
Sister, Sister 

What does it mean to be a sister? Or more importantly, what does it mean to have a sister? By 

generic definition, a sister is a female who has one or both parents in common with another. In my 

opinion, the denotation of a sister runs so much deeper and hits way closer to home than that. A sister is 

a blessing sent from above disguised in an annoying, acne-riddled body that maliciously locks you out of 

her room for no apparent reason. A sister is as versatile as a chameleon and can transition stances 

between friend and foe, depending on the magnitude of how you tweak the circumstances. A sister is 

someone you share a special route of telepathy with, someone who lets you crawl into their bed with 

them after having a traumatic nightmare, someone who experiments makeup on you, someone you can 

giggle and whisper with under the covers in the pitch-black, buzzing envelope of night, someone you can 

communicate an entire length of conversation with via just one glance. On the contrary, a sister is also 

like a malignant virus that spreads and catches like wildfire and controls your world, turning it into a 

dictatorship. You are stuck with your sister and she is more or less the pest forever connoted with the 

incessant, nagging voice inside your head that moonlights as your older, more superior conscience. 

Correspondingly, I don’t think blood relation determines sisterhood; friendship is the overriding factor 

that creates the true bond between sisters. A rainbow of strands weaves the impermeable web that 

sisters are ensnared in, whether they like that idea or not. Sisters can be mutual confidantes, role 

models, advocates, co-conspirators, guardian angels, and teachers. Thus, the relationship between 

sisters is independent of age; whether you’re seconds or decades apart, a sister is a kindred spirit with 

whom you share an incredibly special and well sought-after bond, one that germinates from birth and 

relies on you to foster and nurture with the best of your ability and NEVER expects you to consciously 

and voluntarily sever. 

My sister has given me the best perception of the controversial debate on ‘sisters’. It is 

undeniable that when I was born, I drastically upturned and catapulted the familial hierarchy that made 

up the household into disarray, somewhat like a routine shuffling of a deck of cards in a game of poker. 

My sister, most likely very comfortable and well-acclimated to a lifestyle of reigning the supreme queen, 

probably sustained a huge family shock that potentially could have left both positive and negative ripple 

effects in the uneventful, still-watered metaphorical pond that she and my parents resided in. 

Conversely, at a relatively young age, she did not throw a temper tantrum at being booted off the 

position of the “baby of the family”. Instead, she saw the dream turned reality of having a younger sister 

for what it really was: a gift. Overnight, a cosmic transaction was dealt and she was bestowed the 

unspoken responsibility of having to be well behaved because I would basically mirror everything she did 

and needless to say, her actions would reflect on me. I raucously stumbled into this world bawling and 

bleary-eyed, and when I removed my fists after rubbing my eyes raw, my sister was right there to greet 

me, extending a pinkie finger for me to anchor down and hold on to. This was the first of many instances 

where my sister was right by my side, not sequestered, but flanking me with her hugs of her own 

volition. Additionally, my sister matured exponentially in a matter of a few hours and bore the new 

chores of babysitting, feeding, changing dirty diapers, and just unconditionally tolerating and loving me. 

I interrupted her life by causing a brief intermission, a slim window of opportunity for her to grow up 

and she grabbed it, without the slightest traces of the intentions of letting go. By praying night after 

night and wishing on one lucky, twinkling star, she gambled her self-directed attention for a younger 



sibling in the widespread lottery where thousands of other kids just like her were vying for a sibling, but 

possibly for all the wrong reasons. Through her perspective, gaining a sister was worth acquiescing, 

without complaint, the blissful, spoiled, and indulgent, albeit lonely, existence of being an only child. To 

me, the ability of a ten-year-old to make that realization is deserving of a Nobel Peace Prize. I am 

extremely grateful for the serendipity of having fallen into my sister’s life, because we mutually have 

benefited. I think I catalyzed my sister’s mental, social, and emotional growth process and dawned a 

new epoch in her life, assumingly for the better. My sister personifies the good decision in a forked road 

at the end of a long and winding path, the enlightening, illuminating sconces that line a creepy corridor, 

the relieving stanch of an unrelenting hemorrhage that plagues a sick patient.  Furthermore, she is the 

happy beginning to my life and to me, it is incomprehensible that anyone would be driven to the point 

to cut off ties with their sister; they must be either ignorant or desperate. 

