


Daan and the Monster in His Head

Daan is afraid of monsters. Every night he hears strange noises and finds it hard 
to fall asleep. But with Mum’s help, Daan discovers something important: it’s 
okay to be scared, you don’t have to be ashamed of your fears, and you can 
always ask for help. And when the fear inside your head feels very big, there is 
Someone who is stronger than any monster.A warm and comforting story about 
fear, courage, trust, and the strength of Jesus.

                                                          Afraid of monsters
 
The living room clock chimes. It is seven o'clock. Just a moment ago, Daan was 
playing on the couch, but now Mom only sees a pile of toy cars left behind for 
Dad to clean up later. Mom takes a peek behind the curtain. "Daan, where are 
you, my little monster?"
Daan is as quiet as a mouse and doesn't make a sound. She definitely won't see 
me under the dinner table, he thinks. But Daan wiggles so restlessly back and 
forth on his knees that he bumps against the chair leg. The suspense becomes 
too much for him, and he starts to giggle softly.
"Shh, sillyhead," Floor whispers, giving him a poke in the ribs. "Mom will hear 
us!"
 Daan pokes Floor right back. "Ouch!" she cries out loud.
Then, Daan and Floor suddenly feel two arms wrap around them, and they burst 
out laughing. Mom has found the two children under the table! And even though 
they would love to play another round of hide-and-seek, Mom says it really is 
bedtime now. "Come on, kids, upstairs. Brush your teeth and off to bed."
Mom tickles Daan and Floor all the way up the stairs. Floor runs straight to her 
room and plops onto her bed, which is full of stuffed animals. She has at least 
ten of them, and they are all allowed to sleep in bed with her. Who should I put 
where? she wonders. One by one, her stuffed animals get a nice place to sleep.
Mom has already gathered the pajamas. "Daan, where are you now?" she asks.
 But Daan has stopped on the stairs. It is dark up there, and he doesn't dare to 
walk any further. "I think I really heard a little monster sound coming from my 
room," he says softly to Mom.
This has been happening every single night for the past few weeks. Mom walks 



over to Daan and takes his hand. "Come, let's look in your room together," she 
says sweetly. Mom tells him every night that he doesn't need to be afraid, but he 
still is. He would much rather be a tough boy who defeats all the monsters for 
his little sister.
But Floor isn't afraid at all. She doesn't believe in monsters. She actually has to 
take care of her stuffed animals, because according to her, they are the ones 
who are scared. Not Floor, though—she is one tough girl. Daan sighs. If only he 
were as brave as Floor! After all, he is already eight years old, two years older 
than his sister.
Daan finishes walking up the stairs with Mom. His pajamas are already waiting 
on his bed. He puts on his favorite pair: a blue and green one covered in 
dinosaurs. The fabric feels wonderfully soft. He is actually very tired too, and 
looks forward to sleeping.
"Mom, did you already look under my bed?" Daan asks.
 Floor is brushing her teeth in the bathroom. "Scaredy-cat!" she calls out. "Mom 
tells you every night that monsters don't exist and that you don't have to be 
afraid!"
 "But I am allowed to be afraid!" Daan yells back angrily. "I can't help it, can I?"
Dex, their little dog, has come checking out the fun noise. He walks into the 
bathroom and then wanders into Daan’s room. Before anyone can catch him, he 
jumps onto the bed and plops right down on Daan's pillow. Dex adores Daan 
and loves nothing more than sleeping with him every night. He curls up his little 
body and is soon snoring softly.
Because Daan has been getting out of bed so often lately out of fear, Mom 
thinks it's a good idea for Dex to sleep with him. It makes him feel a bit safer. 
Dex may be a small dog and a total friend to everyone who prefers not to fight, 
but Daan loves having his furry friend lying on his duvet.
Mom sees Dex lying there. "Are you two finished going to the bathroom and 
brushing your teeth? Dex is already sawing logs!"
Floor dives into her princess bed first. Mom made a beautiful pink curtain that 
hangs from the ceiling all around her bed, making it feel just like a little tent. The 
sheets have just been washed and smell wonderfully clean. That is the best 
feeling ever: sleeping in a fresh, nice-smelling bed. Floor is tired. Mom sings a 
song with her and then walks over to Daan.
Daan and Floor go to bed at the same time, but because Daan is older, he gets 
to read a comic book for a little bit. He has a whole stack of Donald Ducks next 
to his bed. He has already read most of them many times, but he doesn't mind. 
He can read them over and over.
Mom comes to sit on the edge of Daan's bed. Dex wakes up and crawls cozily 
into her lap. Daan leans against Mom, too. No matter how tired he is, how can 
you fall asleep peacefully when you feel butterflies of fear in your tummy?



