
A Special Brother 
 

Happy Birthday to a gentle man and a very “special brother” 
Who secretly deprives himself to bring happiness to others. 
His kinship I consider an honor and a treasure, 
As I meditate upon him, I write with utmost pleasure. 
 
Comfort and the love he’s shown, the broken hearts he’s mend, 
He’s been more than a brother; he’s been a dear and loving friend. 
Thankful for all the beauty and happiness through him I’ve known, 
And being grateful for his kindly deeds I am not alone. 
 
Forgotten old folk he surprises with gourmet meals, parties and special favors, 
Leaving them filled with a sense of worth and happiness long after to savor. 
Appearing to be the “Sheik” of Harris Street, though dental technician in disguise, 
This saintly man feels unexpected reward, as tears of joy fall from feeble eyes. 
 
The bewildered and forsaken, so readily he befriends, 
Disregarding status, age or color of the skin. 
For the troubled young he cares enough to help get a better start, 
While all those whose lives he’s touched are aware of his over-sized heart. 
His philosophies, his prophesies, his poetry and his art, 
Reflect the beauty and wisdom of his soul, and his pure and loving heart. 
 
I pray God bless and keep watch over this “special brother” of mine, 
As the love he tries to give away, comes back to him each time. 
And may this “special brother,” on this very special day, 
Be filled with the same happiness he brings to those along life’s way. 
And may this wondrous experience mingled with deepest love from me, 
Follow him daily … and along with his deeds, to the depths of eternity. 
 
Rose Saraf Tootle 
 
Composed about 40 years ago when Phillip lived on Harris Street in Savannah  
just around the corner from the Cathedral of St. John the Baptist. 


