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My mother gushed about how handsome he looked. Even my father, who is usually a 

taciturn man, joined in on the shower of compliments, conceding that he had never felt prouder. 

I, on the other hand, looked out of the car. I watched the rain dance across the window, twisting 

and turning away from each other, traversing then taking different paths and spreading farther 

and farther away. The raindrops seemed to replace the tears that I was not allowed to spill on this 

supposedly joyous occasion. 

 I could see him sneaking glances at me through my peripheral vision, but neither one of 

us said anything to the other during the strained forty-five minute drive to the airport. There was 

too much to say, and such little time. I decided that the silence between us offered me more 

comfort than any futile attempt at conversation, and as he laughed with our mother and father, I 

began to wander through a pile of forgotten memories.  

… 

I am eight years old, he is ten. He is tall and bony, his light blonde hair long enough to 

fall into his eyes. I am playing in our backyard with the other children on our block, all who are 

his age or older, eating an orange Popsicle while swinging, the sticky syrup gluing the short, 

choppy strands of my hair together. “I want another one, Bear,” I tell him. Bear was my 

nickname for him ever since I could speak. According to my parents, that was my first word as a 

baby; when I looked over at him, he enunciated his name slowly to me – “Bran-don,” – and I 

giggled, pointed at him, and shouted “Bear!” Yes, he is my first memory, not my mother, father, 

or favorite stuffed animal. It was always Bear and me, Bear and I.  



Bear went inside to get us popsicles, and when he came back, he saw that all our 

“friends” were throwing grass and dirt at me. I remember my brother’s reaction vividly, how a 

violent and unfamiliar blue rose in his eyes, like a deadly storm at sea, that contrasted his usual 

calm, composed behavior. He seized the main perpetrator by the collar (that awful Tommy 

whose favorite pastime was burping in my face), pushed him down, and warned his sister that it 

was in their best interest to stay away from us. Needless to say, they ran home immediately, and 

we never played with them again. Bear took my hand, led me inside, and handed me over to my 

mother, who chided him for leaving my side in the first place and grounded him for a month. I 

stayed with him in his room the whole month, and although he rolled his eyes every time I 

walked in, I knew he enjoyed my company.  

 I am ten, he is twelve. I am sitting in a tent, feet curled up to my chest, anxious as twilight 

approaches. It is the first time I have gone camping, and so far I have been living a ten-year-old 

dream, complete with hiking, canoeing, and s’mores. But now it is nighttime, and Mom and Dad 

are in the tent right next to the one Bear and I are sharing, but it feels like they are miles away. I 

feel trapped underneath my sleeping bag. Its warmth offers me some comfort, until I start 

thinking about large insects, wild animals, Big Foot, and other creatures that could harm me in 

the middle of the night.  

 “Bear,” I whimper. 

 “What, Chelsea?” His tone has the hint of annoyance in it, as if he already knew what I 

was about to say.  

 I inform him about my fear, he insists that nothing could eat me (the tent is zipped shut 

and my sleeping bag hides my delectable human scent), I argue that in my sleeping bag I would 

seem like a big, juicy sausage to a bear, he tells me to sleep on the floor then, I say that I will get 



cold and die from hypothermia, and he banters that I’m a baby and a scaredy-cat. But in the end, 

due to my adamant refusal to sleep, he stayed up as my watchman until I drifted off, gently 

stroking my hair and swatting flies or mosquitoes that approached me.  

 I am twelve, he is fourteen. He is in high school now, which means that associating with a 

seventh-grader like me would be detrimental to his reputation. I am also not allowed to call him 

“Bear” anymore in public, and when his friends come over, I am to stay in my room or he will 

ensure my suffering. I am not sure if I like the new Bear, err, Brandon so much anymore, who 

has transformed from the awkward, gangly middle-schooler with a select few friends to the 

widely-adored football player who is constantly chased by girls. After a particularly rough day 

of middle school, I came home, went to my room, flopped onto my bed, and wept. Bear was in his 

room with a bunch of his friends from football, both my parents were at work, and I had never 

felt so helpless and lonely. 

 “Dude, I think your sister’s crying in her room,” one of his friends snickered.  

 Another one laughed in agreement. “God she’s so immature. How do you deal?” 

 I began to cry even louder than I had before, unable to control my sobs. I knew that I had 

embarrassed Bear, and that he would kill me once his friends left. I just hoped Mom or Dad 

would come home before then so I would have someone to defend me. However, I was wrong 

about Bear. Sure, he had changed, yet there were still remnants of the old Bear in him, the kind-

hearted and protective brother I have had my whole life. He walked into my room with a bowl of 

ice cream, sat down on my bed and asked me if I wanted to talk. I blubbered to him for almost an 

hour, and he listened the whole time.  

 I am fourteen, he is sixteen. Finally in high school, I believe that I am now cool enough to 

be able to hang out with Bear and his friends. I am wrong, of course, for I am a freshman and he 



is a junior. Associating with me would still be detrimental to his reputation. Nevertheless, Bear 

was beginning to mature now, which meant his provincial fourteen-year-old mindset had 

somewhat disappeared. He drives me to school and nods at me in the hallways, and his friends 

know of my existence. I do not think I have felt so appreciated by him in the last few years. I 

make it onto the varsity tennis team, a rare feat as a freshman, and I am as happy as can be until 

the day I forgot my racket and work-out clothes at home, the day of our final district tournament 

at another high school. Mom and Dad are at work, and there is no way I can walk home and 

back in thirty minutes, the time I have left until a bus arrives to take us tennis players to the 

tournament. So, I call Bear, my only option, and beg for him to leave football practice and get 

my equipment for me. He does, sprinting to the parking lot, speeding to our house, and sprinting 

back. I am rewarded with a trophy for placing second in singles; he is punished by his coach for 

missing practice, having to do fifty push-ups in addition to warm-ups. He is my protector, my 

savior, my friend, and my hero.   

I am sixteen now, and he is eighteen. He looks older, though, as he pulls his luggage out 

of the trunk of our car. I feel younger, the burden of a noble brother who has enlisted in the 

military resting upon my shoulder and pushing me down into the Earth until I am nothing but the 

impression of my skeleton, the trace of a human being. 

 Bear and I are raindrops, drifting further and further apart, each with a different purpose 

in our life. That is how all siblings are, but in the end, I know that he will be the one person that I 

can count on for the rest of my life. Friends come and go, along with neighbors, pets, and 

boyfriends, but family is forever. 

 That is the only thought left in my mind as he engulfs me in one of his big, Bear hugs and 

whispers that he will miss me, that I better keep in touch with him, into my hair. The million 



miles between us will not matter. The fact that I do not know when I will see him again, or even 

if I will ever see him again, will not matter, because I know the truth. 

Family is forever.  


