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		INTRODUCTION

		

		Sisters are usually people who understand each other in a special way, whether they are related by blood or "predestined" to meet. They have a lot in common, not just in terms of appearance, but also in terms of interests, temperament, and manner of life. They understand each other, see one other's progress, and hold each other up in the face of life's challenges.

		Sisters are also the ones that maintain cherished memories together: whether playing beneath the blanket, immersed in cool water, practicing plays for a school performance, traveling, secrets, or the first vibrations of life... All of the sisters' childhood memories are the ties that link them together.

		The person we want to talk to the most when we're in difficulties is still our sister or brother. Being sisters entails complete trust. We may open up about the foolish things we do, the crazy things we do, and even our innermost fantasies. When we learn to share and empathise, our sisterhood will grow stronger. We will discover delight and peace of mind when we share our experiences, whether they are happy or sad, triumphant or defeated.

		Another unique feature that cannot be overlooked is the presence of not just sisterly affection, but also friendship, soulmate, love, understanding, sincerity, and support between sisters.

		My sister is a gift for sisters because of all of the above. Hopefully, this book will provide you with a better understanding of the vital function sisters play in our lives. In addition, there are several stories in the book about brother and sister, or sister and brother, love. This is because, while it may be difficult for us to share all of the challenges that women face with our brothers, we can still share a special fondness with them since we are blood relatives. Brother is the first teacher to show us how to climb, wrestle, or joyfully follow the spinning dance of the ball on the field to teach us about the other half of the world.

		All of the stories in this collection are about love, hardships, family, growing up, separation, motherhood, mourning, and the bond that exists between two generations. Hopefully, the book will provide you with new perspectives on life, as well as profound feelings between sisters, and you will realize how fortunate and happy you are when life provides you with opportunities. You have a sibling or brother, just like everyone else.
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		Sister Rose

		

		We're both sisters. As thus, in perpetuity. Although there is a genuine difference between us, the joy we share is always present.

		- Elizabeth Fishel

		Iused to play alone in my grandmother's garden when I was a kid. In the garden, I climbed the hollyhocks and lofty trees. I enjoy playing there, but I am constantly lonely. My mother died when I was three years old, and my father didn't spend much time with me after that. In the years that followed, I had to switch places with stepmothers, grandmothers, and even an orphanage on a regular basis. I've always wished for a sibling. It seemed as if a piece of my youth had slipped away from me. I don't recall, but there's a profound, unseen vacuum in me—an unquenchable want for a sister. But I'm well aware that it's impossible.

		When I was younger and playing in my grandmother's garden, I fantasized about having a flower-like sister who would accompany me to school, tell me stories, and play with dolls with me.

		As I grew older, I married and started a family. I put in a lot of effort and am happy with what I got. But, on quiet evenings, when I gaze out the window at the big green lawn or the uncountable stars flashing in the sky, I still have a peculiar yearning for a sister.

		That yearning emerged in me one evening, after a long day at work, while I sat on the embroidered swing, staring up at the sky. The phone rang just as he was about to go home and sleep. I walked in after leaving the embroidery.

		- How are you?

		- Hello! I'm hoping I'm not mistaken. The Springfield Police Department is located in Springfield, Illinois.

		- Police? – I inquired again, expecting bad news.

		Springfield is about a three-hour drive away. There are some relatives of mine who live there. I went to Springfield High School as well, but it was many years ago.

		- We've received a letter requesting Luanne Higgins' address. The police officer went on. My maiden name is Higgins. I responded quickly:

		- My name is Luanne. What's going on?

		- Your sister is looking for you. The officer of the law responded. Sister who is older! With a sigh and a shake of my head, I expressed my dissatisfaction with the situation.

		- I'm not related to any sisters!

		- Are you serious? So, if she wished to respond, she requested us to leave her phone number.

		I didn't say anything else after that, but I did take down the phone number. Manley, I reread the address. There was no lasting effect. It's a Maine phone number. In Maine, I don't know anyone. It doesn't affect me in any way. Perhaps this is a joke. But after staring at the phone number on the slip of paper for two days, one thought stayed with me: What if it was true? If...? I made the decision to call back.

		It took me a long time to gather my courage as well. I turned away and walked out after looking at my phone. Finally, I pressed the call button. The phone on the other end began to ring. Reng... once... twice... three times... This is insane. I think I'll put the phone down. Once...twice...four times...

		- Hello? - said someone.

		What do you think should be said? I'm having trouble with my vocabulary:

		- Yes, I am... Luanne is my name.

		Both of them remained mute. Great! I just turned myself into a clown by doing something dumb. Still no response from the woman on the other end of the call.

		I heard a faint, almost whispering voice after a while:

		- Luanne, are you there? Luanne, Luanne, Luanne, Luanne, Luanne, Luanne, Luanne, Luanne Is it true that it's me? For the past fifteen years, I've been looking for you!

		- I'm sorry, but I have no idea who you are! - My turn to stutter has arrived.

		- You're my sister, right? – The other person makes an attempt to explain.

		I've never been told that I have an elder sister. I make every effort to remember this.

		Oh, how I wished for a sibling. Still, I can't believe it. How can I be sure it's true?

		- I was eight years old when your mother married your father! The woman went on to explain. I still recall the date of your birth. I was a child at the time. Bill's mother and father were worried that he wouldn't make it.

		My birth was not quite normal, to be sure. I was born underweight, weighing only 450 grams at birth, and was kept in an incubator. I've heard a lot of stories about it. My childhood, on the other hand, was so messed up that I had no recollection of it, and none of my relatives seemed to care.

		- I used to play with you and assist your mother in caring for you. I resemble a doll! We stayed with my mum when she passed away. However, I left one day when she returned home from school. I was taken away by Father Bill. I promised you that I will locate you one day. She's been doing it for a long time.

		My mind is racing with anticipation. I've always felt lonely, and I've always wished for a sister. But I had no idea I had a sister or that she was looking for me. The more I consider this beautiful secret, the more it appears to be a fantastical dream. To be sure it's true, I need to see her. I felt like a little kid playing in Grandma's garden all of a sudden.

		My heart began to beat quicker as I stood in front of the yard watching the blue pickup truck drive down the street that weekend. I held my chest, as if trying to keep from shattering into a million pieces. When the pickup truck came to a halt, a woman with thick brown hair leaped out and dashed towards me. My younger sister!

		– Luanne! – she exclaimed.

		I hugged her back, and she hugged me back. Tears streamed down my neck, sweet and warm. I've been anticipating this hug for a long time. We spend the entire day staring at one other's features, seeking for parallels, telling stories from the past, and discussing the future. I don't know much about her, but I do know that we are sisters and that we are connected at the heart. I finally obtained that lovely flower I'd always wanted to play with in Grandma's yard.

		And, by the way, my sister's name is Rose.

		- Luanne Holzloehner

		

	
		
			[image: image]
		

		

		Santa's Trap Plan

		

		The summer solstice is the longest day of the year, but for kids like me, Christmas Day is the longest day of the year. Christmas is a snail's pace for my siblings and me. We could only run around and chat with Mom while she was busy with chores, cleaning, and preparing a big party: - Mom, what time is it?

		- Mom, when will it be evening?

		- Mom, when do you think Santa Claus will show up?

		We waited all day, trying to be calm and patient since we knew Santa was watching us more intently than ever. Even though we tried to pass the time by playing games and doing things, the day still seemed to drag on. Except for that year, there hasn't been a year when we haven't felt this way.

		We were just old enough that year to be unable to contain our excitement about Santa. Is the man in the red velvet suit real or a figment of the imagination? We determined that we had to admit or deny his presence this time. My mother may have been perplexed that year as to why she could vacuum, clean, and cook without being disturbed. The mother had no idea that her three children had run upstairs to play with an abacus and plot a Santa trap.

		We spent the entire day preparing for the "campaign" that would take place in the middle of the night. We defined each duty in great detail, jotted it down on a scrap of notebook paper, erased it, and rewrote it. We hid ropes and flashlights and devised a plan to deceive our parents into allowing us to sleep in the same room, the one closest to the stairs. We practiced a lot and did our best to tie the noose to the slide, because our goal was to catch Santa and a couple of reindeer if we could.

		We feel more nervous and impatient as the evening approaches. We decided to climb into bed once everyone had gone in and out. We had never gone to bed that early before. This is also the moment to implement the first part of our strategy: lying to put a bed together. With the cutest looks and innocent smiles, the three of us approached our parents.

		- Mom! – my sister exclaimed, her voice lovely. - Can we sleep in Skipper's room together tonight?

		- You won't have to make three beds in the morning this way. My brother attempted to crack a joke.

		- I swear I'll go to bed right now. – I stated proudly, as if I were a soldier going to into battle.

		My parents exchanged smiles before patting my head and saying, -But we'll have to sleep on sleeping bags and lie on the floor. We'll have a backache and be exhausted for the rest of the day tomorrow. I still believe that the kids should sleep in their own beds.

		My sister decided, 'Don't worry, we'll be OK!'

		- All I want to do is sleep on the floor. I am equally capable.

		- I've also never slept in a sleeping bag. My brother had a sorry expression on his face.

		Parents guffaw. We waited for our parents with bated breath. My father nodded and shrugged.

		- If Mom agrees, Dad is unconcerned.

		We bounced up and down, then turned to face our mother, our eyes twinkling. My mother frowned and shook her head, but eventually agreed. The mission has been completed!

		But there were some responsibilities we had to do, such as gathering on the couch to listen to Mom read The Night Before Christmas. I've never seen a fairy tale go on for so long. We ran up the stairs as soon as Mom finished speaking. On the floor, sleeping bags and pillows were laid out. We hugged and kissed her goodbye and went into our sleeping bags as quickly as we could. Do step two as soon as mom shuts the door.

		My brother jumped out of his sleeping bag and dashed into his room, where he discovered his tools stashed beneath the mattress. The flashlight is removed and tested multiple times to ensure that it is in good working order. In a dark room, flashing lights signal that the battery is still charged. He carefully tucked the rope under his sleeping bag, and my sister placed the alarm clock under her pillow in case she fell asleep. Listening to our parents' footsteps and the clack of reindeer hooves, we chuckled and whispered in the dark.

		We didn't get much sleep that night, but there were occasions when we fell asleep without realizing it. My brother woke me up around midnight. The spooky beauty of the space was enhanced by the light from the street lighting. On the wall, shadows dance. In a shaky voice, my brother said:

		- I could hear him! He's on his way down the stairwell now! Listen!

		In my sleeping bag, I sat up straight, straining my ears to hear the strange noises. I jolted her awake, and she sat up straight away. When we tried to listen, the sound got louder and louder. There was a squeaking sound coming from the basement. Santa's gleaming black shoes were unmistakably tapping on the floor near the stairwell. Our residence has a large strong man with a snow-white beard! There was also a noise coming from the roof. Perhaps the reindeer can be found up there? I fixed my gaze on my brother. He fixed his gaze on my sister. Our shivering bodies were surrounded in a mix of emotions: dread and ecstasy.

		- What are we going to do now? – she questioned quietly.

		All of a sudden, the three of us realized that catching Santa was futile. After all, what are we going to do if we capture him? It's selfish to keep it to yourself. Not to add that we irritated him by returning all of our gifts to the North Pole. What if you don't return to us again? We don't say anything. The alarm went off, and the three rushed into their sleeping bags, pulling the blankets over their heads. No one said anything, but we knew we'd completed the quest and discovered the answer: Santa Claus is real!

		For the rest of the night, we fell asleep again. The dawn has finally arrived. The entire house fell silent. The sky was bathed in soft light. We were dragged down the stairwell by each other. We had to use flashlights because it wasn't quite dark yet. When we spotted our parents still sleeping in the room, we exhaled a sigh of relief. We slid down the stairwell on tiptoes, fearfully peering over the corner. The three of us were most concerned right now that Santa was aware of our scheme and would leave only whips and coals. But there were magnificent presents in front of our eyes - boxes, baskets full of candy and fruit, and, best of all, new bicycles! These are the best gifts I've ever received. It was too early to wake our parents, so we walked upstairs and into our sleeping bags, where we enjoyed chatting about the previous night until we couldn't stand it any more, at which point we hurried into our parents' room and got into bed.

		Now that I am an adult, I am the proud mother of two lovely children. They often complain about how long Christmas is. I knew they were beginning to doubt the veracity of the Santa stories they'd heard, even if they didn't say so. Maybe they're just like my siblings and myself when it comes to calculating and planning. I figured they wouldn't bother Santa as much as we did. But, just to be safe, I'll hide all the flashlights and ropes for the rest of the holiday season!

		- Terri Duncan

		

	
		
			[image: image]
		

		

		Conquer the peak

		

		"c limbing to the top of the world" adventure .

		It was a beautiful late-summer day. It was just around five o'clock in the morning, and the sky was still dark. The family hasn't woken up yet. I sneaked into the kitchen, opened the refrigerator, and brought out the lunch stuff. I didn't forget to grab another bottle of milk as I stuffed everything into a big brown bag.

		It is not appropriate to leave the house without the permission of your parents. However, I have a great desire to do so, and I believe I have every reason to do so. I grab a piece of paper and a pencil, and scribble a few lines for my parents, explaining that I only want to spend the day alone and will return for dinner. I opened the dark door slowly and cautiously after I finished. There was a creaking sound. Suddenly, Lisa, my youngest stepbrother, appeared behind me and asked, - What are you doing?

		My heart skipped a beat, but I instantly calmed down and firmly whispered:

		- Shhhhh, don't say anything! Don't startle anyone!

		Lisa, seeing my solemn demeanor, said quietly:

		- What are your plans?

		I kept whispering, "

		- Because my parents won't let me go camping, I'm going today by myself.

		- Oh, that's fantastic! Allow me to accompany you. - Lisa pleaded. - Come on, let me tag along!

		- No! – says the speaker. My tone is hushed. - Let me tell you something. Her parents will search for her in the morning, and when she returns at night, she will be in serious trouble!

		- Don't worry, I'm not afraid. Lisa is a fighter.

		-How can I go camping when I'm just seven years old?

		- I'm not a small person! I'm free to go camping. Lisa was the one who responded. - I'd like to go! I'll wake up my parents right now if you don't take me with you.

		I had no choice but to bring Lisa with me. We snuck away after making a few more peanut butter sandwiches, getting more chips and apples.

		On my walk home from school the day before, I spotted a massive pile of earth in a lot of land not far from my house - where people are planning to build a house. It's a mountain for an eleven-year-old like myself. This peak was the one who drew me in. This is a fantastic spot for camping. Saturday is the best day to perform the adventure because all bulldozers are off work.

		Lisa and I arrived sporting white shoes, white socks, and white gowns as we climbed the steep dusty mountain. Everything we wore was stained with soil within minutes. Even though we knew our parents would be upset with us for getting our clothes dirty, we continued climbing because it made no sense. Our parents tried to raise us to be attractive girls up until now. As a result, dust, worn clothes, and soiled fingernails were all foreign to Lisa and myself. We had a great time on the adventure. Actually, I'm not sure if this is referred regarded as camping.

		A peculiar sensation overtakes us as we crawl to the top and sit down to breathe. Among the pink clouds, the brilliant sun began to emerge. We sat silently, looking around. The dust is on my face, hands, clothes, shoes, and socks. I grinned as I turned to Lisa and said:

		- We've conquered the globe. With sparkling blue eyes and a beautiful, happy face, she glanced at me:

		- We are unquestionably on top of the universe!

		Following that, we have breakfast and then spend the day camping in our own style on the high mountain. My father, though, emerged at the foot of the mountain just after lunch. On this mountain top, I don't think Dad will be able to find us. I knew we'd find ourselves into a lot of trouble if we disobeyed our parents' commands. We were compelled to go to our rooms after our mother's lengthy scolding and not go out for several weeks.

		It's a cruel sentence for fun-loving feet like my sisters and me, but we have no regrets. Life is a series of events that result in the formation of memories. Despite the fact that Lisa is no longer with us, the memories of her always come flooding back to me. When I recall the moment my sister and I stood on top of the mountain and watched the sun set, my heart leaps for delight. When I see a large pile of earth, a bright sun, and pink clouds, it makes me feel like Lisa and I are on top of the world.

		I have never regretted taking Lisa with me on that trip. To me, that's worth more than anything.

		- Sharon McElroy
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		Are you sure?

		

		The heart has its own reasons, no one can understand.

		- Blaise Pascal

		That year, I was in second grade. I raised my hand in class to request permission to leave. I went down to the fourth grade floor and asked to see my sister by knocking on a classroom door. - I forgot to bring lunch,' I wept and said to her.

		My sister stated unequivocally:

		- Please wait here!

		My sister dashed to her gray bag and handed me half a sandwich, half a cookie, half a bunch of grapes, and even half of her oat cookie. She declares:

		- Here it is; take it! huh? - Are you certain? What about your cookies? She nodded and grinned.

		- Many thanks!

		I remarked that when I returned to my class with my lunch.

		Years later, I stood beside her on her wedding day, beaming. She was also present on the day of my wedding. I was diagnosed with uterine irritation not long after that. With the help of medicines and frequent procedures, I was able to maintain my ability to bear children. My sister became pregnant at the same time. I was preparing for the fourth surgery, a hysterectomy, while she was preparing for the birth.

		This time, the ego I'd lost was far greater than lunch, and no one could assist me. But she still came with her newborn baby, asking my husband and me to become parents so that we could care for and nurture her daughter if something happened to her and her husband. The old adage seemed to resound in my ears at that moment:

		- Here it is; take it!

		- Are you certain?

		I continued to inquire, and she smiled and nodded.

		- Many thanks!I whispered, hugging her beautiful daughter tightly.

		- Penny Perrone
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		My sisters

		

		One loyal friend is equal to ten thousand distant relatives.

		- Euripides

		Idon't have any biological sisters, but that doesn't bother me because I have many sisters in various ways. These are close girlfriends that always share everything with me, including hobbies, passions, joyful and sad times. They are, without a doubt, my sisters.

