
One Day, Peter 

The glass box encased him. He was so beautiful; he… was my son. My 

wedding ring that I held on the side of the incubator  looked bigger than the size of 

his wrist. This ring, like a bracelet for him. A weird sense of joy and worry 

wrapped around me, wondering if I was good enough. Good enough to be a father, 

that is. Watching Peter squirm a bit yet not knowing the touch of either of his 

parents was burdening to think about. I’ll hold you one day, Peter, but for now Dad 

is always here. 

“He’s so small and vulnerable isn’t he, Clayton?” Anna said softly, smiling at 

me. 

“The most precious thing I can think of,” I said back to my wife, coming to 

sit next to her. 

I was next to her, holding her warm hand as she lay on her hospital bed. I just 

looked at her and couldn’t have imagined a stronger woman carrying th rough such a 

hard time. A premature baby’s delivery and recent sickness were two big boulders 

in her life, but they never slowed her down.  

Peter was more than a precious gem to me. Anna and I waited for 7 years to 

have our first child, and there he was, laying there so innocently . One day, I’ll get 

to bring my son to a baseball game. We can go play to the park together. One day… 

I’ll get to see him hit a home-run.  

2 weeks later 



  Cast all your anxiety on him because he cares for you- 1 Peter 5:7. I was 

riding down the long dark highway to the hospital as that verse kept coming into my 

head; I guess Pastor Scott’s message was more influential than I thought.  I 

chuckled to myself. 

 We parked outside the hospital ready to see Peter . Anna and I walked toward 

the tall sturdy white building bearing a blue H sign on the side, but despite that 

sense of security, a problem far from our control began to emerge. Too bad we 

didn’t know just yet.  Too bad we didn’t bolt into the hospital.  

“What do you mean we can’t see him? What’s wrong!” I said desperately to 

the nurse. 

“Peter has a collapsed lung that occurred about 30 minutes ago, and the 

medical staff are handling it right now,” the nurse said calmly. 

“WHAT! No, no…NO! PLEASE! GOD PLEASE DON’T!” I said on the verge 

of crying. 

“Ma’am, Sir, we will have to escort you to a private room. We will have you 

see Peter as soon as possible. Please come with…”  

“PL… PLEASE JUST LET ME SEE HIM!”  interrupted Anna with her palms 

to her face, weeping. 

“You must come with me. We  are doing are best to help him.” 

We followed her to the designated room. Even though it was a closed space, 

we still felt as vulnerable as a lamb surrounded by wolves. We were th e lamb, and 



the wolves were the thoughts of our dying son . I banged on the wall that I leaned 

against and sobbed, begging for Peter to be safe. Anna was on the blue couch sitting 

with her hands glued to her face as she shook her head. 

The pain was unbearable. Like a knife to the chest, the news stabbed me; the 

air seemed to fall out of my lungs. I didn’t know what to do as my heart seemed to 

sink to the core of the earth. I waited 7 years, God. Please don’t take him just yet.  

My fearfulness turned slowly tuned into anger… anger towards God.  

 Slowly I sat next to Anna, rubbing her back. She was shaking  so much to the 

point where I thought she was shivering. Bit by bit I turned her into my arms, and I 

held the back of her head in my hands.  I felt her warm tears drip unto my shirt 

while my hands rubbed against her long brown curls.  

 After an hour of pure pain went by, all those thoughts of having my son hit a 

home-run was hard to believe. I knew there was a big chance that Peter wouldn’t 

make it out, with him being so small and sickly. Why would God do this to me? 

What have I done wrong to deserve this?  

God, why have you done this to me? You were supposed to be a loving 

Father, but then you make my son sick? You did this.  You took the air out of my 

son… If it wasn’t for You, Peter would’ve been fine! You’re going to destroy my 

family. 

1 hour later 

I look up at the clock; it was 10:07 p.m., exactly 2 hours after we first got to 

the hospital. Minutes felt like days, and hours felt like months. All I could hear was 



the ticking of the clock that sat on the wall, but I still I sat there with clenched 

fists, still bitter for what God has allowed.  

“Why are your fists so tight?” asked Anna.  

“Nothing, just frustrated, that’s all,” I said, trying to cover it up.  

“Frustrated with who…me? I don’t see any reason why you should be 

frustrated. It’s no one’s fault that this happened.”  

“God allowed this to happen, didn’t He? I ’m frustrated with Him. He was the 

one who did this and now might take our son away from us!”  

“Clayton, He promised that whatever comes to us will work out for the 

good…” 

“HOW CAN THIS POSSIBLY WORK OUT FOR THE GOOD OF US 

ANNA!” 

