
THE PERFECT BROTHER 

 “What happened to my mechanical pencil?” roared fourteen-year-old Daniel, as soon 
as he opened his backpack to start his schoolwork for the morning. There was no reply. 
Daniel glanced over at the next desk to his in the bedroom he shared with his big brother 
Peter. Sixteen-year-old Peter was bent over his computer with headphones in, seemingly 
typing out his English composition. But Daniel could clearly see the sly sparkle of mischief 
in Peter’s eyes. 
 “Peter, give me my pencil,” Daniel demanded roughly, reaching over and shaking his 
older brother’s arm. “I don’t think it’s funny when you take my things. I’m not a little boy 
anymore. It’s time for you to quit teasing me. I’m almost as old as you are, and you’ll be a 
man in two years! Don’t you think it’s time for you to grow up and be kind to me?” 
 Now Peter stopped typing and glanced sideways at his younger brother, and Daniel 
could clearly see his mischievous smile. “Whew,” Peter said with a whistle. “Why so worked 
up? Is this yours?” He craftily drew the pencil out from his desk drawer and held it in the air. 
 Frustrated, Daniel jumped to his feet and snatched for the pencil. Peter flipped it 
between his fingers. The pencil soared into the air and landed by the door on the other side 
of the bedroom. 
 “You’re so mean,” Daniel snapped. “I wish you’d be nice to me. I don’t know why you 
think it’s a game to take my stuff. You’re always teasing me in other ways, too. Owen and 
Kyle are nice to each other! Owen never teases Kyle like you tease me!” As he spoke, he 
crossed the room to fetch his pencil from the floor. He kept his back turned when he picked 
it up so Peter would not see the tears that had filled his eyes. Peter would call him a baby for 
getting hurt over such a little thing. But Daniel could not help it. He may be a young man of 
fourteen years old, but he was still hurt. 
 If only Peter could be like their friend, Owen. Owen and Kyle were their friends that 
lived a few hours away. Daniel and Peter only saw them a few times a year, when the two 
families got together. The four parents had been friends since long before any of the four 
boys were born. Then Dad and Mom had had Peter right around the same time their friends 
had Owen, so Peter and Owen were the same age. Two years later, both Daniel and Kyle had 
been born. Even though the two families didn’t see each other much, Daniel always enjoyed 
when they got together. Kyle had always seemed like his twin brother, and Owen had seemed 
like Peter’s twin. The four boys had shared some great times together. 
 But there was something about Owen and Kyle that made Daniel feel a sad longing 
inside of him. He had always felt it—ever since he was very young, and the four boys had 
played together on the swing-set at the park where their families would meet for an 
occasional picnic. It was the same longing he felt when they would ride bikes or play with 
trains together; and, as the boys got older, share encouraging conversations and interesting 
projects. Now Daniel felt it whenever he even stopped to think about Owen and Kyle! 
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 “What’s the problem?” Peter’s taunting voice came from behind him. “You’ve been 
staring at that pencil on the floor for a whole minute.” 
 Daniel quickly blinked the tears from his eyes, grabbed the pencil, and returned to his 
desk. He bent over his math book and began furiously scribbling out answers. He kept his 
back turned toward his older brother. 
 Peter whistled again. “Somebody’s mad.” His fingers began clicking on the keyboard 
again. 
 Daniel tried to concentrate on his math, but he could not. His mind was still on their 
friends across the state. The same envy, the same disappointment, the same longing he had 
felt as a small boy now boiled up in his heart like steam from a pot. Owen was nice. And 
Peter was not. That was just the facts. 
 Owen had always been a kind big brother to Kyle. In fact, he had been kind to Daniel 
too, treating him like a second little brother. Everything Owen had ever said was kind. That 
was the only way to put it. He was just, well, nice! 
 Peter, on the other hand, had always been mean. Well—no, that wasn’t completely 
true. Daniel had to admit that there were times when Peter was kind to him. The two boys 
shared many interests, and had always done almost everything together. They chatted and 
worked and did school side by side every day. But, as little boys and now as teenagers, they 
had never had the kind of relationship that Owen and Kyle seemed to have. Peter wasn’t 
always mean to Daniel—but he wasn’t nice, either. He wasn’t sweet. They spent time 
together, but they didn’t really have a relationship. Peter just wasn’t that dream big brother 
who cared about Daniel, worked hard to be a good example, and treated him lovingly. Like 
Owen. 
 It’s not fair. The angry thoughts ran through Daniel’s head. Why did Kyle get to have 
such a kind big brother, and not me? Why couldn’t Owen be my brother instead of Peter?  