		Ferida is her name. She knew what I was saying as if she were a part of me. We could sit for hours together. While she only eats healthy foods, I am ready to eat everything lactose-rich. We almost became one in chasing an idea or indulging in a particular story, despite our differences. When we are harmed, we cry together. We're still giggling loudly, waving our arms, and performing the crazy things siblings do after our fifteen-year-old jogs together.

		Carol is her name. I met her at the most difficult time of my life, when my husband had recently died and I was diagnosed with cancer. In a common group, we get together. I don't want to go there at all. We're all in pain and on the verge of giving up. But it was her who helped me to get back on my feet, both psychologically and physically. She assisted me in getting back on my feet, something that only sisters can accomplish for one another. Our sisterhood has remained strong until today. We're not going to let each other down again. It's Linda, who has been with me from childhood to adulthood, and we will always remember each other no matter how life changes.

		We have a special place in our hearts for each other, despite the fact that we rarely see each other. Linda taught me not to be too satisfied with my achievements in life, and to be aware of the things I could have done better. You're always one step ahead of me. Linda has always made me feel like I needed to put in more effort until now. And it was only because of you that I was able to make it.

		They're two of my sisters. I don't have to hide my shortcomings and can always be myself while I'm with them. I don't have biological sisters, but I do have sisters that love me. And I'm quite proud of it!

		- Harriet May Savitz
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		My baby loves to sleep

		

		Besides friends, you may have to wear a mask. But beside your sisters, you can always be yourself.

		- Deborah Moggach

		- Hello, Connie! Get up!

		I gave my sister a firm shake. I patted Connie on the forehead when I noticed she was moving, but she ignored me. The hardest part of the day for Connie was always waking up. But I have a secret weapon: I snore too loudly!

		- What exactly are you looking for? Do you want me to perish? I need to take a deep breath!

		Have you noticed? It's fantastic, as I already stated. Connie always has unpleasant lines when she wakes up:

		- I'm furious with you! I'm ready to sleep once more!

		When I called it, it was screaming like that! But I'm not bothered. As I already stated, I possess my own form of magic. Connie had no idea I'd slipped my soiled socks into her pillowcase. I'm not sure how he can rest his head on the pillow without being aware of the muck inside. I flipped the pillow over and placed the soiled cloths next it. I only do this every now and then because Connie would notice and check the pillow before going to bed if I didn't. I'm well aware that my acts are ludicrous, but I don't want Connie to fall asleep. I want to chat to Connie, not simply because I'm too lazy to wake it up. I want Connie to wake up and talk to me, especially when I can't sleep. When the room is dark and the home is entirely silent, the best discourse takes place. Connie couldn't understand why I put dirty clothes in her pillowcase, and I couldn't comprehend how she could sleep so sweetly.

		- Connie, check your pillowcase!

		He gets irritated every time I mention it.

		- Do you think you're crazy? 'How does it feel to work like this all day?' Connie inquired as she removed my soiled socks.

		- Because I care about you.

		It wasn't a lie in and of itself, but the mound of unclean garments made it so.

		- You're insane,' Connie remarked, looking at me. Connie threw the trash away before crawling into bed. I wanted to wake Connie up and apologize for the next hour or two, but her snoring told me she was asleep and upset. Because I'm going to stuff her pillowcase again, Connie won't believe I'm sorry.

		I lay awake with my eyes wide while Connie slept. It is completely unaware of the length of my nights. My sister and I shared a bed, and she was always snoring loudly. Because I don't want to be like my father, I don't want to wake Connie up and apologize. He apologized in the same manner after doing something he shouldn't have, and then made the same error again. It was something Connie and I used to discuss.

		- Father makes no apologies. Will you do the same thing again? I inquired of Connie.

		- Most likely. But I have faith in him.

		- How about you, Connie?

		- Not at all. Those things will continue to be done by Dad.

		Connie appeared to be sound asleep. I was still reeling from my rambling thoughts when I shook Connie out of my fear.

		- Is there anything more you require? Connie mumbled something.

		- Did you act like your father today, Connie? – I'm perplexed.

		- No way! Please don't bring it up again.

		Connie shifted her weight to the opposite side of the bed. I had no choice but to lie down and remember my father. My father was not a role model for his children. He used to curse at us when he drank. But he had never apologized before, possibly because he didn't feel guilty. The only thing about which he expressed regret was his imprisonment. He apologized because he realized it would make us look bad in front of our neighbors and friends. He didn't know anything else, though.

		When he went to prison, he had no idea how quiet the house was. Every night, we didn't have to worry about Dad coming home drunk or causing trouble when he did. We didn't have to serve Dad at the dinner table any longer. We can even invite our friends and neighbors to join us for dinner since we know it will be a good time. This is a wonderful blessing for my family and the company where my father works in certain ways. Dad was under no obligation to apologize, yet he did. Father apologizes because he remembers his father, who was usually in prison, when he was sentenced to prison. And he remembered how humiliated he felt as a result.

		Connie always said that I didn't act like my father, but she always stated this late at night, when the room was dark. When I irritate him during the day, he invariably screams:

		- You remind me of your father!

		But I knew it was only in the wee hours of the morning that Connie spoke the words from her heart.

		- Diane Payne
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		Complete mission

		

		A brother is a friend sent by God.

		- Jean Baptiste Legouve

		Iused to fantasize about being able to transform into a tiny fly. Becky, my daughter, moved in with her twin brothers Brad and Chad at that time. Becky is five years older than Brad and Chad. I'd go to their room if I were a little fly to see how they live.

		Brad and Chad have always looked out for and protected Becky since they were kids. No boy dared to taunt Becky, no matter how bad, since they knew they'd get in huge trouble with her two brothers if they did.

		When Becky graduated from high school, Brad, Chad, and Becky agreed to attend the same college so they could share an apartment. Not only will this save money on rent, but Becky will also have someone to look after her when she is away at school. Nothing could be more ideal. But I'm still concerned; after all, Brad and Chad are just young adults.

		I was at work one morning when I got a phone call.

		- Hello? - I said as I took the phone.

		On the other end of the line, Becky's enraged voice alarmed me:

		- Mother! What should Mom do in this situation? Brad and Chad have become unbearable to me.

		- What's the matter, son?

		- The two brothers are even more demanding than their parents, constantly reminding their children of what they should and should not do.

		- Are you serious? So, let's see what happens.

		As I hung up the phone, I grinned and felt really secure. I know I don't have to be concerned about Becky anymore. Brad and Chad are performing admirably. I don't have to wish I was a tiny fly anymore anymore.

		- Nancy B. Gibbs
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		Joe and Molly

		

		A baby was told that he was going to have a baby.

		It listened attentively, then looked at its mother's belly and asked:

		"Yes, but who will be the mother of the new baby?"

		- Judith Viorst

		My son, Joe, had heard of Molly before I did.

		Joe came past the bathroom door one day when I was standing in front of the sink when he was fourteen.

		- All I need is a bottle of hair gel.

		He said this as he reached up to examine the drawer above my head with his hand. I was surprised and whirled around, but it was too late. It noticed what I had in my hand.

		Joe inquired, "What is it, mother?"

		I stared at it for a long time, unsure of what to say. "He'll most likely be unaware. Just finish lying." - I reasoned to myself. But there's something deep within me that compels me to turn around and give it the complete story.

		I looked down at the small white stick and exclaimed, "This... is a pregnancy test."

		Joe gave me a sidelong glance. - Actually... just trying... - I mumbled. I don't believe it's... it's just my father and son encouraging me to attempt...

		Joe's face became paler. It appears to be perplexing. It isn't that huge, after all.

		Joe inquired, "How do you know if it's... yes?" - Ah! – I exclaimed, my gaze fixed on the manual. – A little red line will show on the screen.

		The phone rang at that very time. All day long, I've been waiting for my husband's phone to ring. I need to speak with him about something.

		- I'm sure your father phoned! Take this for your mother. –

		I said as I handed Joe the stick. - Do not discard it! Mom is on her way back.

		It wasn't my hubby who made the decision. I returned to Joe.

		- Not your father,' I said, extending my hand. - Allow me to toss the...

		I went completely still. The laboratory has been marked with the stick. Joe was fixated on the stick. It slowly raised its head and stared me down.

		- There's a line... – His tone was stern. - A thin red line

		He gave me a stiff glance before walking past me, out of the bathroom, down the stairs, and out. And for the next nine months, it did everything it could to stay away from me. That's how he found out about Molly, his little kid.

		While I awaited Molly's birth, I had to get used to my oldest son's pain and estrangement. I had to adjust to a variety of new circumstances, including having a baby at the age of 39. With two sons, I believed my family was perfect for a long time. My spouse, on the other hand, was overjoyed when he learned of the news. Shea, my youngest eleven-year-old son, was engrossed in baby books, avidly following her younger sister's progress week by week. Joe hardly spoke to me throughout that time, except for two sentences:

		- You are not required to attend my school!

		And:

		— Ron's dog's name is Molly. When we're talking about the baby's name.

		Molly was finally born, little and perfect in the arms of her family of six. Joe's arms remained crossed over his chest as he stood far away from the hospital room. I attempted to summon Joe from outside, but he shook his head and returned to the hallway. When I saw Joe standing there, arms crossed over his chest and staring forward, I sighed.

		On the day Molly and I were released from the hospital, Joe slept over at a friend's house. I went Molly to the hospital for a check-up after she was out for another 10 days. Because of Molly's health, the boy returned.

		- My brother's doctor indicated he might have hearing problems... - I cried. – Molly isn't acting like herself. We need to get her looked out as soon as possible. While my husband was attempting to console me, I observed Joe pulling up alongside Molly, who was comfortably resting in her car seat. Joe softly touched her cheek as he slid the crib over so she wouldn't get caught in the chair's arm.

		- I'll be OK,' Joe murmured, his gaze falling on Molly. - I'm great, but I'm a little too young.

		Joe smiled as he glanced up at us. I felt at ease all of a sudden.

		- Today I'm going ice skating. – Joe remarked. - When I return, I'll deliver my belongings.

		Molly was still crying three months later at five o'clock in the morning. I hesitantly walked into Joe's room, holding her in my arms, to wake her up. Except for the sobbing, Molly is now 6 months old and in wonderful health.

		- Joe, could you just hold me for my mother? I told Joe, "Just a little!" - Mom is unable to put me down, Dad is at work, and she is in desperate need of a break.

		Joe remained silent, tossed up the covers, and snatched my tiny sister from my arms. He placed me on the bed and wrapped me in a thick towel. Joe rubbed him on the back and murmured to him as he paced slowly down the corridor in front of the room with her on his shoulder. Joe's first and, of course, not his last night with Molly.

		Many folks told me about the exciting aspects of having a baby late in the months leading up to Molly's birth.

		A middle-aged man said, 'It's like having a grandchild.' We have a baby as well, and it's the most wonderful thing we've ever had.

		My buddy said, 'That baby will entirely change your life!'

		- It's a good luck symbol! – exclaimed one of my aunts. - They are consistently the best.

		They ensure that we will adore this unexpected gift. They were absolutely correct! They didn't, however, discuss any other intriguing topics. They hadn't informed us about the photo of a baby cot adjacent to a basketball court, with a one-year-old with tangled hair grinning and happy when a tall, skinny adolescent mocked him. They hadn't told me about an obese kid beginning to walk and hurling a hockey puck with an oversized glove while wearing a plus-size hockey cardigan. They didn't show a two-year-old girl sitting on a stack of mattresses on the kitchen table, "energetically" assisting her brother with eleventh-grade arithmetic problems. Or a four-year-old toddler with a bright smile grasping the leg of a high school graduate.

		Nobody could have predicted how taken aback the first guest was when he entered a male student's dorm room and saw six kindergarten photographs of two similar people standing side by side. Next to a calendar with long-legged beauties, it's hung on the wall. They didn't show a scene of two muscular arms grasping a newbie swimmer, a shivering skater, or a first-time snowboarder. Of course, no one warned me not to cry on Christmas Eve when a seven-year-old girl begged if she could alter her mind since she was always thinking about her brother across the ocean. No, all the gifts beneath the pine tree aren't going to get "our Joe at home."
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		Lovely Kelly

		

		- I like her a lot!

		Over the phone, my brother's voice sounded animated. I smile, then ask a series of questions that an older sister would ask:

		- Tell me anything you know about her! What does she appear to be? Where did you meet her and how did you get to know her? Is she the "lone wolf"?

		When he talked about his girlfriend, I could hear his brother laughing. I can almost see its honesty in its eyes. Steven went on and on about the girl for the next twenty minutes. I laughed out loud as I listened. Something unusual happened to me all of a sudden. My sister had been talking for nearly half an hour and had yet to mention the girl's name.

		- Can you tell me her name? I asked questions and attempted to have a casual and enjoyable demeanor. My brother was silent all of a sudden. When I was ready to say anything, I heard him pause:

		Kelly said.

		In my shaky grasp, the phone suddenly turned into a hot coal. I remained silent, unsure of what to say. Finally, I make an attempt to stammer:

		- All right... I have to leave right now. I'll contact you again later.

		I sat the phone down, staring blankly at it as I tried to recall the name Kelly, another Kelly, a Kelly I didn't want to mention.

		I'll never forget the first time I saw you. At the time, I was seven years old. I ran into the home like a hurricane as soon as school was ended. However, as soon as she walked in, she noticed her mother putting her index finger to her lips and whispering:

		- Keep your voice down. The baby is sound asleep.

		The silence caused me to whisper and walk on my toes.

		- May I take a peek at you?

		- What time do you get up?

		Mother gave a gentle grin. I looked at my father, knowing he would assist me. Dad simply winked and escorted me out, tiptoeing towards Kelly's sleeping quarters. Kelly, my younger sister, is dressed in a long blue frock with blue flowers. I gazed at her as I put my face against the crib. Then I reached through the cradle's bars and kissed her on the face. Father knelt alongside me and gently roused her from her slumber. Kelly stared me in the eyes with her blue eyes wide open.

		- My tiny sister, my sister!

		With a proud expression on my face, I stated. That's when I fell in love with you.

		We grew up together and experienced life as a family. We laughed about boys, clothes, and haircuts together. All of your inquiries about the menstrual cycle, love, and shooting stars are answered by me. We made a promise to each other and aim to be best friends for the rest of our lives. Every night, lying in bed with our backs to one other, we divulge all of our secrets and dreams while meticulously planning our retirement. We'll live together and tour the world together. Like the Baldwin sisters of Walton Mountain, we'd be "joyous old ladies."

		Kelly and I held one other and sobbed for a long time on the day I had to leave home for college. She finally had to pull back and reassure me that Kelly was fine. But I'm not sure if I'm okay.

		Kelly was eighteen years old when the doctor diagnosed me with a severe disease and told me I couldn't get pregnant. Kelly offered to carry both my baby and my husband, Jeff. I pondered your suggestion for quite some time. I wasn't surprised at all, despite being moved to the point where words fail to explain it. I had a feeling Kelly would. But I eventually declined the offer. Kelly is one of my favorite people. I can't and won't ask her to get pregnant for me, give birth to a child, and then return the child to me. Although I am certain that I will be delighted to do so, I am certain that I will be heartbroken.

		The phone goes off. Isn't that great news?

		When the phone rings, how do we know it's terrible news? We were having hamburgers on Super Bowl Sunday, January 26, 1986, about 12 p.m. When Jeff answered the phone, he said:

		- That's correct. When? I see your point.

		I glanced into his eyes because I had a feeling.

		There's nothing obfuscated about it. I can see the darkness you're attempting to conceal. As Jeff slammed the phone lid shut, I inquired.

		- Is there a problem?

		He embraced me firmly and said quietly,

		- Kelly is no longer alive. Kelly stayed at the hotel the night before and inhaled carbon monoxide from a crack in an old heater. She died peacefully in her sleep.

		My younger sister, my younger sister. I couldn't find you! I can't believe what I'm hearing. We have a lot of plans as well. That can't be right. Cannot!

		Kelly's death was three years ago, and I still can't bring myself to talk about her. I can't even utter your name without breaking down in tears. It seemed beyond me that Steve was dating and perhaps marrying someone named Kelly. But Steve married "his Kelly," and I had to think of a thousand ways to avoid mentioning this sister-in-name law's every time I mentioned her. When I'm with Steve, I always say:

		- How's your wife doing? What exactly is she up to?

		Parents should know that:

		- Have you received any communication from Steve and his wife (or the two of them)?

		Jeff and I live in Alaska, while Steve and Kelly live in Washington. I haven't seen Steve or his sister-in-law in six years, though I do talk to her on the phone occasionally. Kelly, Steve's wife, appears to be a wonderful woman. My brother is overjoyed. It makes me joyful. Even though I was still attempting to restrain myself, I gradually began to anticipate her phone calls.

		By Christmas, though, everything has changed. At our parents' house in Texas, Steve, Kelly, Jeff, and I got together. Kelly, Steve, and I spent a significant amount of time conversing and getting to know one another. I started to like her more and more. We had a good time, giggling and sharing secrets like sisters. Kelly said to me as we were going around the neighborhood in the afternoon:

		Something has always piqued my interest...

		- What do you mean?

		- Do you think my Kelly likes you? Surprisingly, I responded promptly and without hesitation:

		- I had a feeling Kelly would enjoy you. Kelly will examine me carefully, but she will like me. I am attractive, beautiful, and joyful. You remind me of an adorable cat. Most importantly, you make Kelly's younger brother happy. Kelly, in particular, will adore your name.

		Kelly handed me a little dark blue box with a bow tie for Christmas that year. I cautiously undid the bow on the box's lid and lifted it. I gently switched the gift's thin cotton coating over. "Sisters are made by nature," reads a line of text neatly assembled with small bits of pink and purple butterfly-shaped magnets. Friendships are formed from the heart.

		Tears welled up in my eyes and slid down my cheeks. I held Kelly and whispered:

		- Many thanks, Kelly! I'm in love with you.

		Since then, many Christmases have passed, and Kelly has grown into a close friend and another little sister I adore. I hung Kelly's gift on the refrigerator so I could view it every day and remember how much we cared for each other. Thank you for giving me another Kelly, who is just as precious as my first own.

