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ONE SPECIAL BROTHER 
by Ken Bradbury 

 
SYNOPSIS:  A light-hearted but compassionate look at why words matter. 
This monologue is a tribute to the courage of children with Down syndrome 
as well as their families. You will laugh and you may cry. 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(1 either) 

 
NARRATOR (m/f) 
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NARRATOR:  When my little brother Jacob was six months old my 
mother said she was going to write a book. She was going to call 
it, “One Hundred Things That Can Be Flushed Down a Toilet.” 
Jacob loved pulling handles and watching things disappear.  We’d 
be missing a book or a credit card or a goldfish and we’d say, 
“Jacob!” He’d smile and say, “Woosh! Woosh!”  Jacob didn’t have 
much of a vocabulary until he was four or five years old so words 
were a big deal to him when he finally learned to talk. Words can 
do that. They can be a big deal. 

 
 Here’s how it happens:  the nucleus of every cell has 23 sets of 

chromosomes and there’s this little rascal called chromosome 21. 
If you have an extra pair of 21’s we call it Down syndrome.  Not 
“Downs.” Down. One out of every 691 babies born in our country 
this year will have it. That means about 6000 this year. And Jacob 
is one of them.  

 
 Jacob is probably the most … How do I put this? … amazing thing 

that’s ever happened to our family. Just when we thought we had 
life figured out, along came Jacob and our world sort of got turned 
upside down … or flushed away. Whoosh! Woosh!  

 
 It was funny … Mom was so worried about how to tell us that we 

were about to have a brother with a disability. She’d read about 
the proper way to break it to the family without causing too much 
heartache. And here’s the part we still laugh about: My big brother 
said, “Lots of people with disabilities use dogs to help them get 
around. Does this mean we can get a dog?” And I said …now 
remember, I was much younger … I said, “Does this mean we can 
park in the handicapped spaces?” Jacob has provided us with a lot 
of laughs.  

 
 When he started to school he got in trouble … a lot. Kids on the 

bus would tell him to do things and Jacob would do them. And not 
all of these things were good. The bus driver would get mad and 
he’d report it to the principal then the principal would call Mom and 
Dad. The kids would say, “Hey Jacob, go up and kiss that girl,” 
and Jacob would go up and kiss that girl. They’d say, “Jacob, call 
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the driver stupid,” and Jacob would do it. Just words, but words 
can be a big deal.  

 
 And I hate to bring this up, but one of our major jobs was to 

convince Jacob that wearing clothing was a good thing. If he didn’t 
like what he was wearing he’d just take it off … no matter where 
he was. I think I’ll skip the details but Mom had to do a lot of 
explaining in shopping malls when he was young … and thank 
goodness that the people in church were understanding.   

 
 But the thing that got Jacob in the most trouble was his hugging. 

He hugs everybody. Everywhere.  At any time.  And when Jacob 
hugs you he closes his eyes, wraps his arms around you and you 
sort of have to hold your breath until he lets go. Sometimes you 
have to tell him to let go … especially if it’s a stranger at the 
supermarket or a lady walking down a sidewalk. Did I mention that 
Jacob’s strong? I’ll have to shout, “Enough, Jacob! Enough!” He 
understands that. Words are a big deal to Jacob.  

 
 Jacob is musical, too. I mean for a kid who can’t carry a tune. He’ll 

listen to a song he likes and that’s all we’ll hear for hours … for 
days … sometimes for weeks.  Nothing can ruin a song like letting 
Jacob fall in love with it.  

 
 Oh … and I’ve got to mention. Jacob’s an addict. Ketchup. He’s a 

ketchup addict. You name it and my little brother will slather it with 
ketchup and if he ever has to be punished all you have to do is 
threaten to take it away. Actually, he’s opened up a whole new 
world of possibilities. It never occurred to me to put ketchup on 
cornflakes … or peanut butter … and unless you’ve tasted 
ketchup-flavored ice cream you just haven’t lived. We won’t let him 
do this at school or in restaurants because it sort of grosses 
people out, but at home I just try to look the other way.  

 
 When you have a brother like Jacob you sort of want to be with 

him all the time to protect him. Of course, you know that’s 
impossible. You want to be there when other kids tease him and 
call him names. And yes … he’s cute and he’s lovable and he 
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loves everybody and kids still call him names. Sometimes he 
doesn’t even know what the names mean and he’ll come home 
calling himself that. The worst was the night he said, “Hey Dad! I’m 
a retard!” We all just sat there. It wasn’t something he read and he 
probably didn’t hear it on television. Someone had called him that 
and they’d thought it was pretty funny when he took up the name 
himself. Jacob really likes it when he can get a reaction out of 
people. So when we were all so shocked, he knew he’d had an 
effect on us, and it was really hard to get him to quit using the 
word.  Retard.  Because you see … someday Jacob will know 
what the word means. I know what it does to my mom when she 
hears the word. I can see the look in Dad’s face when one of his 
friends casually calls someone a retard in conversation. It hurts, 
okay? No matter what you’ve heard, words count.  

 
 Some people even defend saying it. They say, “When I was 

growing up that’s what we called it.” Well, that was then and this is 
now. It’s offensive. Grow up. Learn something. Deal with it. What it 
means today is, “You are an outsider. You’re not a part of the 
group.” It’s really not that hard to figure out. Imagine your own 
child with a learning disability standing in the lunch line. The boy 
behind him says, “Hurry up, you retard.” Is that okay with you just 
because your grandpa once used the word? Words matter.  
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