 In his heart, he knew he didn’t truly wish that. He loved Peter—or at least he hoped 
he did. But it wasn’t easy. It wasn’t easy, when Peter was continually tormenting him and 
treating him like a baby, trying to exasperate him! Owen would never take Kyle’s pencil! In 
fact, Daniel remembered a time when Kyle had told him that Owen accidentally broke one 
of his pens, so Owen bought him a twenty-pack of colorful gel pens from the store to make 
restitution. As far back as Daniel could remember, Peter had never bought him a nice gift. 
 A shadow fell across the doorway. Both boys glanced up. Their twenty-one-year-old 
sister set a pile of clean, folded laundry down on the floor. Sarah smiled at them. Her blue 
eyes were cheerful. “Good job to work hard, boys!” she praised them. 
 “Thanks,” Peter mumbled, adjusting one of his headphone ear buds. 
 Daniel only nodded and looked back down at his math book. Sarah was kind to him, 
at least. He had always had a nice big sister. Owen and Kyle didn’t have any sister at all, but 
they still treated each other well. Wasn’t it possible to have a nice brother as well as a nice 
sister? How could two families be so different? Why was life so unfair? 
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 That evening, his schoolwork and other duties completed for the day, Daniel departed 
the house to find his bike. The cool evening air rustled his light brown hair. The sunset was 
just beginning to spread across the cloudless sky. Normally Daniel would have found some 
kind of project to do with Peter in the evening. Peter never rode his bike for fun, and lately 
Daniel had been supposing that he was probably growing too old, too. But tonight, Daniel 
needed to be alone. He didn’t care what Peter would think of him; riding his bike might be a 
good way to forget his problem. 
 No sooner was Daniel on the seat and racing around the driveway than he heard a 
shout from behind him. “Hey Daniel! Going for a ride?” 
 Whirling around, Daniel expected to see Peter ready to tease him. But no, it was 
Dad’s voice. His father stood there by the garage, smiling. Daniel rode toward him. 
 “I was just going to ride around the driveway and yard for a few minutes.” 
 “Want to go down the road with me?” Dad asked. 
 “Sure,” Daniel admitted readily. 
 Dad grabbed his bike from the garage and hopped on the seat. Soon the two were 
pedaling down the road together, father and son side by side. The evening sun shone in their 
eyes from the horizon, lighting up the road and turning it into a golden path. “Beautiful 
night,” Dad remarked. 
 Daniel nodded. 
 “Had a nice day?” Dad asked.  
 “Pretty good.” 
 “Any particular highlights?” 
 Daniel shrugged. “Not really.” 
 “Any struggles?” Dad probed. 
 Daniel turned to glance at his father. How did Dad know…? His father always had a 
way of sensing the things that his boys didn’t say. 
 Should Daniel tell him? He didn’t want to complain—that didn’t seem right. But, it 
would be a lie to be untruthful. He took a deep breath before spilling out, “Actually, there is 
something that’s been bothering me all day. It’s bothered me for a long time, actually.” 
 “Feel free to tell me all about it,” Dad said kindly. “How long has it bothered you?” 
 “A lot of years. Since I was little.”  
 Dad raised his eyebrows. “How little?” 
 “Oh, since forever. Ever since we’ve known Owen and Kyle. I guess that’s been as long 
as I’ve been alive.” 
 “Hmmm.” Suddenly Dad looked understanding. “Does it have something to do with 
the way Peter treats you, compared to the way Owen treats Kyle?” 
 “Yes! Exactly!” Daniel cried. Suddenly he felt immensely grateful for his father’s way 
of understanding unspoken problems. Though he hoped they wouldn’t, the burning tears 
stung his eyes again. He gripped the handlebars harder and pedaled faster. He was 
embarrassed for his father to see the pain on his face. 
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 For two minutes, they rode in silence. Daniel kept blinking until the tears went away 
and he had regained his composure. Finally, Dad said softly, “I’ve known you’ve felt this way 
for a while, Daniel. Mom and I have discussed it with each other and with Peter. But Peter 
has had a hard time listening.” 
 Daniel gulped. He said nothing. 
 “We’ve had struggles getting Peter to soften in the way he treats you, and in fact, the 
way he treats everyone,” Dad continued. “We know you’ve struggled, and we’re sorry. But 
Daniel, everyone must make their own choices. Peter is making his own choices in life, and 
though we can offer him guidance, we can’t change him. And you are making your own 
choices too.” 
