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On August 23
rd

, Darrah delivered our precious little daughter, Victoria.  Graham had his 

long-awaited little sister.  But amidst the joy, Graham’s life did not stand still.  After two 

years of home schooling and a lifetime of being an only child, Graham started 

kindergarten at a very structured, academically-focused Christian school – two days after 

Victoria’s birth. 

 

As we adjusted to life in a home with two children, both Darrah and I noticed that we 

weren’t taking the time that we used to take with Graham.  We also noticed that Graham 

was the youngest and the smallest boy in his class.  One day in the winter, when I picked 

Graham up from kindergarten, I noticed him with his thumb in his mouth.  I told Darrah 

about this upon arriving home.  Somehow, both Darrah and I knew with our parents’ 

hearts that it was time to be concerned about Graham. 

 

Darrah and I reviewed the several months since Victoria’s birth and saw a litany of losses 

for Graham.  He had lost the unique attention enjoyed by an only child.  He had lost the 

familiar security of home schooling.  He had lost the flexibility of a household governed 

by a set of rules friendly to the presence of a single 5-year-old child.  He had lost the 

focused attention of his father on “Dad Day” – our traditional Wednesday together, when 

Mom goes to work and Dad stays home.  He had lost his best friend, who was at another 

kindergarten with new friends.  He had lost the dedicated energy of a mom who was 

occupied with the exhaustive needs of a newborn. 

 

Darrah and I immediately cleared the decks and refocused on Graham.  I reestablished 

my singular focus on Graham on “Dad Day” and spent every available hour with him on 

weekends.  Darrah started spending more concentrated time with Graham, especially 

after school and around bedtime.  We held a conference with Graham’s teacher, who 

listened to our concerns.  Within a couple of weeks, Graham’s confidence seemed 

somewhat restored and he seemed “more like himself”. 

 

Still, Graham was having problems with a school assignment that involved a public 

recital of the 100
th

 Psalm.  One-by-one, Graham’s classmates were able to recite the 

psalm in front of the class.  Graham could not seem to get it.  After his sixth attempt to 

recite the verses in front of the class, Darrah asked Graham how it felt not to be able to 

recite the psalm that day.  “Sad and embarrassing,” Graham replied.  “I hope I’m not the 

last one to be able to do it.” 

 

Knowing how vulnerable Graham’s self-confidence had recently been, we hoped that 

Graham would not be the last child in his class to be able to recite the psalm.  But soon, 

he was the only child left.  All the other children had completed the task and had chosen 

their rewards for reciting the memory verse – a hand-picked prize from the teacher’s toy 

box. 

 



I began to question the wisdom and appropriateness of children being put under the kind 

of pressure that accompanied mandatory public recitals at the kindergarten level.  I did 

not want my son to be exposed to any public humiliation.  Upon our recommendation 

(really, my insistence), Graham’s teacher gave him the choice of reciting the psalm alone 

with her or in front of the class.  The morning of his next attempt, Graham said, “I want 

to do it in front of the whole class.”  I dropped Graham at kindergarten, praying silently 

for him as I left him in his classroom. 

 

Darrah and I prayed for Graham intently during the day of his psalm recital.  When 

Darrah picked Graham up at school, he eagerly raced up to her with a delighted face and 

blurted out, “Let me show you my prize for saying the ‘hundred psalm’”.  With that, 

Darrah knew that Graham had finally been successful.  She then turned her attention to 

Graham’s choice from the teacher’s “prize box”, and this is where the Lord surprised us 

with His grace.  Instead of the expected squirt gun, plastic dinosaur or toy car, Graham’s 

small hand held a crumpled, torn card with a picture of Jesus holding a little child.  

Darrah looked at the card and began to cry.  “Momma, you’re crying,” Graham said to 

her.  “Yes,” she said.  Darrah had read the back of the little Jesus card.  It said, 

“Whosoever therefore shall humble himself as this little child, the same is the greatest in 

the kingdom of heaven.  And whoso shall receive one such little child in my name 

receiveth me.”  “Graham,” Darrah said, “I’m crying because the child in the picture is 

you.  You humbled yourself in front of the whole class.”  When I returned home that day, 

Darrah told me about the card.  I cried too.  “He’s going to be okay,” I said to Darrah.  

“Our son’s going to be okay.” 

 

Once again, the Lord used my son to teach me a lesson, this time of perseverance, of 

humility, and of courage – and of waiting on God.  In my concern, I had grown inpatient 

and angry about Graham’s assignment.  But Graham never lost faith.  By continuing to 

try, he had become an example for his classmates and an inspiration to his parents.  And 

by being last and humbling himself, Graham – in my eyes – had become the greatest in 

the economy of God.  I will try to keep Graham’s example before me as I encounter the 

trials and disappointments that lie ahead in my own life’s path. 

 

 
This is the sixth in a series of reflections upon fatherhood since my son Graham was born on April 14, 1992.  On 

each of his birthdays I have paused to reflect upon something that has touched me.  This April, Graham is 6 years 

old.  His new sister, Victoria, born to us after three miscarriages, is 8 months old. 

 

 

 