		- Pamela Haskin
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		The perfect garden

		

		We are sisters. Will always be sisters. Our differences may never go away, but our songs remain forever.

		- Nancy Kelton

		My father told me for the first time after dinner thirty years ago that I had another sister. At the time, I was twelve years old. I smiled and turned to face my mother across the table, thinking Dad was joking. In front of my mother's solemn expression, I went silent and realized the gravity of what was about to happen.

		When I first heard about Annie, I embraced it with such obedience that my parents were taken aback. My father's voice was soft, as though reassuring me that nothing would change in my life. I first discovered that I had a sister who was residing in a hospital with other disabled youngsters. Her parents, I imagined, stashed her in a shoebox and then abducted her. My parents seem to be envisioning you, and I believe they want me to do the same. My parents appear to want to inform me: - That's how it went down.

		Despite the fact that I have never seen her as an adult, I still have questions for her. Are you as slim as I am? Do you braid your hair in the same way I do? My mum mentioned something about hydrocephalus. Annie's pediatrician predicted that she would not live long when she was born. My parents were debating whether or not to take me home at the moment. They ultimately opted to leave me alone, believing that I would be happier living with other children my age.

		Later, I was delighted for her because my parents had made that decision, because the environment I was growing up in was confusing and stereotypical. My home resembles a museum. The inside is composed of jet-black woodwork, which has a long history in the family. The experts arrange the flowers professionally, and the mood in the house is so strict that it is impossible to communicate. Outside, there is a beautiful garden with no flaws. Purple lilies bloom in a sea of golden needles. Peonies were stretched high on poles, and vines clung to the two trellis arches nicely. It was a perfect garden, free of weeds and fallen leaves. Annie would undoubtedly be unable to find a good home here. In this authentic English garden, she'd have to stand outdoors like a weed.

		I went to see Annie for the first time in 1993. I am 39 years old, and you are 36 years old. Now I know a little bit more about her, her likes and dislikes, her favorite color is red, and she wears a size ten dress. She lives in a brick house on the same street as me. I sat in my car, looking at the house. The window curtains were drawn shut. The paint on the little gate has torn away. The barren ground in front of the home is the garden.

		After a brief pause, I crossed the street, holding a bag full of gifts. Earrings, chocolate candies, a little red handbag, exercise leggings, and tennis shoes are among the accessories. I walked on a slick surface. At the next gate, a skinny and lanky man was smoking and watching my every move with dark eyes. I was escorted into a dimly lighted room by an activist. The TV was making a noise in the corner of the room. At the same moment, several women approached me. There are four persons in the group. They locked gazes on me, jostling for a better view. I hesitantly spoke out, looking at each person's face:

		- Annie, are you there?

		Everyone fell silent when one of them stepped forward and took my hand. Annie is her name. Her features are similar to mine. We have brown hair and blue eyes in common. She's paler and taller than I am. I presented her with my gift bag.

		Annie stared me down and whispered, hoarsely, as if she were a schoolboy:

		- I'm going to miss you!

		Annie was approached by a cheerful campaigner who informed her:

		- Annie, it's time to open your gifts! Take a look at what my sister brought me.

		Annie tore the wrapping paper with zeal. I slung the tiny bag over my shoulder. She requested me to help her put on her earrings before looking in the mirror. She dances around the room in athletic shorts underneath her skirt. She chirped to me as we climbed the stairs to her chamber, as if she'd been saying those words for years. She handed me a pad of paper and told me that I needed to rewrite my name many times, including the precise date and hour. The following week, I called her again.

		I've known Annie for five years and still see her on a regular basis. "I miss you!" is a phrase I'm used to hearing her utter. I'm delighted to hear you reassuringly saying:

		- Don't worry, I'll see you next month!

		I was no longer embarrassed or embarrassed when she leaned forward, smelt me, and exclaimed loudly, "You smell good today!"

		I asked her to plant some flowers today when I took her home. I respond:

		- I'll see what you come up with. However, when we arrived, she said:

		- Okay, honey, I'll assist you. That's correct, I'll assist.

		I was concerned when I observed her planting the seedlings in the holes I had dug. I had the tree trunk in such a tight grip that it bowed and threatened to break. She then jammed the roots into the loose soil till I placed my hand on her shoulder and murmured, "All right." She let go of her hand, looked me in the eyes, and said:

		- How did I do?

		- You performed a fantastic job!

		While pouring more soil around the base of the tree, I talked hurriedly. My voice was stifled. I apologize if I have insulted you. However, I clutched a different tree. She grabbed the flowers in her hands and inhaled the lovely petals and leaves with her nose. I inhale them like if they were the best perfume in the world.

		This flower has a wonderful scent!

		I laughed out loud, my face beaming with delight. She then approached me and gave me the flower as a gift, pressing the blooms against my nose and lips once more. I get a whiff of the flowers in your palm. Take a deep breath and inhale the aroma of marigolds. I could practically taste its sour flavor as it made its way down my throat. Annie's brightness, on the other hand, put me at rest. Everything begins to slip away, the walls dissipate, and the years between us become shorter. Right now, it appears that the flowers dormant in her palm are all that matters.

		I stopped in the garden after taking Annie home to admire our marigolds. Many blossoming plants had been squished, and a few blossoms were hanging their yellow heads down the trunk. However, most of these blooms will undoubtedly continue to blossom as a result of Annie's presence. For me, it was both a thrill and a misery. I smiled unexpectedly. This marigold garden is beautiful to me perfect.

		- Molly Bruce Jacobs
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		Promise to Roxanne

		

		- Let's start with breakfast !

		I make a phone call. The descending footsteps shook the upstairs floor a few seconds later. I turned back to see the photograph of the two young boys in their mother's arms. "Roxanne, your arms are still over them!" I thought to myself.
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		DESPITE THE FACT THAT Ross is the oldest brother in the family, Roxanne, the middle sister, is my rock.

		- Be brave!

		When my parents divorced, she told me that. Roxanne has a unique something about her that makes her soothing remarks always work for me.

		Roxanne's children were born one after the other when she married. Justin is the first child, and Shaun arrives two years later. Looking at her caring for and caressing them, I thought to myself, "I wish I had two sons like that one day."

		However, life is not without flaws. I moved in after her divorce to help her care for the house so she could work and go to school. It's not easy to look after two youngsters.

		I eventually went out to live on my own. Roxanne dated a few others during that period, but I didn't mind until she met Tony, who genuinely cared about her and the kids. When they married, I was ecstatic. However, life is not without flaws. Roxanne had the feeling that something was amiss with her body.

		She felt really drowsy that day while studying. The fever is still being caused by the sister.

		She went to the doctor and got the following response:

		- It has progressed to the level of AIDS!

		The room was filled with fear. Tony and her mother held her, and I stood there trembling and speechless. Roxanne sobbed a much, but her condition didn't surprise her.

		I don't like a man you dated who used to do drugs. Not only was I unable to console her, but she also attempted to console me:

		- Please don't weep for me! Consider it a decision.

		I made an attempt to smile. She smiled and looked at me as if she had given considerable thought to what she was about to say:

		- Rhonda, I'd like you to look after my kids.

		"Oh Roxanne," I said. " You're not going to die!" They're going to find a cure!" I went home that day and grieved all night. We only informed the children that their mother was ill. For as long as possible, we want to keep this sorrow hidden from them. However, we are oblivious to the fact that they are hurt when they are lied to. I still have to keep an eye on them and remind them of the following:

		- We are living in trying times. The youngsters, on the other hand, must not give up. Remember who your parents are!

		Despite the fact that I told them, my heart fell at the prospect of these children being the children of a dying mother. I received a phone call from Roxanne while I was at work one day:

		- Justin stole a car, and Shaun was given marijuana by someone!

		Justin's cheeks were moist with tears when I arrived at her residence. Roxanne said in hushed tones to me:

		- I'm too frail to care for them, while Tony is preoccupied with me. They require your assistance right now!

		- What will happen next? – I shivered.

		- I want them to grow up to be great men. – You sob. - I'd like them to grow up to be good guys.

		In her eyes, I saw sadness and pleading. I don't know how I'm going to leave you now. When Roxanne informed the children that they would be losing their mother and would have to leave the house, I was not present. However, when I'm alone in the living room late at night, I imagine their sorrows and ask aloud, "Am I strong enough to help them?"

		I don't have time to think about it. I was formally assigned to look after them two weeks later. The lads had spent the day with Roxanne, so the night was the most difficult time. I could feel Shaun crying on my shoulder as he hugged me.

		- I'm terrified and want to go home!

		- Okay! – I said quietly. - Your mother and aunt adore you!

		I caught a glimpse of Justin, who was dressed in his pyjamas, standing there. It wants to assure me that it will not cry. Because of them, I realized I had to get stronger as Roxanne became weaker. But it's not going to be easy.

		- Please complete your schoolwork first! – I urged, turning off the television.

		- But Mom still let us look! - they object.

		Or:

		They yelled, "Don't go to church!"

		- Of course, we'll go. - I respond.

		They walked away with annoyed expressions at first, but after a while, they began to make new acquaintances. When they see Roxanne, they are less aggressive and more relaxed. I sat silently and listened as they informed Roxanne about their school activities. Roxanne grabbed the boys in her arms, looked over their shoulders at me, and said:

		- Many thanks!

		I met Jerry at a church visit, and Roxanne thought to herself, "This is the man who can parent my children." I agreed with him, so I chose to stay with him. Jerry was the one who played ball with the kids in the spring when Roxanne was too frail to see them. When I went to see her in June, she said to me:

		- I'd want to pray to God for another summer! Please offer her comfort by reassuring her that her children's lives will continue to be good when she is gone.

		Roxanne died five days after fall began. The boys and I spoke about paradise for weeks after that.

		- Our guardian angel will be Mother.

		- They informed me about this.

		We tell each other stories about Roxanne. Hugs have taken the place of tears. Justin and Shaun stood by my side when Jerry and I exchanged vows the following June.

		Now, let's imagine we're out and someone says to the lads:

		- The parents of the children...

		I tell them over and over:

		- My name is Aunt Rhonda, and my uncle's name is Jerry.

		I'll never be able to replace Roxanne, and I certainly don't want to. All I want to do is raise them to be the good lads you desire.

		- Tonight I'm going to work!

		While eating breakfast, Justin repeated himself to me. The young man is sixteen years old and a high school student.

		- Auntie, I adore you!

		As he walked away from the table, Shaun said. The youngster, who was fourteen years old, aspired to be a marine biologist. I'm aware that her dreams can shift a million times. But it was aware of the dream. When they walk out, I sometimes tell them:

		- Your mum is going to be ecstatic!

		They are giggling. That bright smile exudes self-assurance and optimism for the future. Roxanne's shadow was visible in those eyes, and I knew she was keeping an eye on them. I know we'll never have to go through anything alone because of everything we've been through together. My family is being guided by God.

		And, Roxanne, we're all rooting for you arms!

		- Rhonda Adkins
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		Lovely gift

		

		I will swim faster when you swim next to me.

		- Mariah Burton Nelson

		My sister whispered , - It's four o'clock!

		I sat up in a sluggish manner. 4 a.m. Why am I compelled to rise at this hour? Today, however, is Christmas morning. I shouldn't have irritated my sister in the first place.

		We slid into the corridor quietly. It's still dark outside. Parents are still dozing out. I'm sure my brother has been looking forward to this day for the past year. It even counts down the days on the calendar and crosses them off. We watched a lot of Christmas specials together on TV and daydreamed about today. It must have taken a lot of effort for my sister not to shout, jump, or shred her presents now that Christmas has arrived.

		My brother raised a finger to his lips and muttered as he approached the room:

		- Don't be so serious! Santa is most likely still around.

		I smiled as I nodded at its naivety. I realized the truth about Santa Claus and his miracles when I was six years old. I'm eleven now, and I'm pulled to my sister's excitement and interest. We entered the living room in search of gifts. I tried not to groan because I knew I wouldn't get the present of my dreams this year.

		When we finally entered the room, my initial instinct was to scan the nicely arranged gifts, but then something else caught my eye. Instead than gazing at the gifts, I was taken aback by the room. I've never had such a peculiar feeling about a room before, and I wish it to remain forever. My sister stood calmly behind me as well. Last week, we had a peek at the Christmas tree that had been decorated. Light bulbs twinkle, fruits glisten, and gorgeous yellow angels perch above trees. It's such a lovely, warm environment.

		The cookies we had left for Santa had vanished from the next table, replaced by a letter that said, "Thanks, kids, Merry Christmas!" My eyes opened in amazement as I looked at the article, but I was even more shocked when I looked at myself. This isn't the first time I've seen these, so why do I get the sense - as if Santa Claus is real? And the clearest proof is this message. My brother surprised me with a modest present while I wasn't expecting it.

		- I give it to you! – He said gently, shyly.

		I smile as I cautiously unwrap the gift, holding the blue bow with care. Inside is my favorite necklace. A little heart pendant hangs from a gold chain. This was a present from my granddad two years ago. This is the present I had hoped for. I was hoping he'd give me that gift this year. When I first saw it, I was brought to tears. You give me a hug:

		- He was going to get one for me this year, but... - She hesitated, wiping the tears off her cheeks. – He was unable to complete the task.

		My grandfather died of heart illness seven months ago, on Easter Day. It came as a complete shock to our entire family. My mother still tears when she is alone to this day.

		My sister gives me a warm smile.

		- I believe you'll appreciate having mine. I held the rope as if it were the world's most valuable possession. It shone brightly, even brighter than the pine tree's lights.

		- Allow me to assist you.

		She wrapped the rope around my neck as she proceeded around the room. My skin feels warm because of the small heart. In my mind's eye, I picture my grandfather. He adores Christmas and usually strives to surprise everyone throughout this festive season.

		- This is the present he gave you!

		My sister remarked. I smiled, like if it knew what I was thinking. I drew her back and gave her a deep hug. We sat next to each other until my folks entered. With the twinkling pine tree, twelve unwrapped presents, and the two sisters hugging each other, the room was stunning tightly.

		- Cindy Beck
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		Surprised sister

		

		- You've got to meet Karin! Sandra's tone was adamant, as if I didn't have a choice. – Karin might be your long-lost sibling.

		- I don't have a sister who has gone missing.

		- Karin, in every way, resembles you, from her appearance to her mentality. The two will undoubtedly get along swimmingly.

		- YES! - I'm done with the story.

		Sandra was my polar opposite in practically every way, despite the fact that we were great friends. It's hard to imagine she knows who is and isn't right for me. In addition, I have a large number of wonderful pals. I have a mother and a sister as well. They adore me, and I consider myself to be extremely close to them. I have so many friendships that I don't have time to maintain them all. What benefits may a new acquaintance provide for me? Sandra, on the other hand, was adamant about meeting with me.

		- How about coming to my Christmas party? Karin will be there.

		- I concur! - I concur.

		Sandra is a fun person, and the parties she gives are typically pleasant, so whether Karin is present or not, I don't want to miss it. I was hauled to Sandra's house two weeks before Christmas to help her decorate for the festival. Many folks are willing to assist. I've always been nice, but I'm not interested in making new friends, particularly Sandra's. Except for Karin, they're not my type.

		Karin was sitting quietly in the corner of the room when I first noticed her. That's when I realized it was Karin.

		- Hello! – I blurted out, a bit hesitantly.

		Karin fixed her gaze on me. Sandra is absolutely correct. We have a strange resemblance. My pals are mostly small and adorable, although I am exceptionally tall. Because I was so much taller than everyone else, I used to be self-conscious. Karin is similar to me in that she is tall, bony, and skinny. Both of us are blonde and short. I took a seat next to her and hesitantly began to converse.

		The more we chatted, the more parallels we found. Karin and I both have two brothers and a sister. We each have two children, an older son and a younger daughter, despite the fact that she is eight years my senior. We both adore horses, and each of us has recently begun training a pony. We enjoy being outside, shopping for bargains, watching very little television, and reading. We both enjoy People magazine, despite the fact that we have never purchased it. We are only a few miles apart in terms of location. We grew close immediately, and Karin's family became almost as close to mine.

		But it took me a long time to realize how unique our friendship was. We began to receive, like, a pleasant announcement from our neighbor about a year after Karin and I met:

		- In town, I saw your sister or brother!

		- My brother doesn't reside in the neighborhood,' I explained.

		- Are you serious? But she has a striking resemblance to her!

		At first, I thought it was strange, but I grew used to it, and it rapidly became one of our favorite jokes. Whenever someone says:

		- Is this your sister, by any chance?

		- No, we're not related in the least. - I said casually.

		Karin pushed me, and I burst out laughing, making the other person question if I was joking or telling the truth. Actually, I'm not sure if we're sisters. We are obviously not blood relatives, but we have become sisters in some way.

		Karin had done all a sister should have done. On cold nights, she is always willing to share wonderful food, beautiful clothes, a trip, a bottle of wine, and a long conversation by the fireplace. We rode together, went shopping together, and texted back and forth. "What are you doing?" we ask each other every now and again. We feel at ease sitting close to one another.

		My husband stepped into the living room where Karin and I were reading by the fireplace one evening while we were hanging out at Karin's house.

		- I can't believe you've been sitting here all night in silence!

		I shrugged as I looked across at Karin. There isn't much to say except for the calm of our wonderful relationship.

		Looking back, I can't recall a time when I didn't have Karin in my life. Despite the fact that God has blessed me with a wonderful younger brother, Karin is the sister that my heart desires. Now, whenever I hear the phrase:

		- Catherine Madera
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		Mischievous sister

		

		Sarabeth is my younger sister, a strong and daring young lady who is constantly breaking the rules. She will absolutely climb the tree if she is not permitted to. Of course, this resulted in her falling frequently and suffering injuries all over her body. When she was told not to rush and spill things, she ran into the house. Even though she knew she'd get pummeled and the cobblestones would scratch her knees, she enjoyed to rush across the cobbled roadway next to her neighbor's house.

		My sister, on the other hand, perished in a vehicle accident when she was only four years old. That appears to be her style.

