A Moment of Realization
I never liked Anita very much, She is six years younger, with weak legs but a personality as strong as mine. Since she was able to talk, we had been fighting each other over every little thing. And by the time she reached fifth grade in elementary school, my mother decided that Anita would move out of my parents’ room and into mine. Since then, war raged on constantly in our—no, my—little room.
Anita and I are miles apart in temperament and character and we had little respect for our differences.  I like to play English songs as a way of learning English, but Anita set up a rule against it because she could not understand English.  I value my privacy and my space; Anita, on the other hand, stubbornly clings to me where I go or stay.  When I asked her to leave, she would stir up my anger by staying unmoved. Gradually, I became disgusted with everything she did. Even the way she holds the chopsticks on the very ends bothers me. And her constant nagging was the worst. One time I even caught her opening my drawer and I was furious that she violated my privacy.  As revenge, I peeped into her drawer too while she was out of the room. But there was nothing unusual: her diary, some letters, a piece of paper with the titles of some popular songs that looked like a download list. Girls in her age always did foolish things.
It is a custom in our family that we would all go to my gradma’s house on the second day of the new year.  Although my sister and I were always fighting, we decided to call a truce just for that period of time. We didn’t want to embarrass ourselves in front of the whole clan and esp. not in front of grandma.  When one of our cousins suggested we children spend the night together in the karaoke, both my sister and I happily joined in. Most of my cousins were my age, so I had a really great time that night.  But not my sister.  She was relatively younger and not familiar with any of them. She requested only one song the whole evening--“Elope to the Moon” by Mayday, one of the most popular bands in Taiwan. The song was a duet to be sung by one male and a female. But there was no one who would sing with Anita because it was almost time to go and most of us had already lost our voices from singing all night long. As the music began, people were even getting up to put on their coats. I sensed the embarrassing situation, so I picked up the other microphone and said, “Come on, cut the song. We’re leaving.” Anita stubbornly continued her song but her voice became softer and softer. 
“Alright, just cut the song,” she got up to press the cut button herself after finishing the first chorus, while I was yelling “Cut! Cut! Cut!” to rush her.  As the song was cut, I caught her disappointed face reflected on the dark screen of the television. She was completely quiet, totally different from the noisy girl I knew at home. All of a sudden, I remembered the list of songs in her drawer. It was not a download list. She had been practicing the songs, including “Elope to the Moon”, not for this occasion, but for any occasion that she could sing like others and blend in.  I remembered all the days when she tried to tag along with me, and I felt the loneliness in her young heart.  I opened my mouth to say something nice to comfort her, but words failed to come.
“Hey, we’re planning to shoot off some firework near Jhuwei fishing port.  You wanna come?  We can send your sister home.” Said my cousin after we came out of the karaoke. They must have thought that Anita was too young and no fun to take with us. Usually I would have said yes without hesitation, but that night, I really didn’t want to cut my sister’s song short again. 
“No, I guess I’ll just go home with Anita,” I answered.
There was finally peace in my little room that night.
