
Philip’s blue eyes sparkled merrily and a big grin lit

his freckled face as he bounded into the third grade

room. 

“Good morning, Miss Martin! Guess what’s new at

our house!” he greeted his teacher breathlessly as he

placed his lunch pail on the shelf.

“Do you have baby kittens?” she guessed.

“No, it’s much better than that—I have a baby

brother!”

Philip’s friends gathered excitedly around him ask-

ing questions: “When was he born?” “What is his

name?” “Did you hold him?”

“His name is Nathaniel Jon, and Daddy is taking me

to the hospital after school. I can hardly wait to see
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him!” Philip replied importantly.

Philip could scarcely keep his mind on his math

problems. The numbers looked like smiling baby faces!

He had prayed for a baby brother for so long that it

seemed like years. He hoped Nathaniel would grow up

quickly so they could play together. It was no fun play-

ing alone. How could a fellow play ball by himself? It

would be so nice to have someone to help him feed the

chickens and gather eggs. Oh, having a brother would

be wonderful!

* * * * * * *

Philip hopped impatiently from one foot to the other

as he watched Daddy’s blue minivan pull into the

driveway after school. Cheerily waving good-by to his

friends, he jumped in beside Daddy.

“If you quit bouncing it will be easier to fasten your
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seat belt,” Daddy said, chuckling. “Wiggling won’t get

us there any sooner!”

“My friends all have brothers and sisters, and  

finally I do too! Today I’ve been thinking of so many

things Nathaniel and I can do together as soon as he

grows up. My friends talk about all the fun things they

do at home, and soon I’ll be telling them about build-

ing tunnels in the straw and going fishing and . . .”

“Whoa, son! First of all, it will take a long time for

Nathaniel to grow up.” Daddy sighed deeply and con-

tinued, “Philip, God has blessed us with a dear baby—

just like you were; but Nathaniel is also a special baby

in another way. He was born with Down syndrome,

which means he will have some handicaps. He will

most likely never be able to do everything you can, and

it will take him a long time to learn to do the same

things other babies do.” His voice faltered and he
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cleared his throat. “Nathaniel is a special gift of God.”

Daddy pulled into an empty space in the hospital

parking lot. Turning to Philip, he asked, “Shall we go

meet that new brother of yours?”

Philip hopped out of the van and eagerly reached for

Daddy’s hand.

“Shall we stop at the gift shop first and buy a rose

for Mama?” asked Daddy as they entered the hospital.

“Yes, let’s,” answered Philip with a little skip, “but

please hurry; I want to see my brother! May I choose

something for Nathaniel too?”

“That’s a great idea,” replied Daddy.

Philip quickly chose a pink rose for Mama and then

turned eagerly to the stuffed animals. He studied them

thoughtfully. “There are so many cute ones, but I think

I like this soft teddy bear with the red bow best. It even

has a music box.”
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He cuddled the bear in his arms while Daddy paid

the lady behind the counter. She gave Philip a friendly

smile as he and Daddy left the shop and headed for the

elevators.

When Philip pushed the button, the door slid open

immediately as if it sensed his hurry! His tummy did a

queer little flip-flop as they swooshed to the third floor.

“Whew, that didn’t take long. Now, where are

Mama and Nathaniel?”

“This way,” said Daddy. “Look for the room with

306 above the door. That will be Mama’s room.”

“I see it,” whispered Philip. Daddy had told him he

must be very quiet in the hospital. 

Softly they stepped into the room. There was Mama

holding a tiny bundle! Philip suddenly felt shy at seeing

Mama in a hospital bed, but her welcoming smile soon

put him at ease. 
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