		People assume I'll cry when I mention her, but I never did because I was only six months old at the time. I have no idea who you are or what happened to you. When someone inquires about her, I feel as if I'm reciting someone else's narrative or discussing a movie. Even though it's still the biggest source of anguish in my family, I feel as if this never happened and my sister never lived.

		That day, my mother drove me and my sister to Alan's friend's birthday party, where he was seven years old. My mother sat me in the back seat and tightened my seat belt when I was around six months old. My four-year-old sister was in the front seat. My mother went inside when we arrived to summon him and say a few words to my brother's friend's mother. There was a loud bang and a scream just as Mom was about to get back in the car. My mother dashed out into the street to witness the most horrific scene she had ever witnessed: her car had crashed into a tree on the side of the road. My sister was strewn over the road. She paused in her breathing.

		I always had the feeling that this story was not true, perhaps because I was so young at the time. Some of my friends laughed when I told them my story:

		- So your sister was driving and hit a tree?

		Yes, despite the fact that she is only four years old.

		- How did your sister start the car?

		- My mum left her car keys on the seat.

		- Are you serious?

		My parents had a difficult time following the accident, but they made it through. I feel proud of that because I know it's not easy to get over such a pain and loss.

		After the accident, my aunt went to Nevada from Missouri to care for my brother and me. She stayed home with me when my parents and brother went to the funeral. My aunt was the only one who played with me during my mother's tears, self-blame, sadness, and depression. My father was even worse. He started dabbling in alcohol. He locked himself in his room and listened to sad country music. At that time my parents argued constantly and each time it was extremely stressful. But as time passed, I heard that with the help of friends and psychologists, my father stopped drinking, and my mother stopped complaining about herself. Life begins again. But for a long time of my childhood, I felt like I was living in a haunted house. There are people who have never seen their parents cry, I don't have that luck. But sometimes it is the pain that brings people closer together and thinks about each other more.

		I like to think of her as a reckless and mischievous child, but I really don't care much for her. Every time I cycle to the cemetery, it usually takes me at least an hour to find my sister's grave because the place is so large and there are so many graves. When I got to her grave, I was drenched in sweat and frustrated, so I just laid flowers on her grave, touched the smooth stone surface, ran my fingertips over the inscription of her name, and left. I don't cry when I tell about that accident, and I don't cry on the anniversary of my sister's death: April 24. But sometimes, when suddenly reading a story about two sisters or a friend talking about her. I feel strange: I seem to have had an older sister, too.

		The more I think about her, the more I want to know about this four-year-old sister, about her own little things. I once told my mother that I felt jealous of my brother because he had more memories with her. Mom looked at me for a long time, then went into the room and pulled out a box of pictures. It's all about Sarabeth: Sarabeth in diapers and a tiny cowboy hat, looking into the camera, Sarabeth in kindergarten, smiling among her friends. I had seen these pictures once before, but in this special box there were two pictures that I had never seen. In one, she stands next to a baby stroller, hands on top of it as if protecting it. Only as tall as the baby carriage, but she stood as its guardian. In the car was a baby with wide eyes. I ask:

		- Is that a child?

		- Of course it's a child. My sister loves to push me around. She never climbs or runs when her child is around. My sister loves helping me take care of me more than anything else.

		This is the first time I see a photo of me and Sarabeth together. I don't think I took a picture with her because I was too young when she died.

		In the second picture, there is only Sarabeth. She wore a yellow and white checkered dress, no shoes, and a small butterfly bow in her hair. My mother seemed to think:

		- You don't remember how old is your sister now? Maybe two and a half years old.

		Mom flipped the picture over, then put her hand over her mouth and smiled and shook her head.

		- What's up, mom? Is there anything fun?

		- You and your sister are so similar!

		Mom gave me the picture. My name is capitalized on the back. This is my picture, not Sarabeth's.

		- Is this a child?

		I looked closely at the little girl in the picture. It could be me, it could also be my sister.

		I kept repeating in my head what my mother had said: Me and my sister, me and my sister, me and my sister. I felt a pang: before, I actually had a sister!

		Holding the picture in my hand, I felt for the first time that everything was real. I used to have a sister. The first time I cried.

		- Danielle Collier
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		Diary

		

		We arrived at the airport , dragging two big suitcases, just in time for our flight. - Finally got there,' my sister lamented.

		With a languid glance, she assisted me in putting down my luggage, and I grinned. I understand that this is a difficult situation for you, as it is for me. We've been praying for this day to come gently for the past week, but it's finally here. I'm going to a strange land, living a different life, walking a different road, without you, right after this last embrace and goodbye.

		The airport is one of my favorites. They are amazing gateways into the world for me, where wonderful vacations and adventures begin. However, nowadays, the airport is merely a frigid location with a sense of alienation for me. We passed a group of folks moaning about something about their stay on our way to the gate. The sound of screaming children. I take a glance at her. Her eyes welled up with tears, but she managed to keep a straight expression.

		- You'd better get going or you'll miss your flight.

		- I'm going forward and not turning back! – I gasped out. - I don't want to go back in time!

		She whispered to me as I hugged her for the last time:

		- Don't worry about me; I'll take care of myself.

		- I'll miss you a lot. – I said, and those were my final words.

		I tried not to glance back, as promised, but as soon as I saw the customs officer, I fell into tears. With a smile, the tall customs officer said:

		- Have a nice day, girl! It'll just be for a short time!

		I attempted a smile, but I knew it was the beginning of my real separation.

		My brother and I grew up side by side, sharing our pleasures and sorrows. We are not only similar in look, but also in character, despite the fact that we are fifteen months different. We're both curious about the unknown and curious about each other. She came up to me one beautiful summer day when I was playing in the yard on the grass and asked:

		- Would you like to play in the attic?

		The answer is always yes, as we both know. In reality, we were terrified of the attic, but the scent of the throne and the noises inside enthralled us. Whenever one of us had an idea, the other was ready to support it. We rummaged through every nook and cranny of the attic until we discovered something we both liked.

		Exploring the attic became less appealing as time passed, but my sisters and I have always remained close. We also studied together when we were in college. Parents are overjoyed because we can "keep an eye on each other" and, of course, report on what the other is up to. But now that my college years are over, I'll be working abroad, leaving behind all of my memories. I'm going to have to learn to live without you.

		The plane shook so violently that my stuff on the seat next to me slid to the floor. When I knelt to pick up my belongings, I noticed a weird tiny notepad. I recognized it was a diary after closer inspection. The book has a strong lock on it. I immediately recognized her handwriting as soon as I opened it.

		"Hello, sister," Today was a difficult day; first you announced your departure, then my employer..."

		It wasn't until later that I discovered she had begun writing and kept a diary for a month before I left, then slipped it into my backpack the day I left. I was aware that she intended to keep a diary last year, but it appears that she did not do so until the day she received my letter. I grinned and promised myself that I would write out the next few months of my life and email it to her.

		I read everything you wrote the remainder of the flight, your pleasures and sorrows, your accomplishments and failures. Despite the fact that I am separated by two large oceans, I have the impression that you are present. Just when I thought I'd lost my best friend, I understood that you'll always be there for me.

		- Martine Klaasen
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		Amazing pictures

		

		Saints are those who believe and understand the eyes of children.

		- Noname

		There are no sisters or brothers in my family; I just have two brothers. If my memory serves me correctly, the only effort I made as a child was to get rid of my younger brothers, but now that we are all adults, we get along swimmingly. I'm not a particularly generous sister, but back then, I assumed that my two younger brothers were to blame for everything. I believe things will be different with sisters. That is why I am constantly envious of people who have older or younger sisters. Later, when I married, I had two daughters and hoped that they would have everything I had wished for.

		However, things are not as straightforward as they appear. Although they get along well as youngsters, they don't appear to get along with each other as adults. Maybe it's because of their age difference (Ilana was almost five years old when Shoshana was born), or maybe it's because of their personalities. My fantasy of a special sisterly bond seemed to go away as the two of us grew older. After all, my two girls are lovely, brilliant, and, while not as close as they once were, they still adore each other. But, just when I was about to forget about my old ambition, everything began to shift.

		Shoshana was fourteen years old at the time and had just started high school. She, like many other youngsters in the neighborhood, chose to attend college in Chicago. We agreed to send our little girl 100 miles away to a famous university high school and just come home on weekends. To be honest, I'm not sure I'd feel secure sending her that far away from home, but my husband and I know it's best for her. Gradually, we became accustomed to that concept as well. Ilana, on the other hand, was a different story.

		To be honest, I didn't notice Ilana's alteration. I had almost no time for Ilana since I was so consumed with arranging the required things for Shoshana, and I didn't know how Shoshana's departure affected Ilana. The youngster is just nine years old. I never expected it to retaliate so forcefully. After all, this isn't such an awful situation. Shoshana would leave school four years later to return home. Ilana, on the other hand, disagrees.

		I don't understand why, despite talking to Ilana about it frequently, I still don't know. Not to mention that Ilana has a lot of faith in me and tells me what she thinks about Shoshana. However, I just discovered this by chance.

		I walked into Ilana's room to put away my laundered clothes in the morning, a week before Shoshana started school. Ilana was sitting on the floor at the time, surrounded by a collection of photographs. When I looked closely, I noticed they were photos taken during a summer camping trip with the family. I've never seen these before. They'd only come that morning, right? I gently inquired as to why Ilana had brought these photographs into her room without informing me. But I was enraged by what Ilana done. He cut out each of the faces in the photographs and glued them to a sheet of hard pink paper over and over.

		- What are you up to? – I exclaimed. - Stop right now! Why did you remove these photographs?

		Don't hold your breath for a response. I gathered my belongings and exited the room. I was enraged and refused to listen to any of her explanations. Then I went out and put the pictures on my dressing table.

		Ilana had spent the entire morning in her room. I knew I needed to talk to Ilana by midday. My curiosity had won out over my rage at this time. I'm curious as to why she removed the photos.

		Ilana was sleeping on the bed when I arrived, and next to her was a pink cardboard. I brought it outdoors after picking it up. Ilana cut images from current and old photos from a few years ago to cover around half of the cover. Ilana and Shoshana featured on all of the stickers on the cover. Imagine them as babies and toddlers soaking in the tub together. Imagine them with my lipstick and heels in front of the mirror. Shoshana grips the tail of Ilana's bike as she learns to ride without two support wheels. "Mom, I did it!" Ilana said as she burst into the house, smiling and shouting with pleasure. That was taught to you by Shoshana!"

		I took a seat on the bed, and Ilana sat up and opened her eyes.

		I stroked her cheek and said, "Hello, honey!" Ilana's lips shook and moved:

		- I'm sorry, Mom!

		I say, - I know, honey! - I'd also like to express my regret for being upset. Tell me, what are your plans?

		Ilana snatched the pink card from my grip and examined it carefully.

		- I made this for Shoshana, so please let her hang it in her new room.

		- Fantastic! - I exclaim.

		- You'll have to travel a long way. – Ilana said, her voice gloomy. – You will undoubtedly be very busy, with numerous exercises and new acquaintances.

		I drew her back and gave her a deep hug. I know how my little Ilana is feeling right now, but I'm not sure how to express it to her. How can I reassure my youngster that things will remain mostly unchanged? How can I be sure Shoshana won't forget about me? Because I, too, am in the same boat. I'm not sure how to console her, but Ilana's next inquiry contains the answer.

		- What do you think of this cover? I shouldn't have used pink in the first place. Pink is a color that Shoshana despises. However, I prefer the color pink. That's why I chose it, but I'm not interested in this one.

		- I'm sure it'll be a hit with your sister. – I'm in desperate need. – Because you appreciate pink, Shoshana will think of you every time she sees it.

		I'm not lying because I know Shoshana will come through. Shoshana would take a few weeks to settle in and get her stuff organized when she moved to a new place, but I knew she'd hang up the pink card the first day she arrived.

		Shoshana was extremely busy throughout the first few months. Every night, we merely talk on the phone and see each other on weekends. Shoshana had more exercises and companions after that. Even in the midst of a hectic schedule, the pink card serves as a reminder of family to my daughter. I only found out about this by chance as well. One evening, a few weeks after the start of the new school year, I entered Ilana's room. She was giggling as she sat in front of the computer.

		- What's the big deal, son?

		Shoshana had written a letter, which Ilana pointed to. "Remember the time when you taught me to ride a bicycle without two supporting wheels?" it asked in the letter. She let go of her hand. I lost control and collided with Mrs. Parker's flower bed. Remember how her tulips were all crushed?"

		When I noticed the number of letters Shoshana sent to Ilana increasing day by day, my heart swelled with joy. Each letter corresponds to a certain memory depicted in the photographs.

		Surprisingly, the separation brought them closer. Ilana grew into a young woman during Shoshana's four years of schooling. The sisters learn they have more in common than just childhood memories to discuss. Those recollections, however, became the foundation of their friendship. While I appear to have forgotten about my desire for my daughters to bond, it is still happening right next to me.

		Shoshana started college at the same time as Ilana started high school. By e-mail, the two sisters continued to communicate. Ilana printed each letter individually and saved them all. Shoshana posted a pink card on the wall the first time he moved into a college dorm room.

		Shoshana married last summer. As a bridesmaid, Ilana. We had a complete album full of stunning photographs, many of which were taken together. Ilana presented her sister and brother-in-law with a picture frame with a cover including photographs of the two sisters shot in front of their home on a beautiful spring morning. The following phrases are inscribed on the frame: "I am a soulmate who is always there for you, loving, caring, protecting, and sharing secrets. We have not only a sisterhood, but also a sincere relationship that is nourished by memories."

		We came to help Shoshana and her husband organize their belongings when they moved into their new flat. Crates, suitcases, opened gifts, and half a pizza box littered the apartment. Shoshana started unpacking her belongings, placing the most vital and necessary items for her new life in order: a toothbrush, a towel, a pan, and, of course, Ilana's pink picture frame.

		Each of us will have to play a variety of roles throughout our lives. However, just because we begin a new role as a wife or mother does not mean we abandon our former duties as a son, sister, or brother. Shoshana is now a married woman. She will be a mommy one day. Shoshana was strongly impacted by a childhood Shoshana in order to achieve that maturity. She surrounded herself with things she chose, things that made her happy, offered her joy, and reminded her of loved ones. He and Ilana continued to spend a lot of time together, laughing and exchanging secrets that only sisters could comprehend. Shoshana and her husband intend to keep a journal and create memories together, which they will eventually share with their children and grandchildren.

		My Shoshana will hopefully find her cutting and pasting pictures on the bedroom floor one day. Shoshana would then gaze up at the worn pink cardboard that was framed and hung on the wall of a certain room in the house, and it would do what I should have done back in the day. It is smiling to yourself and gently closing the door.

		- Phyllis Nutkis

		

	
		
			[image: image]
		

		

		Talented chefs

		

		- There are two more plums!

		While stirring a pot of imaginary soup in the playhouse, I informed my younger brother. We are really fortunate little girls. We've had a fantastic playhouse since 1958, which no other farm kid has.

		My father moved the little octagonal structure that had been a chicken coop to a corner of the front yard among the lilac bushes and plum trees after thoroughly cleaning it. With leftover wallpaper, Mom assisted us in decorating the interior. Mom even left us an ancient kitchen sink, pots and pans, and a wooden wall phone from the 1920s. The rest of the house was supplied by the ditch, specifically the ditch in the wing. The field is adjacent to a road where people frequently discard old or damaged items. My sisters and I often spend the afternoons playing in the small house or seeking for discarded treasures. A walnut chair, an oak table with patterned legs, and a phonograph with a side crank were among the items we received.

		We cooked a pot of soup with what we had just discovered—a large white porcelain kettle—on sunny summer days.

		- It even has a lid! When we found him, my brother yelled, "LeAnn!"

		We drained the kettle and washed it thoroughly.

		- Would you want to join us for lunch? – We dashed over to Mom and inquired.

		- Of course! - Mother says emphatically. Even if a mother of eight children is extremely busy with gardening, cooking, washing, cleaning, and many other chores, she still finds time to attend tea parties and other errands. our thrilling show My mother and even my father enjoyed watching my sister and I display cooking on the big table on summer days, frequently while lounging in a rattan chair.

		I added two more plums to the gleaming new kettle, then a few lilac leaves and quickly mixed them in. We covered the oak table with an old lace tablecloth and piled dishes from the basement and Mother's old cutlery on top. The centerpiece of the table is enhanced by a vase filled with dandelions and imitation star flowers.

		- Tell your mum that we're all set to leave! – LeAnn made a suggestion. – For the king, we have a pot of soup!

		I dashed into the house, taking my mother's hand in mine and dragging me to our playhouse.

		- I say, 'We prepared plum soup.' - Take a look at the fantastic pan we found!

		Mother took a seat on a wood chair with a few strands of rattan missing, and I took a seat next to her on the bench. Our soup pot was proudly placed on the table by LeAnn. Mother let out a gasp.

		- How are you doing, mom? We, too, were taken aback. Mother covered her lips with her hand but couldn't stop herself from laughing:

		- Is this a container?

		- Yes, but what about your mother?

		- This is a toilet,' Mom said, laughing.

		- Is it one of the king's possessions, mother? - I attempted to save it.

		Mother shook her head, attempting to reclaim her usual tone:

		- We didn't have a bathroom in our house before. We utilize pots hidden under the bed instead of going out in the middle of the night.

		- Are you talking about pots? We all yelled at the same time.

		- The restrooms! Mom smiled and nodded.

		Oh, my goodness, I can't imagine! LeAnn and I went to the ditch after emptying the pot of plum soup out the window.

		- See if there's another pan to use fry!

		- Mary Panosh
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		Your gift

		

		Heart - the source of great symphonies.

		- Calvin Miller

		My mother enrolled me in dance and ballet classes after my father died. I was only seven years old at the time, but I was well aware of the family's financial hardships, especially since my mother had become a widow and had to work to support the entire family. When my mother told me, I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I can't believe my wish will one day come true! -Do I have enough money to pay tuition?' I inquired of my mum.

		Mom simply smiled and stated:

		- We'll keep a little bit of everything.

		- Many thanks, Mom! I'll never forget this! - I hugged my mother.