1 hour later 

A spiritual fight was going on inside of me. Drips of sweat from exhaustion 

were non-stop; I knew I couldn’t keep this wal l up forever even though in my head I 

had no reason to tear it down. I thought it was just undebatable; I thought I was 

right. The clock showed 11:07 p.m. I didn’t want to give Peter up in His hands just 

yet. Then I remembered… Cast all your anxiety on him because he cares for you- 1 

Peter 5:7. He cares for… me. All this time where I only cared about myself and not 

the One who created me, he cared for me. Maybe I’m just scared because I’m not in 

control, but I just took it all on God. God did nothing… wrong. I realized this, 



feeling the whole blow of a few words on a broken heart and  not knowing that there 

were already tears welling up in my eyes as the weight on my chest lifted , and the 

chills ran down my back, for I now know who is ultimately in control of  everything. 

A life changing truth that can be forgotten just like that had so much impact on my 

life. 

I explained to Anna what I just realized; the look on her face was something I 

will never forget. We both cried as we prayed to Him and put Peter’s situa tion in 

His hands. Doing that gave us hope. Even though there still might be an unfortunate 

outcome, it still taught me a lesson.  

1 hour later 

 Anna and I were drained even though we were still in a room alone doing 

nothing. Still desperately waiting, I just couldn’t seem to realize that I was actually 

looking up at that clock every 30 seconds or so. I just kept that verse in mind to the 

point where it got stuck in my head, and somehow I just know that that is a good 

thing. My hands were still as cold as ice. I still was nervous, and I knew it was just 

a matter of more surrender until my fears were completely gone. Anna looked like 

she felt the same way. With her long brown hair covering her face and her hands 

clasped together, she stared at the floor, silent as well. Pulling through the next 

hour seemed especially impossible. “Everything is going to be okay”, I said to 

myself. 

1 hour later 



A nurse knocked on the door, and Anna and I hurriedly rushed there. I didn’t 

know if I should’ve felt happy that the nurse finally was here or to be nervous again 

for what the result might be. 

Our surgeon would like to meet with you. Peter is still recovering, and you 

are allowed to see him in your original hospital room,”  the nurse said calmly with a 

smile on her face. 

As we got into our private room, we saw Peter. Tubes and wires were 

everywhere around him. There was one tube that came from his chest; it was so 

fascinating that one tube from my son’s chest was helping to keep him alive.  His 

chest moved up and down; he was breathing. The beeping of the heart rate monitor 

comforted us. All those dreams of having my little one swing a bat all came b ack. 

Both Anna and I were sobbing. It was a miracle that Peter was alive.  

The surgeon knocked and came through the door. He wore an all blue outfit 

fit a mask resting on his chin and had a clip board in his hand. The direct news was 

finally coming. 

“Hello Mr. and Mrs. Wright. The whole surgery went well; I’m very glad to 

say that. He is still recovering so our nurses will keep an eye on him 24/7. His heart 

rate and his breathing rate is now totally normal. What happened was that his lungs 

were under too much pressure due to his  ventilator, and it burst the air sacs, so we 

will adjust that. It indeed was an intense five hours and 7 minutes . If you have any 

more questions, feel free to ask.”  

“Thank you...” Anna and I said still in awe.   



The surgeon nodded and left, leaving Anna and I alone for a little while.  

Five hours and 7 minutes? 5:07? Where have I heard that? Wait a 

minute…it…it’s the reference! 1 Peter 5:07! God…  you were there the whole time.  

I told Anna what I realized once more. Both of us literally got down on our 

knees and prayed, thanking God what He has provided. He was the one who did 

this. If it wasn’t for God, Peter wouldn’t’ve made it out alive. God is going to grow 

my family. 

3 months later 

Here we are now, in the present. Peter is now a happy healthy baby, and I am 

a tired hungry father. That moment that I shared with you I will remember forever. I 

even have 1 Peter 5:7 written above his crib, so I’m able to see every day and one 

day tell Peter its real meaning to Anna and I. As for Anna, she’s herself is 

recovering… from not having any sleep from last night.  

“I remember when we saw you for the first time after surgery, Peter,” I said 

as I was carrying him in my arms. “I remember looking at you with all those 

monitors next to you . You’ve gone through a lot, and I think you’ve handled it 

better than Daddy has. If I could tell you some advice,  never hold your fist tight, so 

you always have open hands for God to work with.  Humble yourself before God, 

and He will always bless you.” Peter cooed and smiled, not knowing  a bit of what I 

was saying. “I remember saying to you that one day I’ll get to hold you since I 

couldn’t . You were too small and delicate , but I can’t wait for the day that you will 

understand these principles. One day Peter… there will be one day. ” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 


