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My chance to play left 

a lasting impact, but it 

wasn’t what I’d expected.
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I gave myself a quick pinch 

to make sure I wasn’t dreaming, 

and then I voiced a timid, “Yeah, 

sure.” I st
ill co

uldn’t believe that 

my brother had invited me to 

play a game with the “big kids”! 

After all, I’d
 been told for three 

years th
at I w

as stil
l too young 

to play more difficult board 

games with my brother and 

his frie
nds.

AND  BROTHERS
I felt the hot tears of anger slowly slide 

down my face. I wiped them away with 
my hand, but I could still feel the 
slightly salty taste on my lips as 

sobs of anguish began to pour out. 
I just wanted to hang out with my 

brother. Why couldn’t he be my 
friend, too?

Just a few
 hours 

before, I had stared at 

m
y older brother, Steve, 

in com
plete surprise, 

w
aiting for him

 to tell 

m
e that he w

as only 

joking. “W
ell, do you 

w
ant to play?” Steve 

asked im
patiently.
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Dear David, 

I would li
ke to 

ask fo
r your

 forgiv
eness 

for th
e way 

I acted
 last n

ight. I 
was more int

ereste
d in w

inning 
than 

in help
ing you

 figure
 out t

he gam
e. As it tu

rned o
ut, I 

did en
d up w

inning 
the ga

me, but 
if you 

had be
en a f

ew 

years 
older 

and ha
d just 

a little
 more ex

perien
ce, you

 

would h
ave ea

sily won. Next tim
e we play

, I'll tr
y to 

teach 
you a 

few pointe
rs tha

t might be
 helpfu

l. Again, I 

ask fo
r forg

ivenes
s and 

wish you
 bette

r luck 
next t

ime. 

You're
 really

 an ex
ceptio

nal pla
yer fo

r your
 age.

Love, S
teve

Neither of us ever mentioned the letter 

or the change that occurred in our relation

ship. I guess it’s just one of those things that 

guys don’t talk about much. I kept Steve’s 

letter, but it wasn’t until I began reading the 

Old Testament that I understood why I had 

become so attached to it. I was struck by 

Genesis 4:9, which reads, “And the Lord said 

unto Cain, Where is Abel thy brother? And he 

said, I know not: Am I my brother’s keeper?” 

I realized that my brother had been faced 

with the same question but had given a 

much different response from Cain. The let

ter is a wonderful reminder to me that I am 

blessed with a brother who answered, “Yes, 

I am my brother’s keeper.” NE

David Christensen lives in California, USA.
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True to his word, Steve did help me 
with some strategy ideas during the next 

game. He was also very careful not to 
hurt my feelings. In fact, I noticed that Steve 

began to take a greater interest in me. That’s 
not to say that he suddenly became my best 

friend, but he gave me more encouragement and 
became more willing to listen when I told him 
about things that were important to me.

FAMILY LIFE
“Some of our great-
est opportunities to 
demonstrate our love 
will be within the walls 
of our own homes. Love 

should be the very heart of family life, 
and yet sometimes it is not. There can 
be too much impatience, too much 
arguing, too many fights, too many tears. 
. . . And yet the bottom line is that the 
reasons do not matter. If we would keep 
the commandment to love one another, 
we must treat each other with kindness 
and respect.”
President Thomas S. Monson, “Love—the Essence 
of the Gospel,” Ensign, May 2014, 92–93; 
read the talk at lds.org/go/loveNE8.
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