		Mom and I take the bus from South Orange Avenue to Greta Reilly's dance studio every Saturday morning. When my mother needs to work, my seventeen-year-old brother, Sonny, will pick me up. Mr. Sonny, unlike many other young people, has never grumbled about babysitting. He seemed to love being assigned to this shuttle mission, on the contrary. I believe it is the sense of duty that makes him feel mature.

		Sonny not only sat on the bus with me for an hour and a half, but she also stayed in her room until class was over. He sat in the dance room's corner chair, where he could watch the class warm up, learn a new dance, and prepare for the year-end performance. He didn't say much about the class activities, but he complimented me and my buddies on our excellent dancing and work ethic.

		On the way home one day, he questioned me:

		- What kind of bags do the majority of your classmates carry to class?

		I didn't have such baggage back then, so it's understandable that you didn't notice. I explained that these were specific bags for changing clothes and shoes between courses.

		- How come I don't have one? – My brother screamed. But soon after, he became melancholy and said:

		- My apologies!

		I reassured him that it was not a major issue. The portable paper bag I'm using is excellent, and I enjoy using it. That isn't necessarily a fabrication. From the colors to the eye-catching patterns, my paper bag reflects my personality. Best of all, because they're just shopping bags, I can switch to fresh ones whenever I choose.

		- YES! – he said finally. - I think it's lovely, too.

		For me, going to a dance class and having shoes to dance in is sufficient. I don't require any additional lovely, opulent items.

		However, when I went home from school a few weeks later, I discovered my loyal paper bag lying on the dining room table with a weird appearance, containing something hard. When I opened it, there was a shiny black speciality bag with silver accent inside. I was taken aback and stared at it. But I used to think I didn't enjoy it. I'm not sure how long my eyes were fixed there; all I know is that when I heard Sonny's voice, they were raised:

		- I hope you prefer it than the paper bag!

		- Do you like it? Not only do I like it, but I adore it! – I'm quite enthusiastic. - But where did it originate?

		- It's your present!

		I kissed his cheek and held him.

		- I appreciate it a lot! I've never seen a more gorgeous gift!

		- Do you want the bag or do you want the bag? Sonny gave a crooked smile.

		- Both are true.

		His grin radiated from his face.

		- Can you tell me where you got the money? - I'm wondering.

		- He tried to be like his mother, conserving a little bit of everything.

		His happiness stems from making me happy, whereas my happiness stems from how wonderful you make me feel.

		I told him, 'I'll preserve it as a treasure.'

		- I stuffed your clothing and dancing shoes into the closet. Shall I try these on to see whether they fit?

		- Helen Colella
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		Sharing

		

		We can choose friends, but we cannot choose sisters.

		- Evelyn Loeb

		- You have to be able to share!

		When I had to hear those words from my mother, I would become quite agitated. Despite the fact that I have three sisters, I am sharing with someone who is exhausted. Worse, we're all first-year students. Things are frequently insufficient for all of us.

		We were born and nurtured in the 1950s, when a child with his own room, amusement toys, or a telephone was thought unusual by all. A room with two double beds was shared by my four sisters and me. On cold evenings, having someone sleep next to you may seem bothersome, but it is actually quite pleasant and cozy.

		In my home, there is no such thing as private space. On the bottom floor, the only phone was located in the middle of the corridor. Privacy is a luxury, but it isn't a big concern because we have nothing to hide and always tell each other everything, not just sisters, but also neighbors.

		The lone television in my house is in the living room corner (waiting for someone to pick one of the three to pick up). Our bedroom is devoid of all forms of entertainment, including video games and computers. We have a gramophone and a stack of records instead. My sister and I would dance in the room, and the records would be played over and over until the grooves were completely worn out.

		We have a radio clock that may be used as an alarm clock as well as a source of pleasure. We all have to get up early when one of us has to. Then there will be a battle for the house's single bathroom. For four sisters, there is just one bathroom! What a nightmare it is to have to wait! I had to kick through the door several times for my sister to end up posing in it. The old door may be old, but it is really sturdy. Throughout the years we were at home, he was subjected to a great deal of abuse and never wavered.

		We tell our teachers stories about our sisters at school.

		We are members of a band. We also have our own small band, which includes a flute player, a clarinetist, a cornetist, and a tuba player. The only thing we're missing is a drummer.

		When we were old enough to drive, we resumed our sharing. We only have one car, and it belongs to Dad. That means we must first obtain our father's approval before using it. When a group of girls came to him at the same moment, I can imagine my father's panic. My father will very certainly go bald!

		In my sisters' lives, sharing has become a must. We share everything: clothes, makeup, and food. So much so that I can see my favorite sweater fluttering in front of me as I walk down the corridor below or up the hallway above. I looked for my new socks for hours before discovering them behind my sister's soiled clothes. My eyeliner color had vanished, only to reappeared the next day. My favorite perfume bottle suffered a similar fate.

		Clothing, on the other hand, is always our most "hot" topic. Two of my four sisters are petite, while the other and I are both taller. Our skirts can be borrowed by two short sisters who will roll them up to fit them. We, the taller ones, couldn't wear the other two's skirts until miniskirts became popular. Otherwise, we'll be expelled from school for wearing short skirts.

		We grew up and had our own lives as time went on, but the sharing continued. We continue to share strollers, celebrate birthdays of our children, attend graduations, weddings, and holidays together. When we can, we always help each other and look out for each other when we're in difficulties.

		Because we are not just sisters, but also close friends.

		- Lana Brookman
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		According to sister

		

		- Please hurry up. Let's get started!

		As she climbed one leg through the glass, Chris muttered. A screwdriver had been used to remove the protective frame, which was now laying on the floor. Fear.

		- I'm afraid I won't be able to. Mom and Dad are no longer alive! - I'm afraid, I'm bashful.

		- Okay, then! That's quite intriguing! – She chuckles.

		So I followed my twelve-year-old daughter into the darkness by putting her long, skinny legs through the window. Nothing beats going through a deserted lot, according to Chris. As a result, we went barefoot.

		- Do you have any scorpions here? – I inquired. worry!

		- Perhaps, but that's fine, sister. Sister is three years older and smarter than I am. As she rushed through the pitch-black darkness, her shoulder-length brown hair swayed.

		- I know where we could go.

		We're on our way to the freeway. We eventually met several of Chris's pals. We walked for a bit till we came across the light. The light grew brighter and brighter until we recognized it was a car's headlights. But this isn't just any automobile. It's a police vehicle.

		- Hello, youngsters! – The man peered out the window of the police cruiser. - What are you guys up to at this hour of the night?

		- There isn't anything, sir. Chris was the one who responded. - Simply take a walk.

		- Avoid driving on the highway. I don't want to have to push you out of the way first thing in the morning.

		We continued our trek when the cops had left. We arrived across a sandbar that was completely vacant. Even though it wasn't as hot as the day, I was still concerned about the scorpions I spotted as my father pulled over to the side of the road. We didn't get where we wanted to be all night. We ultimately made our way into our room through the window, crawled into bed, and slept soundly till the next morning.

		I'm not used to doing things I'm not supposed to. My mother had always trusted me to look after my younger brother because I was dutiful at the time. I'm ten years younger than she is. My mother used to pick me up from school and drive me and my brother to the park after school. My sister would excitedly point out the things in life that I was missing while I wasn't a babysitter. And you did an excellent job!

		- Pay a visit to Marvin and Robbie. Pickle Pond is where they're rafting! - She spoke to me in hushed tones, then turned to face her mother and shouted loudly. - Goodbye, mum. For a time, we went to a friend's house to play.

		- Don't forget to eat dinner,' Mother said.

		When we were out, I asked, "What is Pickle Pond?"

		- It's just next to the booze store. Because of the showers, there is a lot of water. We'll build a raft and paddle out there on it.

		- Fantastic! - I exclaimed.

		Marvin and Robbie had roped the logs together and placed a large board on top when we arrived. We ascended and paddled out into the pond's middle. The water appears to be rather deep. It's not even that profound. I understand, but it still makes me nervous since we're doing something we shouldn't be doing.

		- Get out of the raft as soon as possible, kids!

		It was the proprietor of the booze store who spoke.

		- Get out of here as soon as possible. This is not a park, but a private residence! I'll call the cops if you don't leave.

		Marvin and Robbie rowed over to the opposite bank. We plunged into the water and waded ashore, laughing as we dashed into the bushes.

		- He's coming closer! - Robbie exclaimed.

		- What are we going to tell Mom if she finds our garments getting wet like this? – I inquired.

		- Don't be concerned. As soon as we come home, we'll throw them in the washing machine. Mom would never know. - She said in hushed tones.

		Chris is my older sibling. She knows everything, even when and how to do everything. I'm constantly right behind her. Like the day we dived into the pool from above.

		- If you run fast and jump really hard, you'll be able to jump over! - Chris instructs.

		- I'm sorry, but I'm not up to it.

		I began to quiver in my bare feet, my tiny body adhering to my shorts and t-shirts. Then I shot up, leapt high into the air, and splashed the water in the lake.

		- I'm sure I'll be able to achieve it! I did it! - I exclaimed.

		My pals and I celebrated our victory by high-fiving each other as we left. Fortunately, I didn't smash anything when I entered the house. The parents returned not long after. We didn't mention anything about our actions.

		All of that was, in retrospect, risky. We might get into trouble, or even worse, we might get hurt. But I have to confess that it was entertaining, and she taught me valuable life lessons in her own unique style, such as not settling for a comfortable haven and instead daring to face perils. As a result, when I graduated from high school early, I opted to pursue a college course. I'm taking the risk of looking for a new employment. I'm not afraid to ask for a raise when it's necessary.

		Now, whenever we have dinner with Chris around the holidays, we often talk about those great experiences, bonded as sisters with a young sister who always follows her. We talked until the obnoxious younger brother yelled:

		- Have you ever told your parents about the time you...?

		We merely grinned and exchanged glances. While we were washing the dishes at the conclusion of the meal, Chris said:

		- You used to get into a lot of mischief with me when I was a kid.

		- Yes, but it's well worth the effort!

		I slapped her hand in the face with my uplifted hand triumph.

		- BJ Taylor
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		Roof creaking

		

		- Children who do not sleep will not receive gifts from Santa Claus! she added as she pulled Betty and me out from beneath the tangle of blankets and pillows we were struggling with.

		When I considered it, I froze:

		- Can't you give me even a modest present, Mom?

		Mom beams.

		- Yes, he prefers calm dwellings, the sound of normal breathing, and the sound of boys and girls sleeping soundly. Don't forget to tell Santa what you'd like!

		- I warned you.

		- All right, then, you guys go to bed.

		Mother kissed us and walked outside with the kerosene lamp. Our modest chamber was immediately engulfed in darkness.

		Santa Claus, like my mother, is someone I believe in. So the idea of upsetting him because I was awake was terrifying. I began to be concerned; had he given me the doll I desired? I drew the blanket over my head and fiercely closed my eyes. Betty, on the other hand, slid over from the other side of the bed and prodded me with her elbow at that same moment:

		- Bonnie, hello!

		I stomped on her under the duvet:

		- Be quiet! You've been heard by Santa Claus!

		- What do you mean? – She guffawed and questioned in hushed tones, imitating adult voices. - Do you have any faith in Santa Claus?

		- Without a doubt! She described herself as petite. Keep an eye on him if he hears that.

		In a loud voice, she exclaimed:

		- Hello, Bonnie! Santa's sleigh and reindeer can't fit on the roof since there isn't enough room. They're also so hefty that if they were on it, they'd immediately burst the roof. Dad also made sure that both the front and back doors were locked. What method do you think Santa will use to gain access?

		I instantly retorted:

		- Chimneys, you moron. Don't you recall?

		- The house has a large fireplace, a large chimney, but don't mention it. What about my home, though? If he comes down his chimney, I'm sure he'll get stuck.

		Last year, though, Santa Claus arrived. Isn't it also the year before that? Santa Claus is the man in the red suit. He'll almost certainly find a way in.

		She fought hard not to burst out laughing.

		- Someone had arrived. But not Santa Claus, as you may have guessed.

		- What exactly do you mean by that?

		- I'll simply have to wait! If you pay attention, you will discover the answer for yourself.

		The entire house on our farm was deafeningly quiet at the moment. My three-year-old brother, Bobdy, is curled up in a crib. Paula, a little baby, was tucked into the crib's blankets. The wood fireplace's fire had died down to embers. In the dark night, the creatures in the cage are motionless. Right above my head, I heard exactly what I had been expecting — creaking and footsteps. I pushed her aside and whispered:

		- Betty, please! Are you paying attention? Santa's sleigh has arrived!

		- How did you figure that out? – she scoffed.

		- Are you oblivious to the footsteps on the roof? It's audible to you as well. I'm hoping he doesn't overlook my doll! - I'm concerned. - Don't laugh, Betty! You will be heard!

		Betty, on the other hand, was laughing so hard that she had to cover her mouth with a pillow:

		So, did you pay attention to what he said?

		In this magnificent moment, I stood on the bed and concentrated as hard as I could to hear something. And then I heard it — it was my father's voice. I'm still putting up a fight:

		- Santa is being assisted by Dad.

		- Hello! Betty's lips were pursed. - Parents are the elves of Santa Claus. Now is the time to mature and accept it.

		My face was flushed. I was depressed and feared I'd never sleep again, especially after hearing my father knocking on the door and doing something in the living room. But, until Betty jolted me awake, I had fallen asleep without realizing it:

		- Get out of bed, sleepyhead! It's almost Christmas!

		In the freezing weather, I dashed inside the living room. The candles and kerosene lamps had gone out, and the fire had gone out, yet there were still pretty boxes and bags strewn around the room, even in the stockings that hung above them.

		I pushed, 'Wake up your folks!' - Show our parents what Santa Claus brought us.

		- Parents, in my opinion, should be the first to know!

		We were in my parents' bed a few minutes later, despite her casual demeanor.

		Betty yelled, frightening her parents, "Christmas is come!" - Wake up, parents, to see what Santa has left for us!

		I locked my gaze on her:...

		- Do you know who Santa Claus is? However, you stated last night

		- Shh! - She snatched my attention. - Ignore it. It's Christmas Day!

		We too had a fantastic Christmas. Nuts, fruits, and some of the nicest chocolates I've ever seen are packed inside our socks. Their colors glistened like gems. They're as lovely as pine trees, Santa Claus, and the stars. Five kisses were also given to me.

		I have a doll, a pencil, and a large yellow board. A actual doll with closed eyelids, dressed in a very gorgeous frock with blue ribbon trim, which I'm sure was sewn by her mother. It's also my personal fave. Princess Patty was her name. Betty's doll, too, is dressed in a dress with a red ribbon, Betty's favorite color. We put our dolls in the stroller with Paula, who was just as beautiful as our doll, and wheeled it around the house, giggling walked.

		- Compton Hanson
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		Sister's love

		

		When I heard my father's enraged yell, I was playing. We were all summoned to a tiny courtyard by him. When one of us does anything wrong, he speaks to us in this manner. -Which of you write this?' said Father, sternly.

		We were all staring at the chalk writing on the floor. I stood there, trembling, praying no one would find out the truth. Will Dad recognize me? I'm terrified. I merely stammered, fearful of reprimands and punishments:

		- It's not you, kid.

		My brother and sister both gave the same answer as me. However, we all know that one of the three brothers is responsible for this. Maybe it's because I'm the youngest that I didn't have the bravery to tell the truth. Actually, I didn't lie because the expression on my father's face that day terrified me and made me cowardly. That's the father; he always teaches his children in his own unique style. But I adore him for it, because it's the same quality that prevents me from crossing the line. I'd like to please my father. Because I didn't want to disappoint someone I respect, I decided to keep that information hidden.

		My father went inside and returned with a piece of paper and a pencil, seeing no one to accept. He was dead set on finding his misbehaving son. The paper was delivered to us by Dad:

		- I'd like everyone of you to take a pen and paper and write down everything you see on the stairwell.  am not a moron. When it was my turn, I modified the penmanship on purpose. So, even after comparing the writing on the floor, my father couldn't figure out who did it. My father, frustrated, looked down at his three naughty children. error.

		- I'll give you a second chance to get it.

		For a little interval, my father remained silent, yet the passage of time seemed interminable to me. My brother and sister didn't say anything, which shocked me. Why should they say anything? I was the one who did it. Should I make a comment? Is it already too late? Is it all right to mention it? Every time I summoned the strength to confess, a voice in my head said, "Surely Dad will be furious, furious." So I remained silent. Finally, my father sighed and said,

		- If we dared to admit our error even when I asked for the first time, Dad would not reprimand us.

		Oh no, I've blown it! It's too late now! Irrational, irrational, irrational! I should've confessed a lot sooner! It's now past midnight! I chastised myself.

		Tears welled up in my eyes. In a severe tone, my father said:

		- Since none of you are willing to confess blame, I'll go after all three of you.

		I remained motionless and silent. I don't want to be beaten, yet I'm at a loss for words.

		- It's a baby! I penned! – Someone else spoke up, and it wasn't me.

		Sue, my sister, took a step ahead.

		What did she jot down? No, not at all, sister. Hello, it's me! Why are you entering a guilty plea on my behalf?

		I started to feel bad, but I didn't dare to say anything. I knew she'd be punished for her error, but I stood there nevertheless.

		If this were a Disney movie or a fairy tale, I would have confessed right away, preventing her from having to bear the brunt of the punishment. But this isn't a movie or a made-up story; it's the truth, and I lack the bravery to tell it. Her suffering was caused by my cowardice.

		I still didn't dare to say anything to her after that. That was the case for a long time. Now that I'm an adult, we sit down and talk about our childhood recollections, and I share that story. My father was taken aback and looked at me with amazement.

		- Did you allow your sister to be punished as a result of your actions?

		I don't say anything. My father grinned and shook his head.

		- Fortunately, my father only lightly slapped my sister!

		Sue, to my astonishment, appeared unfazed by my admission. She knew it had to be either my brother or me from the start. Sue is my best buddy and guardian.

		She would sooner suffer the consequences than see me suffer. It was what she did that became a lesson that I carried with me for the rest of my life come!