My sister and I have a very interesting dynamic.  I am not going to romanticize our relationship 

until it is malleable enough to fit the picture-perfect description of a Hollywood pair of sisters. Truth be 

told, we could be at each other’s throats one moment and at the next, politely asking the other to 

switch the television channel because the remote is oh-so-far away. It is a convenient asset that we both 

can gang up on our parents, but this can happen interchangeably with us rubbing friction and clashing 

over our parents. She has cocooned me in her advice and guidance and is the firm, withstanding 

chrysalis that shelters me from the figurative storms that pollute and contaminate society. However, she 

multitasks by simultaneously exposing me to the jolting realities and corruption of the world as I evolve 

and try to blossom into a butterfly. Our turbulent, oscillating emotions, moods, and attitudes are in 

synchrony with our raging teenage, pubescent hormones. From my perspective, there is sound enough 

reason to declare that in the largely outnumbered court of our house, the unbalanced scales of justice 

are unfairly tipped in her favor. Accordingly, she is the older one, so I’m naturally always the cause of 

the recent fight or my parents unanimously side with her, before even hearing and deliberating over 

what had transpired. Before she departed to attend college at an undergraduate school, she would 

always threaten me that she couldn’t wait to go whenever we shuttled ourselves into an argument, 

which occurred about as regularly as living, breathing organisms inhale oxygen and exhale carbon 

dioxide. Whether we are in the throes of a tense, stilted, and monosyllabic conversation or snuggling 

and avidly viewing the latest episode of Keeping Up With the Kardashians, there is a guarantee that we 

have got each other’s backs. Her downright silliness and spontaneity has me breaking into peals of 

laughter and sometimes overlaps with me doubling over after being punched in the gut or writhing in 

the pain on the floor after having one of our legendary fistfights that passes as quickly as a summertime 

storm.  

Obviously, my sister is an in-the-flesh, incarnated angel. She has aged well beyond her years and 

has a large portion of the continents tucked under her thick belt of experience. Before I was born, my 

parents and sister had to virtually adopt a nomadic lifestyle to complement the fact that my mom and 

dad were medical doctors and were trying to settle down and flock to America, coined the ‘land of 

opportunity’, along with that generation’s surging tidal wave of immigrants. Consequently, my sister 

attended ten different school districts in less than ten years, ranging from India to Europe to New York. 

She is the oldest of all the cousins on both my maternal and paternal sides, and honors that position to a 

tee. Lately, I have been feeling thrown off-kilter from whiplash and déjà vu because my sister has 



recently moved to an apartment in Manhattan and is planning to live there for a year. This is reminiscent 

of when she left for college when I was in the first grade and on the flight back, I felt a strong sense of 

loss and was inevitably having tears streaming down my cheeks. She is such a wise and successful female 

figure, whose footsteps I aspire to follow in. There is a large enough age difference between my sister 

and I to constitute her being an absentee sibling in my life, but so far, I believe I have glimpsed an inkling 

as to how fortunate I am that she isn’t one. One could even go so far as to say she is more present than 

expected in my life! I will not attempt to entertain the notion that I am not prone to take my sister for 

granted, because I know that more times than not, I am blinded as to forgive her for her shortcomings. 

Many people will never get to experience first-hand and are shortchanged the laughter and tears, the 

joys and sorrows that come along with having a sister. My sister is all the more appreciative of having a 

sibling because she has a multiple perspective.  

This article’s inherent purpose is to pay homage to a nearly identical one my sister 

independently authored when she was the same age as me. I want to believe that if the tables were 

turned, I would parallel everything she has done for me, but I honestly don’t think anyone could 

compare to my sister. Life without a sister is unimaginable, as it would be utterly dull, monotonous, and 

lonely. Through thick and thin, I have a visceral, unconditional love towards my sister. You may wonder 

why I have referred to my sister, Reshmi, as ‘my sister’. To answer that question, my sister is a truly 

beautiful woman in every sense of the word who I am thankful to call mine. She has taught me the 

world as a person, and as a sister. But, I believe that the term, ‘sister’, should not roll off our tongues 

carelessly, however easy that might be, or be tossed around casually because not everyone deserves to 

be addressed as ‘sister’. Reshmi is the most worthy for that title and should wear it with the utmost 

pride. Her name means ‘silk’ and I don’t think there is a better fitting description of her very being. 

Likewise, she is comprised of the richest, most desired fabric and is just as soft and satiny. Just like silk, 

she cloaks people in her kindness, love, and generosity and never fails to invoke happiness, comfort, and 

security in anyone. We are cut from the same cloth, and we hold this truth to be self-evident. My sister 

already harbors a monopoly on the literal game of life because she has overcompensated for being given 

her role as a sister and is an utterly fascinating kaleidoscope of personas. My sister is in all but name my 

cradle, my rocking chair, my bassinet, my rattle, my pacifier, my soothing lullaby. I hold her as near to 

my heart as a beloved teddy bear and clutch her as tightly as a worn out, threadbare security blanket. 

She possesses and embodies everything I could ever dare hope to be as a person and I wouldn’t be who I 
am today without her. 

-Swati Madankumar, age 14 