 “What do you mean?” Daniel asked. “Have I done something wrong?” 
 “Well, Mom and I have been concerned that you’ve become bitter against Peter. You 
are constantly comparing him to Owen, and wishing he was a better big brother. But those 
comparisons are useless. The Bible says it’s not wise for us to constantly compare ourselves to 
others. Owen is a very mature sixteen-year-old boy, and he is a wonderful example for you 
and Peter both to look up to. We would love if Peter showed more of the character traits 
Owen possesses. But even when Peter’s behavior is disappointing, you, Daniel, must choose 
to accept him for who he is. He is your big brother. He’s not your friend’s big brother. Peter 
is the perfect brother that God planned for you.” 
 Daniel did not speak, so Dad went on gently, “Another thing I’ve noticed, Daniel, is 
the way Kyle treats Owen. Part of the reason those two boys have such a strong relationship 
is because Kyle plays his part, too. Did that ever cross your mind before? Kyle is loving and 
respectful of his big brother. He honors Owen, does sweet things for him, and makes him 
feel special. I can remember at least two or three occasions I’ve seen Kyle do a job for Owen 
or help take part of his work. Have you ever thought about how much Owen must 
appreciate having a loving younger brother? Don’t you think Peter might appreciate having 
that, too?” 
 “But, Dad, Owen makes it easy for Kyle to love him back,” Daniel burst out. “The 
older person should be in charge of the relationship! Peter makes it hard on me all the time!” 
 They rode in silence for another minute. Dad let Daniel’s words sink in. Then he 
replied, “On the contrary, Daniel, the more mature person will take the first step in the 
relationship. In the relationship with you and Peter, perhaps you need to choose to be the one 
who’s mature.” 
 “Honestly, Dad, I don’t know that it would do any good,” Daniel sighed. “I know I’ve 
done nice things for Peter before. It hasn’t changed the way he treats me.” 
 “That’s what you think. But maybe you haven’t really loved him with all your heart, 
treated him with such incredible kindness that you’ve shocked him, and kept on doing it, no 
matter what he does back. I don’t think you’ve done that, Daniel.” Dad turned onto a side 
street, and Daniel followed him. “And I believe that Peter’s attitude would change if you 
started being consistently kind to him. Much of his teasing is probably just to see you get 
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provoked. If you refused to get angry, I think he’d feel encouraged to rise up and be a nicer 
brother in return. It’s hard for a person to stay crabby when they’re surrounded by love. But, 
even if Peter never changes, you’d at least be doing the right thing. You’d be playing your part 
and being the brother God intended you to be. It says somewhere in the book of Proverbs, 
‘For thou shalt heap coals of fire upon his head, and the Lord shall reward thee.’ When you 
treat another person right, your reward will come from God.” 
 Daniel looked down at the spinning front tire of his bike. “I guess I never thought of 
it that way,” he admitted. “I never considered that half of the responsibility was mine.” 
 “Maybe more than half. Maybe God wants you to do it all until Peter steps up,” Dad 
encouraged. “You can do it, Daniel. Mom and I are praying for you. But let me give you a 
word of caution—stop comparing Peter to Owen. Instead, why don’t you compare yourself 
to Kyle? Pretend to be Kyle, and act like a super sweet brother to Peter. You never know what 
might happen!” 
 Daniel looked up at his father, and a smile crossed his face. He felt like a heavy 
burden had been lifted from his heart. “I’m going to try. Thanks, Dad!” 
 By the time they reached home, night had fallen. The moon shone brightly as they 
parked their bikes. Inside the house, they found Mom, Sarah, and Peter reading books in the 
family room. Mom and Sarah glanced up at them with smiles. “It’s just about your bedtime, 
Daniel,” Mom said. “Did you have a nice ride?” 
 Daniel nodded as he took off his helmet. “Yes, ma’am. Thank you for taking me, Dad. 
Goodnight, everyone.” He started toward the stairs. 
 “Nice shoe tying, Daniel!” Peter’s sarcastic voice floated behind him. 
 Daniel glanced down at his shoes. Both laces had come untied. He bit his lip to keep 
back a harsh defense and walked quietly out of the room. After he left the room he heard 
Dad’s voice chiding, “Peter, why don’t you leave him alone? He was pedaling his bike, and it 
was windy.” Daniel’s heart warmed. Dad was standing up for him. 
 Before going to bed, Daniel knelt on the cold wood floor and prayed, “Lord, help me 
to be the kind of younger brother that Peter needs. Help me to love him with Your love—
more love than I have inside myself. Help me to heap coals of fire on his head. Thank You for 
giving me Peter as my perfect brother.” 