		- Lynn M. Lombard
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		My treasure

		

		I always wished to do great things, while my teacher took pleasure in small things as if they were really great things.

		- Helen Keller

		Cynthia, my sister , started volunteering at a tiny hospital near where I live in the summer when she was sixteen. Going to the hospital to play with my sister was one of my favorite pastimes at the time. I arrived at the hospital earlier than normal one day and went down the corridor till I came upon her in the patient's room. She sat next to the bed, looking out the window while talking.

		Her patient is a seven-year-old child who is lying on a bed with both eyes securely bandaged. I initially mistook them for conversing, but I soon understood my sister was telling the boy what she had seen outside the window: - David, the weather is beautiful today. A small sunny garden grows beneath the window, with bright yellow, pink, and red flowers entwined among the fresh green leaves.

		The child was deafeningly quiet, his delight reflected in his face, which changed in response to her sister's words. In front of the boy's eyes, a world rich of flavors was rebuilt. Cynthia abruptly stood up and walked over to the window. She gave a wry smile before frowning again.

		- David, a brown and white dalmatian, jumped into the garden just now. It smells like it's sniffing for something with its pinkish brown nose!

		The boy cracked a wry grin. I tried to raise my leg, but from where I was standing, I couldn't see the dog. So I closed my eyes and envisioned the events of her life. Flowers, sunshine, and dalmatians fill this tiny garden. My imagination began to soar as my sister continued to tell me stories.

		- Oh, look, there's the dog in the garden. I'm not sure why it keeps spinning around like that, but it's finally stopped! So, David, it wants to dig holes in the bushes? I've completed one. It's moving on to the next one! I'm not sure what he wants, but he appears to be very passionate about it.

		I was dreaming about following her words when I was startled awake by a loud laugh. My sister's patient has a big grin on his face. Underneath the ice, the youngster grinned, a brilliant smile on his face. I smiled instinctively as well. Sister Cynthia got up and started talking. I instantly drew my eyes closed and continued to listen:

		- Oh, it appears that the game is done. The small friend was recently booted out by a security guard. But, David, you know what? It was fleeing, a flower still clutched in its jaws. Surely, this small crook will escape.

		To see, I opened my eyes. The youngster is beaming with delight. My sister hasn't moved from her seat next to me. I would normally jump in and hug Cynthia, but today I silently backed away, not wanting her to discover me. It appeared as if the world belonged solely to them.

		I returned to the nurse's station to await her. She reappeared a few minutes later, as joyful as ever. I excitedly awaited her response when I asked her how she was doing today, but all she did was grin and say:

		- Excellent!

		I, too, smiled. She took my hand in hers and strolled home as normal, occasionally giggling when she noticed me staring at her oddly. Her sister, she had no idea, was disturbed by what she had just discovered in her: a lovely spirit. I realized I was staring into her heart as I saw the world with the boy through her sister's eyes, something I hadn't recognized in all these years with her. I never told her about that day in the years that followed, but she almost became my "treasure." She explained to me that it is the simple activities of volunteers like her that assist doctors in developing an efficient healing cure patients.

		- Robert C. Fuentes
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		That's what you're saying!

		

		My mother used to take my sisters and me to the grocery store to shop when I was a kid. We would fight for the front seat every time we did it. My mother finally decided that we should both sit in the rear seat, and the fight ended there. But no battle is ever so simple to finish. We were arguing again a few minutes later.

		- Hey, I drove right by your house! - My sister was the one who spoke up.

		- First you can touch me! - I scoffed.

		- Hey, you're addressing me! – My sister became enraged. We were plagued by those juvenile quarrels throughout our childhood. We grew up together, sharing pleasures, tragedies, good fortune, and disasters. That bond lasted more than four decades.

		We no longer win seats as we once did, but it appears that our "squabble" has taken on a new shape:

		– My hair is beginning to gray! – You are the first to begin.

		- Your hair is falling out in clumps! – I exclaimed.

		- You're speaking to me! - She was successful  angry.

		- Penny Perrone
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		Wished...

		

		Carol and Helen, as sisters, have very diverse tastes in everything from cuisine to clothing, novels, and even sorts of lovers. However, the two are inseparable and have a special affection for one another. Carol and Helen liked to play "I wish for you..." and "I wish for you..." when they were kids. They fantasize of the nicest things coming together in an instant.

		Until graduation, Carol and Helen were depicted with silhouettes. Carol is married and has a family to look after. Helen is still single and works on Madison Avenue in advertising. Years passed before Carol's doctor informed her that she had cancer.

		Carol is neither a pessimist nor an optimist. Carol, on the other hand, was curled up on the couch that night, crying and calling Helen. They met up at the airport the next day at noon. Helen chose to stay with Carol. Carol requested it, and Helen realized she couldn't leave her sister alone at this time. Helen strives to make Carol happy, she supports Carol in facing the truth, and she even mocks Carol's illness. Helen used to sing, "Slender Carol Helen pig..." when Carol lost weight.

		Carol's sickness, on the other hand, was deteriorating. Helen could see from Carol's anguished expression that she couldn't stand leaving her family behind. Carol grasped Helen's shaky hand when she returned from her morning stroll on a chilly, dry December morning:

		- I'm sorry!

		Helen held Carol in her arms, calm and without tears, and she felt a peculiar sense of peace. Helen abruptly declared that she was returning home that night. "How can she leave now?" Carol wondered. Carol lamented that Helen might be looking for a place where she wouldn't have to deal with her dying brother. Helen hugged Carol and placed a touch on her sister's cheek on the day of her departure. Apart from their regular goodbyes, the two said nothing to each other.

		Helen has left the building. Carol chose to stay behind and fight the sickness on her own. Carol glanced at a photograph in the room one day while waiting for the doctor. Two little girls are seen walking hand in hand in the midst of the meadow. Carol closed her eyes, as though smelling the odor of weeds in the air.

		Carol! -

		Carol blinked open her eyes and gazed at the doctor. The doctor smiled at her and spoke slowly:

		- I'm not sure why, but the test results just revealed that no malignant cells remain. They've vanished as if they were never there. She had been cured.

		Carol had no idea what she was doing as she jumped up, took a few feet, and then jumped up again. Carol dashed home and broke the news to her husband. Carol had to scream because her husband hugged her so tightly:

		- Hello, honey...

		Her husband, however, continued to hold her tightly in his arms, whispering:

		- Honey, Helen... I've just been in a car accident. In addition, the doctor informed me that she...

		The English is subdued. Carol leaned in close to him. Carol lived in bittersweet moments for the rest of that evening, and for the rest of her life.

		What happened, in your opinion? Helen, what did you do on your morning walk? Helen may have reverted to the old game of "I wish for you...", or she may have had a conversation with someone - who have the capacity to grant wishes. Greetings to his sisters. The most genuine wishes.

		- Robert Strand
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		Hello and goodbye

		

		We are more alike than different.

		- Maynard Jackson

		I've always wanted for a sister, a real sister. I already have one, but it's not the sister I was hoping for. My older sister rarely came home for dinner, which made me feel like I was to blame for her carefree lifestyle.

		I was just five years old when she married. Gloria's marriage, in my mind, was like her leaving me at the moment. Since high school, she and her brother-in-law have been in love. They split up after being married and began living apart. I wish I could be near her, but it is not possible.

		I begged my mother to give me a kid when I was unaware that I was an unexpected child and that the family would not have any more children. My youth was spent with a mix of fantasy and actual pals. And having friends with elder sisters is something I've always admired.

		Gloria ultimately returned to Los Angeles with her husband and two children after many years. Now that I'm in high school, I frequently visit her on weekends to assist her with the children. She is an exceptional woman in my eyes, and I admire her greatly. I didn't tell her anything about my life, including my dates, boyfriends, and parties.

		She had a fourth child when I married. We don't live in the same neighborhood any longer. I eventually had three children and returned to work, while she became a stay-at-home mother to six children. We get together over the holidays or at a relative's gathering.

		- Bye-bye! I'll give you a call.

		- Bye-bye! I'll give you a call.

		That is something we always say, but never do.

		My mother frequently discusses Gloria's life, and vice versa. Mother appears to be the lone strand that binds us together. Many times, the mother may have wished for her two daughters to be closer to one another.

		After that, my mother died. His father passed away a few years afterwards. There is no longer any connection between us. The distance between my sisters and me is widening all the time. A Christmas postcard and a letter are insufficient to fill the hole. But that was the extent of our efforts.

		Her children grew up and moved out as time went on. They attend college, marry, and start their own families. When my children have their own nest, I am absorbed in my place, free to fly higher in my job. She also no longer plays golf in the same area as her spouse. If she called, I'm sure she'd say something like:

		- Hello there, little sister! I finished the game for the last time, and wow, it was fantastic!

		I vowed to call her throughout that week, but I forgot to do so. We met again at weddings, holidays, and funerals after that, but it was still just "Hello... Goodbye! I'll give you a call!"

		Because of my job, I'm required to disclose some aspects of my résumé, including answers to inquiries that I know only you can provide. This is your best opportunity to contact her. I'm curious if you'd welcome me back after all these years.

		"Greetings, Gloria." I don't want to disturb you, but is it possible for us to meet for a chat?... Okay, I'll surely come over on Tuesday for lunch. Is it really eleven and a half? "I'll be present."

		Before I got near to her house, I got delayed in traffic three times. I eventually got to meet her.

		- Hello there!

		As she pushed open the door for me, she said. Her tone is warm and inviting. I was scared that this would be a fast discussion, a quick meal, and then "Goodbye!" before I arrived. I'll give you a call." But today, more than ever, that anxiety was rapidly erased.

		We sat down, began conversing, and couldn't seem to put the conversation down. Like rolling stones, the emotions continued to stream out. When she said, "I almost choked," I almost choked.

		- I was envious of you because you are a self-sufficient woman with a steady career.

		Oh, she's aware of everything I've done throughout the years. Then it's over to me:

		- To tell you the truth, I used to despise it when my mother referred to me as a "perfect mother." I'm envious of you since you don't have to work outside to take care of the kids like I do!

		Gloria was taken aback and stared at me with astonishment.

		- You're jealous of me, and I'm jealous of you!

		We exchanged warm smiles as we glanced at one other. By the time I returned to the car, it had been six hours. I'm happy because I've finally gotten the sister I've always desired.

		After that, we started meeting up more frequently, eating lunch at the mall, sharing a table in the food court, and laughing and conversing for hours. We kept having meals and talking for the next few years, until she passed away.

		That day, I sobbed as I walked out of the hospital. There will be no further exchanges with her. When I learned I'd lost the sister I'd been yearning for for years, my heart fell. But at that very time, I heard a voice from somewhere nearby:

		- Goodbye, and there will be no more goodbyes! You can now contact me at any moment. Sister is always willing to lend a sympathetic ear.

		I smiled and closed my eyes, allowing her to rest in my thoughts. I know that from here, I can share all of my innermost thoughts and secrets with her, which only sisters can comprehend. I can do it at any time of day or night.

		- Sallie A. Rodman
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		Difference

		

		Not only things, but even people need to be repaired, changed and renewed, so no one deserves to be thrown away.

		- Audrey Hepburn

		Being close sisters does not imply that they are identical in every way. My sister and I have always had distinct hobbies, personalities, preferences, and goals since we were little. The essential thing is that we will always be sisters.

		My sister is a very tidy individual. She is so tidy that her room's floor is always spotless. I am the polar opposite. My desk was often packed with books, unpaid bills, piles of paper with phone numbers, and other miscellaneous items because I was so perplexed. Her clothes are always nicely organized by color and type in her closet. While I can't say it's in the closet, but I can't seem to find a clothes hanger anywhere in the room. Her hair was usually tidy, as if she had just stepped out of a hair salon, despite the fact that she had never been to one in her life. My hair had never heard of a comb. Her clothes are always beautifully ironed and scented like if she's prepared to go to a summit. Things are sewn together on my body, and it's quite natural to talk about clothes and clothes. She is always stunning and stunning. I'm just like everyone else, and I'm always sinking.

		Life goes on like this until we discover how essential we are to each other as a result of a series of events in our life. That was the year my mother died, and my sister was diagnosed with terminal lung cancer. We hurt each other over small matters after my mother's funeral. My sister and I got into a heated fight about sharing a keepsake from my mother:

		- It's mine! It's all mine!

		- No way! It belongs to your sister! Mom, I'm sure she wants me to keep this!

		My sister and I both sobbed a lot after my mother died. Only thing is, those are nighttime quiet tears. We didn't speak to each other during that time. Then one day, she went out of her way to find me. Despite the fact that I didn't express it, I was pleased. I'm feeling as if I've just won a race.

		She had to go to the hospital not long after we were cured to have a tumor removed from her leg. We were both concerned that it was melanoma, but it turned out to be a benign growth. Everything seemed to be fine, but at her next routine check-up, the X-ray results revealed that one of her lungs had a large number of cancer cells. She agreed to surgery in the hopes of removing all of the cancerous cells, but the cancer had migrated to the other side of her lung.

		We both realized that time was running short as she continued to combat the disease with chemotherapy. Only then did we realize how much we needed each other and how valuable the time we had left was. However, we were still very different before then, and we disagreed on a lot of topics. We still have disagreements over things like:

		- I'm going to keep it! It's all mine!

		- No, it's yours to keep! It's all up to you sister's!

		- Jane Eppinga
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		Source of strength

		

		Having a sister is like having a best friend.

		- Amy Lee

		Ileft the office on a warm Tuesday morning and headed to the clinic where my twin sister had a doctor's appointment. She's been experiencing odd soreness in one of her breasts recently. Gayle said that I shouldn't have attended, but I wouldn't have been able to sleep if I hadn't been present. Not only did I show up, but so did Elaine, my older sister. She drove all the way from Tyler the night before. We're all worried about the worst-case scenario. And if that happens, we want to be there to support you.

		Gayle was already inside when I arrived, and Elaine was looking through old newspapers. We exchanged hugs and exchanged a few words. I've never seen time go so slowly in my life. Gayle eventually came out and said, "The doctor wants me to go to the hospital for a mammogram and a chest X-ray."

		My heart skipped a beat, and I was aware of it. But I don't let myself get too worked up. I couldn't show Gayle my anxiety just now, but the truth was that whatever Gayle was doing was having a significant impact on me. I used to get irritated whenever something bad occurred to Gayle when I was a youngster. I screamed in the waiting area when Gayle had to go to the dentist for a tooth extraction. I became enraged when she was beaten. I'm not going to let anyone hurt Gayle.

		If "soulmates" refers to people who fully understand, love, and empathize with one another, then it isn't enough for Gayle and me. We are not only "soul pals," but we are also physically connected. We shared the same birthday, grew up together, and have never been apart. We can't image how different our lives would be if we didn't have each other.

		When Gayle and I headed to the hospital, I tried to keep my cool and remind myself to stay calm. Gayle's first test will be a chest X-ray, followed by a mammography at midday.

		While waiting with Gayle, a sequence of thoughts ran through my head: "What would happen if Gayle got cancer?" Some of my acquaintances have been infected with this sickness and have died." My chest constricted.

		The door to the room opened. Gayle was taken inside by a nurse. When I saw her walk in, a wave of nausea washed over me. Elaine snatched my hand in hers. I, too, clutched her hand, as if letting go would mean the end of the world. Gayle emerged a few minutes later. We proceeded to a nearby restaurant for lunch while we awaited the results. My taste buds have vanished, but I continue to order what I want. At the little table, my three sisters and I sat. We ate lunch after prayer and chatted about my questions, my breast cancer cure, my surgeries, and my post-surgery life. We joked and talked to attempt to relax the atmosphere, but the truth was that we were all nervous and insecure.

		We are concerned about Gayle's health and saddened by her death. Do life's storms never seem to let up on you? My twenty-year marriage ended two years ago. I was left with a broken heart and dignity that had been trampled. It came to this until recently, when I was able to be happy again. Suddenly, I feel compelled to take your hand in mine. I want to look her in the eyes and tell her how much I care about her and how proud I am of her for working so hard to create a new life for herself and her daughter. But I chose to remain silent because I was afraid of saying something about separation and loss.

		We finished our dinner, drove back to the hospital, and sat in the waiting room. We each took a magazine to pass the time. When we were kids, one of the events that made us extremely excited was the release of the new Sears & Roebuck magazine. Every time we had a magazine in hand, we used to do something like this: Elaine sat between me and Gayle in the salon, opened any page, she would point to it and say:

		- Gayle!

		When Elaine said that, it meant Gayle's turn to look at the pictures on that page and imagine a story about them.

		- I'm the one in the red dress. The guy in the beanie is my best friend. We just got to meet the Queen of England! - Gayle said.

		Elaine turned the second page again and said:

		- Dayle!

		Now it's my turn to make up a story about the pictures in it. On the third page, Elaine would point again and say:

		- Elaine!

		Then she began to weave her own vivid story.

		Just like that, the stories are woven, corresponding to each page, respectively Gayle, Dayle, Elaine. Gayle, Dayle, Elaine. Our dreams, our hopes, our interests are re-imagined with every page of Sears & Roebuck. Now my only wish is for Gayle to be healthy. I whispered a prayer:

		- God, please protect Gayle!

		My heart is a little lighter when Elaine is by my side. If I had to wait alone in anxiety, perhaps things would have been much worse. I know, somewhere in hospitals everywhere, there are sisters holding hands, hoping and praying for their loved ones not to enter the most difficult period of their lives. But on average, a woman in the US is told she has breast cancer every three minutes. We are all afraid of this fact. It was that fear that pulled us together, giving us strength in our fight against disease.

		A nurse showed up and happily led us through the door, beginning to test Gayle. Gayle went into the room, did a mammogram, and then waited for a radiologist to read the results. This is the most horrible moment. We were even more worried when we saw the frowns on the doctor's face. He told us that even though there were no tumors, there were some areas of opacity, and asked Gayle for an ultrasound.

		Together we took Gayle for an ultrasound. Suddenly I felt strange courage. In the worst case scenario, even if Gayle has cancer, we will accept it and get through it together. I recall all the difficulties that my sisters and I had in life. If we were able to overcome those hardships together, this time too. As long as we're together, we'll get through it all, no matter what.

