Preface

Sisterhood: 
For any female who has ever had a sister, they know it’s not easy. Little sisters can get annoying, older sisters can be bossy. It can be hard to live in one’s shadow, but it can also be hard to watch someone get away with things you never would have been allowed to do. Sisters are annoying. They’re mean. But having a sister is also one of the most rewarding relationships anyone can experience. They’re full of unconditional love, a constant shoulder to cry on and tons of laughter. 

While all sisterhoods are different, they share many similar qualities. These can be, but are not limited to: feeling joyous, being annoyed, jealousy, happiness, staying frustrated, creating originality and being your own person, and coming to an understanding. Many sisters, while their individual stories may differ, can relate to feeling these qualities at some point or another. 

Through these set of poems, I hope you not only learn about the joys and complications of sisterhood, but can read into the story of my sisterhood with Amelia, my (now) 16 year-old sister. I was 5 ½ when she was born and our age difference has had both good and bad consequences in our relationship. We are very different but from the very first moment I met her I knew that I loved her. It has been through the trials and tribulations where I have seen that hold true the most. 

The poems reflect very specific memories that I have and the emotions that I felt at the time. They span from the first time I held her until our most recent Thanksgiving break. I hope we have many more years to come and that I will have the blessing to add to this collection. Your loved ones are precious, after all. 
Joy

So innocent and cute,
The sparkle in her eyes
The warmth my heart feels
Comes as no surprise.

Her baby hands are reaching
For my wrist, my neck, my hair.
She keeps on stretching, glancing around
Reaching for everywhere.

I rock her back and forth,
Hold her close to my chest.
At 5 years old, not sure what this feeling is
But it must be love at its best.

I kiss her forehead,
I touch her cheek.
I let out a sigh,
She lets out a squeak. 

It’s too soon to know what our future holds
But I know that we’ll be together.
Because that’s what sisters always do-
They stick together forever.

So whatever comes our way, 
We’ll just let it be.
Sisters are more than friends.
We’re blood. We’re family.

Safe within my arms, 
I watch her as she falls asleep. 
I must protect my baby sister,
I pray this love I’ll always keep.




Jealousy
My dad promised after work
He’d play a game with me tonight.
My sister cries, he has to help my mom.
I pout, but he tells me it will be alright.
I want to show my aunt
The dance move I learned today.
Yet Amelia just spoke her first word.
Everyone wonders what she’ll say.
We head to Cedar Point
I have to go on rides alone.
But fine, whatever, my sister is important.
I just don’t want to go on my own.

I may be the older sister,
I’m only eight years old.
But I have to be understanding, patient.
This is what I’ve been told.

I’m sick of all the attention
That she gets from everyone.
She’s taking away my happiness,
She’s taking away all my fun.
Being a big sister
Isn’t all its talked up to be.
No time with my parents, noone pays attention.
All of this I did not forsee.
What’s so important about a baby anyway?
They’re cute, cuddly and small.
But you could say the same thing about me.
Except I’m cute, cuddly and tall.

I just want things to be normal,
The way they  used to be.
I don’t like sharing anything
Is this sister thing for me?

Happy
Enjoying the sun
Splashing around in the pool
Summer days are great.

Not a care in mind
Laugher and joy fill the air
Smiles are everywhere.

Spending time with her
Nothing could be better, no way
Summer days are fun.

I sit in the grass
Drying off in the sunshine
Enjoying my sis.

She’s everything
I enjoy playing with her
There’s nothing better.

We have popsicles
Giggles erupt from within
Juice drips down her face

I reach for a hug
She leans in with a small kiss
This love warms my heart

My sister is sweet
There’s really nothing better
This is sisterhood.

Frustrated
Why does Amelia find it necessary
To pick through all my clothes.
It’s rather annoying and I’m fed up,
I guess this is how sisterhood goes.

My make-up is all unorganized,
My shoes, they’re a complete mess.
My shirt is wrinkled, off the hanger.
Can’t find my hot pink dress.

I’m searching high and low for earrings.
The ones I wore to prom.
Maybe she lost them, broke them- who knows?
Looks like I’ll have to tell my mom.

These things are never easy.
Just leave me stuff alone.
If you really want something- just ask!
I’ll let you take anything out on a loan.

I glare at her across the room.
She’s mad, but not as mad as me.
I yell, “I’m angry, give me back my things.”
She replies, “But we’re family.”

We may be related by blood.
But that doesn’t mean I chose you.
Siblings can be great friends or enemies-
That statement cannot be anymore true.

So leave my stuff alone, please.
Or you will regret it later.
Be smart- if you take my stuff again,
I may just turn into a traitor!
Annoyed
She’s little, she’s young.
She honestly can’t help it.
But the crying, the crying,
It just won’t stop.

My father is taking out the trash
Replacing the bag.
She cries,
It just won’t stop.

It’s her birthday and presents are galore.
One sound of a wrapping paper tear,
She cries,
It just won’t stop.

My brain hurts from all the noise.
I can’t sleep.
She cries,
It just won’t stop.

I hold her, my heart torn in two.
Not sure of how to help, what to do.
She cries,
It just won’t stop.

I wanted to watch Wishbone,
Play a Chutes and Ladders with my mom.
She cries,
It just won’t stop.

On the beach with my family,
Amelia feels the sand against her skin.
She cries,
It just won’t stop.

I try to wipe away her tears,
Give her some type of comfort.
But she cries,
It just won’t stop.
Originality
Coffee, Drake, shoe shopping-
These are a few of my favorite things.
I love to turn the radio up
And sing to my heart’s content.
I wear my sunglasses until it’s completely dark outside
What’s the point of taking them off anyway?

Board games are fun to play
As long as you choose Monopoly.
I love Harry Potter more than most things,
Although most books end up being my favorite.

I enjoy tap dancing more than any other genre
And swimming is my favorite sport to play.

This is me. Bethany.
This is not Amelia.

Embrace who you are.
Don’t change to be someone you’re not.
Sure, it’s fun to share similarities with your friends, your sister.
But be sure to never lose yourself.

I appreciate you for who you are
And what you to bring to my life.
It can be hard to feel accepted
In this life, though, be you.

Take pride in your favorite movies,
Make your friends play your favorite game.
What’s the point of being someone else
When you were born to be you.

Let’s share things together,
Some of yours and some of mine.

Together, 
Learning about each other.

Understanding 
There are times she makes me angry
And her talking—I just want it to end.
Her voice, oh how it can irritate me.
I’ll try to listen, or at least pretend.

I no longer get jealous,
And when I’m mad I let it be known.
After all, the best part about having a sister
Is that you’ll never be alone.

While we still face our challenges,
Don’t always get along.
I’ll always be there for her.
I hope our love remains strong.

I still often shake my head
At the choices she makes today.
We may argue often
And be different in every way.

Yet that doesn’t change my feelings
And the laughter that we share.
The age difference we have, the mismatched personalities-
We’re definitely a unique pair.

Being a sister isn’t easy
But she’s always a guaranteed friend.
While it may have been strange in the beginning,
I hope our sisterhood has a beautiful end.