 The next morning, Peter’s shrill alarm clock woke both boys at 5:30. Daniel normally 
slept for another twenty minutes. This morning his eyes opened instantly, and he watched 
Peter sleepily roll over, obviously dreading having to get up and shut off the alarm across the 
room. Suddenly, Daniel threw back his covers and jumped out of bed. Running across the 
room, he stopped the alarm. Then he headed to the closet and yanked Peter’s favorite clothes 
down from the shelf: his yellow T-shirt and blue jeans. 
 “What are you doing?” Peter mumbled groggily from his bed. 
 Daniel flipped on the light switch and smiled at his big brother. “Good morning, 
Peter! I picked out your clothes for you. Now you can sleep for just an extra minute if you 
want to.” 
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 “Wow,” Peter muttered. His eyes closed again. 
 Feeling good inside, Daniel climbed back into his own bed. Today was an exciting 
new day—and there were lots of things he was going to change. 
 After a minute, Peter rolled out of bed, grabbed his clothes from the floor, and went 
to get dressed. He did not bother to thank Daniel. Daniel quickly changed into his own 
clothes. Then he ran downstairs to the family room before Peter could get there. He opened 
Peter’s Bible notebook and scribbled a quick note.  
 Peter- I love you. Thanks for being my great big brother. I’m so glad to have you in my life. 
Love- Daniel. 
 He just barely had time to zip up Peter’s Bible cover and open his own Bible before 
Peter stumbled down the stairs. Daniel glanced up every now and then at Peter while they 
read their Bibles. If Peter saw the note, he did not acknowledge it. But Daniel saw Peter 
writing in his notepad, so he knew his brother had seen it. 
 I wonder if Kyle leaves Owen kind notes, thought Daniel, the good feeling growing 
inside him. 
 The sun shone through the kitchen window as the family gathered for breakfast an 
hour later. “Mom, it’s so cold today; could we have some hot chocolate?” Peter asked. 
 “Sure, if you’d like to mix it up yourself,” Mom replied. 
 In a flash, Daniel was out of his chair. He quickly located Peter’s favorite mug and 
poured in the milk, sugar, and cocoa powder. Then he stuck the mug in the microwave. 
 “That was nice, Daniel,” Sarah complimented. 
 This time, Peter found his tongue. When Daniel set the steaming hot mug of hot 
chocolate in front of him, he remarked in a surprised tone, “Wow, thanks.” 
 Daniel beamed. “You’re welcome!” 
 “Peter, I need you to run with me to Home Depot to grab some quick things I need 
for the workshop this morning,” Dad said after breakfast. “Maybe you can do your chores 
when we get back? We won’t be gone long.” 
 Peter nodded and shrugged. He didn’t look thrilled, but he followed Dad out the 
door. 
 As soon as the door shut, Daniel sprang into action. With a huge smile on his face, he 
tackled all Peter’s chores in record time. He thought he had never swept, dusted, and emptied 
trash so fast and so thoroughly in his life. When Peter’s chores were done, he did his own just 
as diligently. He had to hurry before Peter got home! Just as he was finishing his last chore, 
he saw the truck rolling in the driveway. Quickly, he grabbed both Peter’s and his backpacks 
and ran to the boys’ bedroom. He opened all Peter’s books and lay them neatly on the desk. 
He plugged in his laptop and opened it for him. Then—his smile growing bigger—Daniel 
took his own mechanical pencil and laid it on Peter’s desk. 
 When Peter walked in the bedroom door five minutes later, Daniel’s head was buried 
in his math book. Peter said down heavily at his desk, sighing and rubbing his hands together 
from the cold. “Daniel! Did you get your dirty little hands on my stuff?” he barked. 
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 Daniel looked up, his mouth falling open. “I was trying to surprise you!” 
 “Don’t touch my stuff again!” Peter grabbed the neatly-stacked books and flung them 
onto the floor. “I only like to get out one book at a time. Next time you want to surprise me, 
keep your greasy hands off my nice books. Look what a mess you made of my desk!” 
 At that moment, Daniel desperately wanted to forget everything Dad had told him. 
He didn’t want to be nice anymore. This was it—he had done enough! With all that was 
within him, he wanted to yell back at his brother. Peter was so mean! But before he could 
open his mouth, he remembered Dad saying, “Maybe you haven’t really loved him with all your 
heart… and kept on doing it, no matter what he does back.” Daniel knew this was the moment 
of the true test. He took a deep breath. If it were Kyle, he’d say something kind to Owen. 