		Moments later, the radiologist came out of the ultrasound room, smiling. I feel so relieved because that's a good sign. He told:

		- Now everyone can go in and see her.

		We step inside. Gayle is smiling brightly. The result was more than we expected, with no signs of cancer, just “normal changes in the connective tissue” in the breast. A sigh of relief filled the room.

		When we left, we walked slowly to the parking lot, silently together. Although we did not say a word to each other, the three of us understood that each of us may face difficulties and fears, but if we know each other and stand together, we will find strength. to face every challenge and move forward. With a bright smile on my face, I inhaled the warm afternoon air, silently thanking God that we were still together. Our little circle – Gayle, Dayle, Elaine – became strong again after the hardships.

		- Dayle Allen Shockley
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		The most beautiful Christmas

		

		Christmas is always my favorite time of the year. I grew up and spent a lot of time with my family during that holiday; But for me now, Christmas doesn't seem the same anymore. Right now I live a few miles from home and what I have to deal with has almost extinguished any Christmas excitement.

		After being discovered with breast cancer, I had to undergo harsh treatment. With the holidays approaching, my radiation therapy also arrived while I was completely exhausted. My mood fell into an abyss. But I told myself that I needed to regain my health and spirit for this great occasion. I want them to have a memorable vacation. I told them:\s- This has been a difficult year for my family because my mother is sick. But shall we have a party to celebrate this difficult time?

		The children's eyes lit up. Robyn - fourteen years old asked:

		- What are we going to do, Mom?

		- I'll tell you exactly what we're going to do. We will cook the dishes that the children like the most. I reached out and grabbed a piece of paper from the table. - Please write a main dish and a dessert you like.

		The next day, with the grocery list in hand, I set out to the grocery store. Exhausted from radiation treatments and shopping, I dragged the last of my groceries into the house and got to work. The small kitchen heats up. I started to sweat, gasp and continue my job as a housewife.

		Finishing with four custom desserts, I started my own. In the past, my mother used to make custard cakes for me. Even after I got married and started making Christmas parties at home, my mom still came to visit and discreetly left my recipe card and custard in the box with my recipes. I opened the box to look for my mother's card, but couldn't find it. I started rummaging through the kitchen. Outside the living room, the phone rang. I go out, pick up the receiver. If it weren't for this phone call, I would have razed the house. I was surprised to hear my sister's voice, because she usually only calls me on Christmas morning:

		- Maureen, why did you call me today?

		- I'm busy tomorrow, so I'm afraid I can't call you.

		I was surprised. What's so important that you can't take a few minutes to talk to me on Christmas Day? Although we weren't very close, he never forgot to call me at Christmas. Actually, we used to be very close, but after the death of our mother three years ago, we became almost strangers. Since then the relationship between my sister and I has been like a patchwork. To this day we are still trying to improve this relationship.

		While I was at a loss for words, I remember rambling something about the loss of my mother's recipe card. Maureen suddenly interrupted:

		- I don't have time for that! I feel pain. I think you can share with me the feeling of losing something from your mother. Why did you suddenly change like that? Not only was she so busy that she didn't have time to talk to her only sister at Christmas, she didn't even listen to my story. That card is not simply a recipe but also a keepsake of her mother. That card was written by my mother herself. Now that my mother is gone, it has become an irreplaceable memento.

		- Merry Christmas to you!

		Before I could stop being surprised, she quickly hung up the phone. My heart suddenly ached at her cold attitude. After weeks of grueling chemotherapy and radiation, the last thing I received from you was that accident? Around noon, the phone rang again. It's Maureen again, she said:

		- I called because I feel that you are not happy this morning. Is it because you didn't call me on Christmas Day?

		While talking, I saw my husband walking into the kitchen. Normally I wouldn't notice that, but it seemed like someone was lurking behind him. I thought, "Aren't you going to bring your friends home now?". I look at myself, shorts and a T-shirt. How can I receive guests in this form? I raised my finger to signal to be quiet, then continued the conversation:

		- I feel a little sad. I don't know what's so important that I can't take the time to talk to you.

		I try my best to speak softly. Paul - my husband seems to be trying to say something to me. I waved and let him go. I don't have the heart to talk to you right now.

		- I really want to hug you, right now! Maureen's voice was soft. – She looked into the living room to see who was visiting her!

		Now my husband was standing beside me. I do not know what to do. Still not putting down the phone, I awkwardly pushed my husband away. Right in the living room, my sister Maureen was standing there. Paul took the phone out of my hand and took his from Maureen as we plunged into each other's arms. Right behind her are my two nieces and nephews. I put my arms around them.

		I looked over at my husband. He smiled satisfied. Finally my husband explained everything to me. He saw an ad promoting cheap round-trip airfare if he flew in the day before Christmas and returned on Christmas Day. He knew how hard and exhausting a year I had been, so he wanted to give me a surprise gift. He immediately thought of Maureen and asked if she could fly to me. Maureen accepted without hesitation. I said I'll be right there.

		It was a wonderful evening, we sat together and then went to church for the Christmas vigil. I am extremely proud to introduce you and my grandchildren to friends. Paul took the whole family out to dinner, then we went home and had dessert.

		That night lying next to my husband - who constantly surprised and happy me, my heart relived the throbbing beats of our new acquaintance.

		The next morning, I saw a message from Santa Claus on the tree. He said he was surprised to see Jennifer and Nicholas in Tennessee. He apologized for leaving their presents in Massachusetts, but he did leave a small gift for each of them (my sister must have brought them in the middle of the night) (my sister must have brought them in the middle of the night). Only two people who still believe in Santa are happy to watch my children open their presents.

		After breakfast, Paul drove me to the airport. When the dawn comes, it's time for me to go. Never before have we parted with so many tears. Maureen says:

		- No matter how angry and distant we were in the past, we will always be sisters. Being sisters means we'll always be together at Christmas, right? Now and forever we will be.

		Maureen and the children came home for dinner. Then the grandchildren called me and competed to tell me how they told their friends about the trip. As for me, the unexpected gift still surprised me. I realized that family and loved ones are the best Christmas gifts.

		- Bonnie Davidson
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		Strange link

		

		Sisters frequently share a variety of things with one another, including clothes, friends, bedrooms, automobiles, and dates. Sharing doesn't end there for my sisters. We also have a mystical relationship that has an impact on our lives.

		After a routine check-up in 1993, I learned that my kidneys were failing. I was not concerned at the time because I had previously shown no indicators of kidney troubles. However, my health began to deteriorate rapidly just three years later. My ailment was discovered by a nephrologist. I was told after the biopsy that my kidney function was less than 10%.

		I prayed for strength, faith, and peace during my treatment. I was so desperate that I told my husband, Travis, to pray for my death at one point. My desperation sprang from the fact that I was in excruciating pain, not from the fact that my sickness was incurable. I couldn't sleep because of the discomfort, and I didn't want anything else. I can't even get to the mailbox on foot. My legs cramp up a lot at night. And the smell of food alone is enough to make me sick.

		I started dialysis in February 1997. I was recommended by my doctor to seek a kidney transplant. I didn't give it much thought at first since I didn't think anyone would be willing to donate a portion of their body to save my life. Donating a kidney also entails donating a piece of one's life. I thought I'd be able to live on dialysis, but after a while, I discovered my condition wasn't getting any better. I was completely exhausted and had no idea what to do.

		Until then, I'm happy to allow my family members administer the test and choose a "fit person" to donate a kidney to me. My son is ineligible. My daughter is expecting a child. Nancy, my sister, indicated an interest in being tested. However, I am dissatisfied. I was aware that the surgery would be extremely risky and that the donor's recovery period would be greater than the recipient's. I don't want you to put your life on the line for me. I don't think I deserve it. But, just as I was about to put my name on a national list of people in need of a kidney transplant, Nancy called:

		- I'll be waiting a long time! - She explains. - Please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please That's something you really want.

		I still cry when I remember how Nancy persuaded me that she was the only one who could give me a kidney nine years after my surgery. She reminded me that her father had instructed her to "take care of Kat!" before he died, and she wanted to honor that vow.

		We were poor as children. Rheumatism was also a problem for me as a kid. Nancy has always shielded me, going above and above a sister's duty to a younger sister. I was persuaded by Nancy's commitment to uphold her pledge to her father. We arrived at the hospital in Memphis, Tennessee on April 25, 1997 for a check-up and to begin the kidney transplant process.

		Nancy and I have the same emotional state - happiness – in addition to our genetic makeup. We were ushered into the same recovery room, side by side on separate beds, as per protocol. We awoke when the anesthetic had worn off, looked at each other, and forced a grin. We were both in excruciating pain after undergoing life-saving surgery.

		I could only hope that things would go well before the procedure. God has bestowed upon me an unparalleled sense of tranquility. He seemed to be with me, reassuring me that my sisters and I will be well.

		From the way we think and act to the way we talk and dress, Nancy and I have a lot in common. So I'm confident that your kidney would be ideal for me. Even when my initial blood test following surgery revealed that my body would most likely reject the transplanted kidney, I remained optimistic. Nancy, on the other hand, was terrified at the time. I'm afraid you won't be able to assist me. To make matters worse, Nashville, a recently transplanted kidney recipient, had rejected her new organ. My confidence in God, on the other hand, was strengthened when my blood level stabilized. Nancy and I both bounced back quickly.

		When Nancy's stomach problems surfaced in 2002, I joked that I'd donate my gallbladder to her. I feel as if I owe you a great deal. Nancy's humility, on the other hand, is what sets her apart.

		- I'm not sure how to express my gratitude! – I held her hand in mine and whispered, but she shrugged:

		- Giving me a bit of bread or a kidney is the same thing to me.

		That's what you meant when you said you'd save my life. But I know that beneath those soft and humble remarks lies an enormous amount of love for me. I'll never forget her happy expression when she told me:

		- Hello, my name is your younger sister. I never had to consider whether or not I should do something for you.

		It's such a simple thing that I don't even consider it.

		But her generosity, as well as my condition, have taught me a lot. She not only taught me how to give, but she also showed me how to receive. You must read this in order to get what it means. We shared a lot of things before: beliefs, dreams, troubles, and happiness, and now we share a piece of each other's bodies. Because of my condition, I was in pain, but I was glad because I was able to experience love and grasp the power of faith and calm is.

		- Kathy Clenney

		

	
		
			[image: image]
		

		

		Sea cows

		

		Catherine, my sister , was born in 1959, when I finished eighth grade. My parents' graduation gift, a large turquoise alarm radio, arrived in the mail on the day she was born. I was overjoyed because I could finally be alone in my room, listening to Chicago radio's Dick Biondi's Rock & Roll.

		I was thirteen years old at the time, and at that age, self-importance always comes first, so the birth of my younger brother was automatically pushed to the back burner in favor of a new radio and post-graduation ambitions. Furthermore, when my younger sister is old enough, I will have to share a room with her after I return. Of course, that was not my expectation. Joe, the house's only four-year-old brother, has claimed ownership of the house's third bedroom.

		As a result, as Catherine graduated from her tiny crib, I had to share a room with her in high school. I had to share my bed with her, which meant sleeping through her swings, kicks, rolling, and stooping positions. I am a lovely, sweet, and respectful young lady. I love you, but other from sharing a surname, we don't seem to have much in common because we're thirteen years apart in age.

		I left home when Catherine was four years old to attend college. I relocated to Colorado four years later to work and marry. We relocated to Missouri after the birth of our first kid, then Illinois, Wisconsin, and eventually Florida. I became a nearly sixty-year-old woman in the blink of an eye, content to retire and welcome my eighth grandchild into the world. Catherine is married and works as a first-grade teacher in Illinois. My children are mostly still teenagers. From the day I put my fear about the arrival of my only sister behind the alarm radio till now, our lives are practically indistinguishable.

		But all changed in 2005 when Catherine came to see me. Catherine came to see me for the first time without her husband and children. We were a little taken aback when we realized it was the first time we'd been alone together in our lives. We also see each other on occasion, but only with our families.

		We went on a stroll, went swimming, cooked together, went to the movies, laughed, and spoke during that week. We told each other a lot of things we'd never told anyone else. I inquired as to whether she like kayaking. I yelled:

		- It's fantastic!

		Catherine has never been in a kayak, has never snorkeled or worn a mask, and dislikes swimming. Water sports, on the other hand, are my passion. I moved to Florida so that I could swim and enjoy the sensation of being in warm water.

		Catherine and I headed north the next day. We spent two hours there. We rented a kayak for two on the Weeki Wachee ford, which drains into the Gulf of Mexico, as soon as we arrived. We rowed to the side of another boat after taking in the fresh air together while taking in the beautiful view. A middle-aged man was in charge of rowing. He appeared to have a thorough understanding of the river and its environs. The father talked about the vegetation, fish, and history of the river while swimming with his niece and daughter. He waved to us half an hour later:

		- Hey, this way! – He exclaimed aloud. - There's a gigantic sea cow! You can get near to it if you arrive swiftly and without making any noise.

		Soon after, his granddaughter and daughter dove into the deep river. His daughter dove deeper in pursuit of manatees while wearing a mask and snorkel. I leapt off the boat and swam to the spot where she had just popped her head. The woman grinned warmly as she removed the mask:

		- You can dive with this. The sea cow is a massive creature. It's directly under your feet.

		She indicated a large body of water that was crisscrossed with seaweed and tree roots. I swam there quickly and dove in. A gigantic creature appeared in front of me, something I had never seen before. That delicate monster was at least three meters long and one and a half meters in circumference. I slowly swam up to its head and began massaging its body, noticing that it had multiple wounds.

		I emerged a minute later, gasping:

		- Catherine, please come in! This is something I must see.

		She towed the boat into the ocean and swam to me. I put a mask on her and gave her a breathing tube:

		- Take this and put it on! The sea cow is standing in front of you. It was massive, slow, and stunning.

		Catherine was quite ecstatic. She placed the breathing tube into her lips after struggling to get the mask to suit her petite face. I'll show you how to breathe properly. The water above her head and the mangrove roots below her make her appear strange. You can't swim as well as I imagined. I became concerned as I descended further:

		- I'm sorry, but I'm not up to it! Water-filled mask I'm having trouble breathing.

		I'm resolved not to let my only sister miss out on such a once-in-a-lifetime experience. As I get closer to her, I say:

		- Take a ride on my back! I'll take you to see the sea cow; all you have to do is stick your face in the water and open your eyes.

		My younger sister sprang up and grabbed my back. She was tiny, bony, and lighter than me. I swam to the sea cow with my sister. She plunged her head in the water, then raised her head, exclaiming excitedly:

		- I get what you mean! I've witnessed it!

		Her limbs thrashed wildly as she stooped down to stroke the weird creature once more. Every time she bends down, I take her hand in mine. I get up and puff:

		- This is fantastic! This is something I'd like to share with my pupils right now!

		Slowly, the sea cow began to walk forward. Before it dove further, we followed it for about 10 meters. We lost track of the most amazing aquatic life we'd ever seen there. My sister and I returned to the boat after a while and paddled gently along a large section of river. Catherine exclaimed after a while:

		- Sister, take a look! Another one is just beside our boat! It's a young sea cow. Look, it's over there on the left! Oh, my goodness!

		I turned back just in time to witness a much smaller creature, barely a meter long, dive beneath our boat and emerge on the other side. For around five minutes, the newborn manatee swam back and forth under our boat before diving away. Catherine and I were so taken aback that we couldn't say anything. It was one of the most beautiful things that nature has to offer. Catherine looked to me after a brief pause and said:

		- Pat, this is the most wonderful day of my life.

		I almost gasped for air because I was so happy. When I held her on my back so she could safely dive down to observe the sea cows, I remember feeling skilled and powerful. Then I recall the date of your birth. Childhood memories vanished all of a sudden. I only think about you, the present's younger brother. I'm not sure when that day became the finest day of my life, because it was the day I met you for the first time sister.

		- Patricia Lorenz
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		No one is immortal

		

		I have just lost a treasure, a brother, a friend, something beyond compare. You are the sun of life, the smile on your lips, the hand that soothes the pain. I've never hidden anything from you, so I feel like I've lost a part of my body.

		(Confessions of Cassandra Austen when her sister died)

		The cemetery's breeze drove away the snow, which had spread out like a clean carpet. I shivered in the cold and knelt down to listen to the pain in my chest. We delivered our beloved sister to her final resting place in the bitter cold.

		That's my sister-in-law over there. But after all these years of living together, she grew to be as close to her as if she were an older sister. I was naturally saddened by her death. She was the first of my family members to pass away.

		I'll never forget the day my brother returned from the Air Force installation and announced his impending marriage. She was still a youthful, kind, and honest girl at the moment. I am two years younger than she is, and she is eighteen.

		I am overjoyed and humbled to be a bridesmaid in your wedding. I was also a bridesmaid for the first time. I've never felt so confident and significant in my own skin. Most importantly, I have a sister. Actually, I have a younger sister, but with a sixteen-year-old daughter, having a ten-year-old sister is a nightmare. Everything changed as I grew older, but I didn't consider my sister to be particularly important at the time. So I'm overjoyed to have a new sibling that is closer in age to me.

		My siblings and I lived away from home for several years after we married. It was my turn to leave when you returned home to live. I have to travel from job to job, and my family refers to me as "tireless legs." During that period, though, we always made time to see one other. When the kids are grown, we sit down to eat supper together, speak, look at old photos, and share tales about our kids when they were younger. Life continues on, and I had no idea we were approaching death. If I had recognized it, I would have paid her more visits, laughing and crying with her as we reminisced over old memories.

		I'm delighted I still have the opportunity to bid her farewell. She suffered for a long period before succumbing to the cancer. Summer and spring make her life more vulnerable than ever. I believed I'd never see her again when she went to the emergency room the first time, but she made it. She worked tirelessly till the very last moment of her life. I'm glad I had the chance to say my goodbyes and thank her for being my sister for the previous 50 years during that time.

