A moment of realization
You will never truly know a role until you actually played it.
I am the youngest child in my family and I used to admire and envy my older brother and sister, because in my eye, they seemed to have more rights and more decision-making power than me.  In a word, the disparity in age plays a crucial role in the distribution of power among children.  In my extended family, I had many cousins.  As they were all younger than me and my elder sister, it became my sister’s duty to be in charge of them.  She was quite mature for her age, always well-behaved and had good grades.  She was a very good role-model for all of us; whatever happened, she would always demonstrate a certain degree of calmness and handled everything well.  
My grandfather had been apoplectic for years.  Whenever adults were busy at work, my sister, being the oldest child, was entrusted to take care of my grandfather too.  Two years later, grandfather was on the critical list and was sent to the intensive care unit.  We were told to visit him for the last time.  I was only nine years old then.  Being a mischievous child, I brawled and whined about going home to my favorite cartoon show when I was taken to the hospital.  I was of course reproached by the adults and had to follow my parents in unwillingly.  As I walked into the room, I caught a glimpse of my sister.  She was standing still, silently, her eyes brimming with tears.  She acted like a mature adult who knew how to maintain calm in moments of great grief.  Before long, grandfather passed away and the whole family started to prepare for my grandfather’s funeral.  As adults were all busy rushing about over the smallest and most complicated details, the “little children” fell into my sister’s care again.  I watched how she took care of us, and I continue to admire her maturity. 
A few years later, I was riding home on my bicycle one day.  The heavy traffic made me scurry like a rat caught in the flow of the vehicles.  I noticed a crowd by the roadside; there had been a traffic accident.  Out of curiosity, I stopped to take a look.  There was my sister lying in the street, bleeding.  I don’t remember much of what happened later, only the terrible pounding pain on my heart and the blankness in my head.  My sister must have been rushed to the hospital, but due to the severity of her head injury, she died the next day, at the age of fourteen. 
I became the oldest girl of the family and my role was changed.  There was no one for me to follow or look up to anymore.  I was to be the “model” for those “little kids.”  I must be serious about things, because my cousins are keeping an eye on me at all times.  They must have the same feelings as I did before when I used to look up to my sister.  Now that I am in her shoes, what am I to do to live up to her image?  
The view is certainly different from this side of the mountain now that I am considered the older child.  I often felt helpless and under pressure.  I wondered how my sister could take care of things so well while I struggle to find my way.  I realized that being the elder child is not all power and privilege; it is a lot of responsibilities and lots of problems to solve, not to mention the expectations of the adults.  