 "Mom, I’m still afraid of monsters," he whispers. "Every night I look behind the 
curtain and under my bed. I never see anything, but what should I do if they 
come into my room anyway?"
Mom patiently explains that monsters really do not exist. She also promises that 
she will come in to check on him often while he sleeps.
 "And Dex is a great guard dog," Mom says. "I know for sure that if anyone so 
much as steps into your room, Dex will wake up right away to protect you. You 
are his best buddy. Dogs sleep very lightly. Dex will definitely bark and growl if 
anything strange happens."
Daan thinks deeply. Mom is right, he knows that. Mom tries so hard, and she is 
the sweetest. Actually, deep down inside, Daan knows that monsters aren't real. 
They only exist in cartoons, and those usually make him laugh. In cartoons, they 
are funny and not scary at all. Just silly, drawn characters. A gnome, an elf, a troll, 
or a unicorn: those are all fantasy creatures that don't exist in real life. Just like 
the monster characters on TV.
Floor has a coloring book full of those kinds of fantasy creatures. She colors the 
unicorns pink and loves elves. Daan isn't afraid of those creatures either.
"Mom, that is actually my absolute biggest problem," Daan says, snuggling up 
close to her. "If real monsters came into my room, I know for sure Dex would 
growl and bark. Outside, he wants to play with every dog he sees and is a total 
sweetheart, but he would protect me, I know it. But... Dex can't see my 
monsters. So he can't bark at them either."
 "Are the monsters invisible then?" Mom asks.
 "No, you don't get what I mean," Daan says. "The monsters are fantasy. They 
are in my head, but I am still afraid of them. And Dex can't look inside my head. 
He won't bark when I think about monsters or when I dream about them, 
because he can't see them. Those monsters only exist in my mind. I actually 
know that."
Dex wakes up from Daan's loud voice. He looks up for a moment, stretches his 
paws, and lets out a big yawn. Dex truly doesn't think about monsters. He closes 
his eyes and goes right back to sleep. That's how fast it goes with dogs.
"I am all alone in my head, and that's where my monster-fear lives," Daan says 
sadly.
 Daan explained it well. Mom nods and gives him a very tight hug. "Grown-ups 
are sometimes afraid of things in their thoughts too, you know. Not of monsters, 
but of things that might never actually happen. That is basically the same thing: 
being afraid of something that isn't there. And all those scared feelings do 
indeed live inside your own head."
"I wish I were Dex," Daan sighs. "Or I wish you, Dad, and Dex could crawl into my 
head to fight those monster thoughts out of my mind."
 "I can only talk to you from the outside," Mom says gently. "But do you know 



who can fight inside your heart and your mind? The Lord Jesus can help you. We 
can pray that Jesus makes you a little bit stronger on the inside, so you can learn 
to trust that you are safe. Just like Dex wants to protect you on the outside, the 
Lord Jesus wants to protect your thoughts on the inside against the fear."
Mom explains how that works. "In the Bible, it says that Jesus was first like a 
lamb. He was so gentle, loving, and patient, just like a little lamb. He even let 
Himself be captured. But because Jesus rose from the dead after three days, He 
won forever against all evil and all fear. Now He is no longer that vulnerable little 
lamb, but as super strong as a roaring lion! And that strong Lion, Jesus, lives in 
your heart. He roars all those scared monster thoughts right out of your head."
Whenever you are having a hard time and feel scared, you can always ask for 
Jesus' help. He is as strong as a lion. "But," Mom concludes with a smile, "of 
course, you are also just allowed to feel scared sometimes. Those feelings are 
just a part of life, too."

 



 




























































































