		That spring, my sister and brother continued to celebrate their golden wedding. They meticulously planned this holiday a year ago, from the setting to the traditions and the attendees. Surprisingly, the ceremony was held in a hospital room. Her face was calm and pleasant as she and him renewed their vows. She died wearing the most beautiful gown she had made for her golden wedding anniversary. For nine months, she fought each and every deadly cancer cell with incredible bravery. She was finally relieved of her suffering when she died.

		You're not invincible, and I'm sure you're not either.

		I walked out of the cemetery, immobilized and motionless with an inexplicable sense of loss. My existence, however, took on a new significance. Everything in my environment became more essential than it had ever been.

		"Perhaps this is the last time I see the sunset red sky before nightfall," I continued thinking. My eyes welled up and tears streamed down the bridge of my nose as I listened to familiar melodies. My grandson's smile is brighter, and my husband's hand appears to be warmer. I pay close attention to everything that happens around me... I reflect on the tasks I have yet to complete. What is more important, I question myself.

		My sister grasped the brevity of life in her latter days and frequently counseled others. "Love each other instead of hating each other!" I'm not sure who she was thinking of when she said those words, but I enjoyed the idea that there was a reflection of myself in them.

		These days, I'm frequently reminded of earlier conflicts between myself and those around me. I lost a lot of friends because of conflicts. I wish I could go back and do it all over again.

		True, life is short, but I know I will see you again one day. Then I'll thank you for this lesson: no one is eternal, so make the most of every moment of your life  fullest.

		- Sandra I. White
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		Second mother

		

		Share the joy, the joy will be doubled.

		Share sadness, sadness will be halved.

		Idespise you!

		This is without a doubt the case. I despise her so much that I despise every inch of ground she walks on. I was short and unattractive, and she was tall and lovely. You treat me as if I'm garbage. And because she's older than me, I let her do it. She teases me and makes me feel like a maid on a regular basis. I was the last in my family to be permitted to do things my way, and the first to get into problems. I'm not sure why, but it appears like this is my fate.

		I despise you. And I try to remind myself of this on a regular basis. We continued our uneven argument until one day my parents announced that they were divorcing. What is causing this? True, parents fight from time to time, but this is something that happens in every household. Everything appears to be normal, yet there are underlying contradictions that can't be resolved. My mother left just as I was about to accept it. I was just 12 at the time. I'd never felt so small and powerless as I did the day my mother died. All of a sudden, I felt alone.

		No, I'm not going to take it. My friends began to avoid me because their parents did not want them to play with an unwanted child from a dysfunctional family like mine. I embarked on a journey of self-sufficiency. I do my own laundry, despite the fact that I've never done it before and have no idea how. When my father gets home late from business, I have to cook for myself... In my view, everything around me becomes irritating. I despise my mother for abandoning me, despise my father for letting her go, and despise myself for being so ineffective. I don't think I have the stamina to detest Dana, the older sister, as much as I used to.

		I had to return home to an empty house many days after school, watch TV, spoil dinner, and grieve alone. Dana has her own life, an adult life filled with friends, fun, dates, and parties. Her partner is nearly a permanent resident in our home. And those two used to tease me, but I didn't seem to mind.

		I hurried into my room, cuddled up on my bed, and sobbed one day after being forced to cry. Cry like you've never cried before. I wish I could return to my previous life. I'll fight and do whatever it takes to get things back to normal. I cried till my eyes dried up and just hiccups remained, weary.

		I was suddenly aware of someone standing next me. Dana was sitting on the bed as I turned around. I wanted to scream at her to get out because of her tantrum, but the look on her face stopped me. I grumbled as I buried my face in the bed.

		- Catapult! Get away of here!

		Dana stretched out and touched my face, removing the wayward hairs.

		- Please accept my apologies!

		Waiting for her boyfriend's scornful laugh, I held my breath. I had a sneaking suspicion he was standing near the entrance, waiting for her to signal him to burst out laughing. Another of their gags was these sweet words. Dana, on the other hand, sat beside me and caressed my back.

		- How are you? She inquired quietly. My eyes welled up with tears as I witnessed her tenderness.

		- I despise you! All I want is for my mother to return. I despise you! I despise you as well! Everything in this world irritates me.

		- No, I don't despise you,' Dana clarified.

		"I despise you the most in the world!" I want to scream. I tried to speak, but the words became lodged in my throat. To tell you the truth, I don't despise Dana in the least. All I want is for her to love me more. Is it true that every elder sister makes her smaller sister want to be so adored? Why does that make me feel so uneasy and in pain? Dana is the person who is the most like my mother to me. However, you never appeared to realize how much I depended on you in the past. And I despise you so badly because you don't need my help and affection like I do.

		- You don't despise me, do you? - Dana enticed.

		- Yes, I despise you. – I cried out. - You're always attempting to bully me.

		- Because I'm your sister, you have no choice but to bully me.' Dana said it with a smile, as if it was a given that I had to accept it. That does not, however, imply that I despise you.

		Dana wrapped her arms over my shoulders.

		- Oh, Stace, how I adore you!

		All of my grief and self-pity vanished in an instant. I don't care how she treats me tomorrow, if she continues to tease and bully me. I also don't care if Dana's statements originate from the depths of her soul or not. To avoid seeing her every day, I didn't have to be gone from her for ten years or relocate 600 miles away. I want to believe you right now, right now. I require your assistance. I turned around and crawled into her lap, allowing her to hug me and heal all of my heart's scars.

		That day has become an anniversary in my thoughts, and it will never be forgotten. I still have the impression that it happened yesterday. She was, and still is, on my side, hugging me when I needed it. You always give me a hug when I'm in need  you.

		- Stacey Granger
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		Childhood memories

		

		What is our life purpose?

		If we don't achieve these things, will our lives be happier?

		- George Eliot

		Istarted first grade in November 1957. My mother let me choose my own clothes to go to school every morning, then assisted me in tidying up and preparing all of the necessary items before I left. Going to school is one of my favorite things to do. I like to take Myra to school with me and hold her hand. At the time, I was proud of myself and felt like I had matured. My sister, Myra, is eleven years old and in the sixth grade. My sisters and I are both students at the same school. My class is on the second level, whereas hers is on the fourth. Every morning, we walk out of the home hand in hand. Myra told me a lot of things along the road. It's about your friends, your class, the sleds my father will purchase my sisters and me, and the cauldron-colored clouds...

		Myra also mentioned that her mother was planning a surprise party for her father to celebrate his father's elevation.

		- On Sunday, we're heading to the botanical gardens. She'll almost certainly forget something and have to come home. Guess what you'll forget.

		We were six blocks past the schoolyard before I realized what it was. That's also where my sisters and I split off so that we could all attend to our own classes. All of the first graders formed a line and waited for the instructor, who was normally led into the classroom by a fifth or sixth grader. As usual, Denise, the supervisor, grabbed us up and escorted us upstairs.

		Ms. Cohen, my instructor, had to go for a while today, therefore it's a wonderful morning. Denise was tasked with looking after the class, and she was told to line up and hang coats and hats on hooks.

		My teacher is someone I aspire to be like. They are just stunning. Miss Rubinstein, for instance, you are stunning. I like how she coils her shiny black tresses and keeps her makeup light but appealing. Miss Cohen is similarly gorgeous, however she is younger and more modern than Miss Rubinstein. If I'm attractive enough in the future, I might even become a teacher.

		Denise said something to me when I was deep in thought:

		- Row one, put your coat on the hook.

		I took a step forward and carefully hung my coat on the metal hook before sitting down and daydreaming about what a gorgeous woman might do. Movie stars, flight attendants...

		Denise's voice could be heard faintly in my ears:

		- Hang up your coat on row six!

		It was at this point that I noticed I was still wearing the hat on my head. I quickly removed my hat and hung it on the rack in the corner of the room. Denise glared at me and exclaimed,

		- Benita, row six, is putting his coat on the hook. Are you in the sixth row?

		I replied hesitantly:

		- No, but I didn't remember to hang my hat earlier.

		- Did you forget to put your hat on? – Denise imitated before asking. - In which row do you take your seat?

		- Row one, please. - I respond. However, I failed to hang my hat.

		- I've previously placed an order for one. Denise made a hissing sound. - I don't hang my hat when summoned because I'm a slacker, so I'll have to wear it all morning. Put on your hat and take a seat.

		My face began to heat up as the entire class gazed at me. I sat down, put on my hat, and bit the inside of my bottom lip so hard it bled. "You'll let me take off my hat and hang it up when Miss Cohen returns." "Then Denise will see how foolish I am," I reasoned. Denise approached Ms. Cohen and whispered in her ear as soon as she returned. They're both looking at me, so I know it's about me.

		Ms. Cohen did not request that I remove my hat. Not only that, but she remained silent as I approached her. I sat silently, awkwardly, in my chair, in the front row, with my hat on my head for the rest of the morning.

		Myra winced when she picked me up for lunch and gazed at my pale face for a time before asking:

		- Beni, what's the matter with you?

		I sobbed and sobbed as I told her what had happened. She declares:

		- That's not good for you, is it? Yes, they were mistaken, and I must inform my mum.

		However, I am unable to do so. I tried to eat lunch but had trouble swallowing it. My stomach began to ache. I sat motionless on the sofa, suffering. I didn't want to return to school, but I couldn't explain why to my mother. Mother worriedly caressed my brow:

		- I'm not sick, but I'm going to let you stay at home this afternoon.

		I informed her my stomach hurt still the next morning, but she wouldn't let me stay at home unless I went to the doctor. My mother drove me to the clinic. My mother advised me to wait in the waiting room while she spoke with Dr. Skodnick after he completed examining me. While I waited, I considered how I could stay at home and avoid going to school. We arrived at our house around 12 a.m. I was perplexed as to why Myra had not returned home for lunch. My mother, on the other hand, did not respond and instead inquired, "Benita, the doctor did not observe that you have any ailment." There had to be something about school that made you feel nauseous. Tell me what occurred now.

		However, I am unable to do so.

		She promised to take Myra and me to school the next day. I wore the smallest dress, which was mint green with a white collar and was designed for girls. She was well aware that I despised that shirt, but she said nothing. Mom had just double-checked that I was clean and tidy.

		The tense atmosphere and deafening stillness persisted all the way to school. My mother and Myra both brought me into the line when I arrived. Then I noticed them approaching the main entrance and entering the building. My heart was pounding so loudly that I was scared the thumping of my chest might be heard by others. As usual, Denise arrived to pick us up and led us to class. Principal Rose arrived at the classroom door with Mom and Myra after we had been in class for less than two minutes. Miss Rose then stepped into the room and asked Ms. Cohen and Denise to exit. Denise was the last person I saw.

		Myra took my hand the next morning and we headed to school together:

		- Where were you yesterday at lunchtime?

		- I inquire.

		"I spoke with Miss Gayrol, and there are some unique things to do," she responded. Myra's instructor is Miss Gayrol. When Mom wasn't home for lunch, Myra would take me to Miss Gayrol's room and we would eat there. She may not be as attractive as Miss Cohen or Miss Rubinstein, but she is a nice person who is easy to like.

		- I'm going to surprise you!

		Myra stated this as she led me to the schoolyard and released my hand. She didn't say anything else this time. She took a position in front of the line and declared:

		- My name is Myra, and I'll be your new boss. Boys and gals, get in line now!

		Then she approached me and said:

		- Beni, I'm not going to let anything happen to you again. Remember, I'm always in room 402 if you need me.

		She then took us up the stairwell smile.

		- Benita Glickman
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		Non constraint

		

		Love is absolute trust and never despair.

		- Robert T. Young

		Jackie has always treated me as if she were a second mother. There was never a time when she didn't keep an eye on me, from childhood to maturity, especially when she was a teenager. Despite my rage, she flirted with me like a little mother. It wasn't until much later, after half of my life had passed, that I felt an unconditional and more valuable love in that frenzy of her love for me.

		On August 31, 2001, I realized it. That was the day I got a call from someone I didn't expect. Jesse, the youngest kid on the other end of the call, had a unique voice that quickly alerted me to the fact that something horrible had occurred. A succession of theories began to race through my mind.

		- What's the matter, son? - I inquire.

		There was no response, simply a ringing in my ears from a sob. I felt increasingly terrified and imagined the worst-case situation that may occur. There are three more sons in my family. They've all reached adulthood. They would absolutely call me if something happened to them. For the time being, I'm comfortable with the other three. And now I had a hazy idea of what had happened in my thoughts. I took a big breath and then asked, somewhat hesitantly, my son:

		- Is there a problem with your father?

		Jesse replied, "Yes!"

		- What's up, son? - I inquire.

		Fear increased in me, reawakening memories from twenty-five years before. Lee and I divorced ten years ago. We still reside in the same town and work together on a regular basis. Our breakup, like that of many other couples, was marked by sorrow, blunders, and the disappointment of our children... As a result of all of this, the gap between us is widening. But he is still my children's father, and I always wish for them to be happy together. He is a decent individual. There are many aspects of his personality that I admire. I'm hoping that his positive attributes would help me cope with the loss of my children.

		- How's your father doing these days?

		I questioned Jesse again, prepared to accept that something awful had occurred, whether it was a vehicle accident or a heart attack that had landed him in the hospital. Jesse was ready to say something to the effect of "I didn't expect it."

		- Mother, your father drowned!

		Jesse's voice was broken with tears. Then he explained what had happened, but I couldn't understand a word he said. Later, when I was more composed, I learnt that he was involved in a boating accident about noon on a lake in northern Idaho. He's not a strong swimmer, but he jumped into the lake without a diving suit in his excitement. He swam too far away from the boat and was unable to return. The wind sprang up again, and the boat began to drift further away. He yelled for assistance, but no one heard him. My sons have now lost their father for good. My children had already lost their father when we separated, and now they have lost him again.

		It's possible that no one understands how I'm feeling right now. Because I, too, am befuddled by the sense of loss and weird grief that his passing has caused me. I married him when I was sixteen years old. We enjoyed some good times together, but at the age of thirty, we decided to call it quits. I can feel pain, but why am I so depressed simply because of the man I chose to bury ten years ago?

		I drove to Jesse's place to be with him when I had cooled down. I needed someone to reassure me that "Everything will be fine!" so I called my sister.

		That is what I require the most. However, when she called to tell her what had happened, she said tenderly:

		I know how you're feeling right now!

		I felt lighter than ever since I knew she understood how I was feeling right now, even if she didn't say exactly what I wanted. Her ex-husband died of illness four years ago. He was only 43 years old at the time.

		- No one will comprehend what I'm going through! - she exclaims. - However, you are aware of the situation.

		Her words were quite helpful to me in that situation. When I think of my ex-husband weeks after the funeral, I immediately think of my deceased brother-in-law. When she contacted to inform me of his death at the time, I informed her:

		- Isn't that reassuring?

		Oh, I'm not sure why I said it. Not only did I fail to console her, but I also saw his death as a reason to rejoice. True, my brother-in-law does not make a decent husband. She was constantly scared that he might harm the children after the divorce. She had to live in a state of tension, fear, and disillusionment for three years after the divorce. So when I got the news of his death, I immediately thought it was a good thing for her. But it's only now that I realize how sad she was at the time. I raced over to see her and told her about my feelings. Since then, we've seen each other more frequently, walking and talking about the pain of losing someone who had played such an important role in our lives.

		I was ashamed of my selfishness when I began to care about her life and what she did for me. Who soothed her while she was sad? When Lee and I first divorced, she was always there for me, baked me a cake for my birthday, and gave me a modest gift to cheer me up. She called me when I wasn't feeling well. She advised me when I did things I shouldn't; comfort, cheer me up whenever I'm weak. Yet where was I when she was grieving?

		I know how you're feeling right now!

		That's what she said on the day Lee died, while I never paid attention to how she was - not only when her ex-husband passed away but throughout the months that have passed. I was just so wrapped up in my own life and pain that I never took a few minutes to think about what she was going through. Before, I always thought of her as a solid support that never collapsed in my life, but now I realize that she is just a woman, just like me, but she is different from me in that: She always loved me unconditionally, despite her own pain.

		Now I see my sister in a different way. She was always in a hurry, advised me on all sorts of things and always resolutely prevented me from making mistakes. Moreover, behind that, I also noticed in her the tenderness of a sister, a mother. I also understand that behind her energy is the pain she has endured. As the years passed, her face softened with acceptance and forgiveness for all that had happened. That's when I knew that she was the most important person in my life, who never asked for anything from me, who was ready to give me love without any strings attached.

		- Cheryl Ann Dudley
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		Sister-in-law

		

		When you are with a friend, your heart returns.

		- Emily Farrar

		I'm the only child in the family. And I like this. Some say I'm selfish, some say I'm stupid. I don't care. When asked if I would like to have a sister or a brother, I would tell them what parents said to each other: \s- We had a perfect daughter the first time. I think this makes us all happy.

		Then I married Bill. He has a younger sister. Their personalities are completely opposite. As quiet and mature Bill is, his younger sister is as lively and hot-tempered. Joyce often makes simple things complicated.

		Then one day, it was too late when Bill found out he had bowel cancer. Joyce started visiting us more often, at least once a month. With two young children and heavy responsibilities at work, I am glad for her visit.

		On Saturday, when the kids were out camping, Bill called us over to the bed. Now that his control over his body had weakened much, he began to assert his control in other ways. He sketched for the funeral. The papers are here, the clothes are there, the pastor and my favorite music. He wanted to go back to his hometown in Pennsylvania. Then he said:

		- I left you two the most precious gift.

		We looked at each other in surprise. What do you mean?

		- I left each one a sister - who will always worry and love for the other. For yourself and for me, promise to take care and love each other. Joyce and I never refused him anything, so we held hands and made a promise.

		On the way back to Bill from New Jersey, where his memorial service took place, we always walked side by side. For the past thirteen years, we have continued to walk side by side like that. Holidays, graduations, hardships and joys, you and I shared it all.

		Bill gave me two children. He has brought me not only material things but also a lot of comfort, will, and love. More than that, he also gave me a sister. We love you. Whether life takes us down verdant valleys or up the Rocky Mountains, we still love him, more and more. Although he is no more, he has brought us the most precious thing: never let us be alone.

		- Lois Wencil
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