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I

Looking back, I can still hear my mother’s screams, high-pitched and
panicky, getting louder and higher as she searched every part of the house.
She stumbled into my room as I was getting ready for the night, red-faced,
huge eyes full of tears, snot hanging out of her left nostril. Had I seen my
sister she asked me breathlessly, her hands shaking. I rubbed the red off my
lips with one of the baby wipes stolen from the nursing stash, meeting her
eyes in the mirror and shaking my head. Her mouth formed a weak O. She
stepped back, her arms hanging by her side like one of the puppets my
sister liked so much and our eye contact was broken only by the door
closing. I turned back to the mirror and checked out the scratch on my
neck. It did look a little bit infected and would get worse as the days went
on, as my mother’s panic turned into frenzy, turned into anger and then
despair and grief. I still have a scar from it, reminding me of the day my
sister went missing. When he makes love to me and kisses my neck, I like
to turn my head so that his lips land on the scar. A few years ago, my
mother asked me where I got it from and I just laughed lightly and let my
hair fall over it. I did not tell her that it was there for her to see as it
happened but that she was so focused on my sister she could not see it – or
me, for that matter. I did not tell her that in all her yelling of my sister’s
name, not once did she call mine.

II

The first memory of my life, my very first memory, is from the time before
my sister came into the family, just a few days before my parents picked
her up. I remember playing in the garden with my mother, my father
would join us later. We drank apple juice, it was a warm summer day, and
I was playing on the lawn. I think we played horses, my mother and I. She
willingly went along with everything I demanded of her as if she felt bad
already about abandoning me, of neglecting me like she was going to. As if
she was already compensating the fact that there would be someone who
needed her more than I did, who would take my thunder and draw her
attention away from me. It was not the last happy moment in my life – I
mean, it was the very first moment I can recall – but for me, it was a
moment of pure, unadulterated happiness which I thought back to
constantly, which I searched for and tried to recreate every single day of

my childhood. I had the feeling I would have to get rid of my sister in order
to have this kind of happiness again, because it was the only memory of
her before she came into our lives. I must have been three years old.
To recreate something of the past, a moment which you cannot really
grasp anymore, of which you barely remember anything but a feeling, is
impossible. You hold onto something which might have never really been
there and you focus on what you think you could do – in this case, getting
rid of my sister, this pathetic little piece of meat, who always, always cried,
who constantly had to be seen to and of whom I had to be considerate all
the time, because she was weaker than me, because she needed more care,
because she was sick and slow and weak. And I hated her, I really hated her.
I constantly imagined how it would be if she was gone and I had my
parents for myself again. As it turns out, us three, we are just not enough
anymore.

III

Even now, on my way home, I like to drive by the sea. I stop the car near
the pier and whatever the weather, I sit down with my legs tangling down
close to the water surface, sometimes inches away from the tide,
sometimes far, far above. Groaning wood, screeching sea gulls, bellowing
wind and the assault of sand grains on the skin of my face overpower the
heavy weight I carry on my shoulders. I find peace in moments like these,
breathing deeply in and out and feeling the tension evaporate from my
neck. Not today, however. From the beach a little further down, the gusts
of wind carry the voices of playing children toward me and unbidden
images disturb the serenity of the moment. It is hard to put the film of my
life in chronological order, but the scenes are still there. It makes me smile
despite myself, seeing my sister crow at the waves as they lap at her wheels,
throwing her stunted arms in the air, her eyes shut against the sun and the
salted sea spray. Her innocent, childlike joy makes something in my
stomach churn, and I always look away, until the tide turns and she starts
sputtering and bawling. I keep my eyes averted, not wanting to see the
pitiful display of utter helplessness. I should have helped her. She was
helpless and only a child and I should have been a better big sister and
helped her.
Although in my mind, I had meant only the best. Of course, my sister had
always been a child and would never grow up. Hers was a Neverland of
hopelessness, she had no future and never remembered her past. For my
parents – whether she was with us or not – she was and would always be the
little baby girl, no matter how large she got – whereas I grew up, developed
the body of a woman while also maturing to the mind of a woman and thus
became accountable. My mistakes were my own and would never be
forgiven.

