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     My Little Brother 

 The day my little brother was born I was happy to have someone new in the 

family & to have a little sibling to play with. Everything seemed okay at 1st but as the 

months went by he got very sick, he had a high fever, started vomiting and my mom 

started to get really worried. He kept going in and out of the doctors, and finally the 

doctor said it was going to be alright, just prescribed him some medicine. A couple of 

day’s later things just went really badly. My little brother had such a high fever and had 

gotten a seizure; we had to rush him to the hospital right away. I was too little to 

understand what was going on and all I could do what was ask what was wrong. My 

parents were just too stressed and worried to tell me what had happened. 

Couple of days went by; my parents had come home from the hospital to take me 

and my other siblings to visit my baby brother at the hospital. During the whole car ride 

there, I was really happy of the thought of going to see him since I haven’t seen him in 

days. Once we got to Good Samaritan Hospital we all got out the car and started 

walking inside heading to his room. Still excited over the fact that I’m going to see, I ran 

to the room and I just froze in that instance. He was in the bed, pale, lifeless.  

All I remember was turning around and just running back to my mom crying in 

her arms and asked her what’s wrong with him. I came to find out that my baby brother 

had this medical condition called Dandy-Walker Syndrome. I didn’t know what it was at 

the moment but my mother explained to me that my baby brother wouldn’t be able to 
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live a normal life but he’ll live a happy one. I looked at my baby brother, still a newborn, 

still so young, so innocent without conscious of even knowing what was happening. 

When he was released from the hospital he seemed to be okay at 1st but than 

you could notice he wouldn’t do things that growing children would. Couple of months 

went by, he wasn’t talking, and he wasn’t learning how to crawl or nothing. He 

depended on others to help him with his everyday necessities. I, my older sister, and my 

mother would be those people. He’s 10 yrs old now & even till this day I still help him, I 

feel in my heart that it’s like my job to help. Every time I’m with him, I always think to 

myself; I want to help him, I need to do better for him. So I’ve decided to go to the 

medical field.. For him. 

 

 


