrow morning how you feel, ok? Now let’s go to 
sleep.” Then he falls asleep.

The next morning this tune is repeated a few times, accompanied by some first class acting. 
We say: “Just go to school, see how you feel. And if you really don’t feel well, tell your teacher.” 
Reassured, he leaves for school. Of course we know that starting at a new school is very exciting 
and a bit scary. We also think it is better for Sam to go through it all instead of keeping him at 
home.

But Sam is persistent and resourceful. After a couple of mornings of doing the same ritual, I 
see a ‘nurse report’ pop up on my computer screen. A short summary about Sam meeting the 
school nurse, having stomach pain, getting something to drink, taking a short break and, going 
back to class. No further action necessary.

I can’t suppress a smile. Even with his poor English, Sam has convinced his teacher that he has 
a stomach pain and he almost convinced the nurse as well. Almost.

Later that day my phone rings. It’s the school nurse. “Could you please pick up Sam? He still 
has pain in his stomach and I think he should go home.” I first try to convince her nothing is 
wrong, but then I think: “This victory is yours, son. You will get your half day off, but then it’s 
over and done with this charade.”

So I make my way to school and when I enter the school nurse’s office I can see Sam. He is 
sitting on a chair, his legs moving back and forth. He clearly can’t hide his guilty conscience 
behind his smile. In Dutch I tell him: “Ok, Sam, I will take you home, because I’m proud that 
you’ve managed to explain in English what’s wrong. But you have fooled them all, right?”
He nods, all smile and shiny eyes.

“But then again Sam, this is the last time. I don’t want to come to school for this kind of stuff 
anymore. You know there is nothing wrong. Deal?”

He doesn’t even try to argue with me. He nods and is ready to go. His hand in my hand. Home 
with daddy. Free for half a day. 

He’s never tried it again.  
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