 “I’m sorry, Peter,” he said meekly. “I was really just trying to be nice, but now I know 
not to do it that way again.” 
 Peter grunted in response. He held up Daniel’s mechanical pencil. “What’s this thing 
doing on my desk?” 
 “I wanted to let you use it for the day.” Daniel smiled at him. 
 Suddenly, Peter looked awkward, and he handed pencil back to his younger brother. 
“That’s okay, I don’t want it. You keep it.” 
 This time, Daniel didn’t feel so good inside. But as he wrote out his math problems, 
he still felt content that he had done the right thing. He had been mature. 
 All day long, Daniel worked extra hard to do extremely kind things for Peter. He 
thought of little else, but dedicated all his efforts to showing love to his older brother. He let 
Peter have the much bigger piece of pumpkin pie after lunch, of the two left over in the 
fridge. He took Peter’s turn of dish washing at the sink after lunch. He left a piece of 
wrapped candy in each of Peter’s shoes, so Peter saw them when he went outside in the 
afternoon. He gave Peter a back rub when he came in tired from working with Dad. He 
brought him his coat when he said he was cold at the dinner table. He sat next to him on the 
couch in the evening, looking in his eyes and making intentional conversation. At first Peter’s 
responses were one-word mumbles, but Daniel kept asking genuinely interested questions, 
and finally he came out of his shell and began talking. Daniel kept the conversation steered 
toward things he knew Peter was interested in. While they discussed computer software, 
woodworking, kite building, and guitars, Daniel gazed in satisfaction at the sparkle in Peter’s 
eyes. 
 “Bedtime, Daniel,” Mom said at last, from across the room. 
 Daniel jumped to his feet. He gave Peter a quick hug. “That was so fun hearing about 
all the things you’re interested in,” he said sincerely. “Hey, we just need to talk more! I love 
you. Goodnight!” 
 This time, Peter did not grunt or mumble a response. He looked excited, amazed, and 
overwhelmed all at once. And when he answered, “Goodnight, Daniel,” there was not a trace 
of sarcasm in his voice. 
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 Daniel was tucked under his covers when the bedroom door opened ten minutes later, 
and Peter walked in. To Daniel’s surprise, Peter flicked on the lamp. In the low light, Daniel 
thought he saw traces of tears on his big brother’s face! What? Peter is crying? 
 “Daniel, what came over you today?” Peter asked, a little awkwardly. He stood in the 
middle of the bedroom, hands in his pockets. “You made me feel so good all day!” 
 An instant wave of warmness toward his brother swept over Daniel’s heart. “God 
showed me that I need to be more loving to you, Peter,” he said honestly. “I know I won’t 
always be perfect, but I sure do aim to try. I know I haven’t always been the best little 
brother. I’m sorry.” 
 Peter stared down at his toes. He shook his head. “You’ve been a fine brother,” he said 
with a cough. “It’s me that’s been mean. But… you reminded me of Kyle today. I always 
wished I had a little brother like Owen had. I always thought Kyle treated Owen so well. 
And… made it easy for Owen to be nice back.” 
 Daniel listened in disbelief. So Peter had always wished for the same thing he had?! 
 “I do wish we treated each other more like the two of them do, don’t you?” Peter 
asked, looking up. “I always thought Kyle would be the perfect little brother… and I didn’t 
have that. But I guess I was wrong. You’re a much better brother than I thought.” 
 In the dim light, Daniel stared at his brother. Suddenly he knew just exactly what to 
say. “You know, I don’t think they’re the perfect brothers, either, Peter. I’m sure Kyle and 
Owen have struggles just like we do. But they really want to love each other, and they’re 
working hard to do it. We can do that, too!” 
 Peter nodded slowly. “You’re right, Daniel. Nobody can be the perfect brothers, but 
God knew that you and I are perfect for each other. I’m sorry for the times I’ve messed up. 
From now on, I’m going to be a better big brother myself. I want to be like Owen.” 
 Daniel grinned. “You know what, Peter? You don’t have to be like Owen. And I don’t 
have to be like Kyle. We can learn a lot from their examples—but we can just be ourselves! In 
fact, we don’t have to be perfect to be the perfect brothers. Why don’t we love each other for 
being just the way we are?” 
 Peter grinned back, and it was the first smile Daniel had seen on his face in a long 
time. “Yeah, Daniel. I think that would be perfect!” 
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By Libby Lindblom 

Written 6/2/19

Page �  of �8 8


