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Ever since I can remember, my brother and I have been fighting one another. We have used words as ammunition, our fists as our bombs – even sabotaged each other's efforts, for we are at war. This war may have turned into a truce of sorts in recent years as we have matured, but there is still tension so thick one could cut it with a knife. I don't know what started it, and I'm pretty sure he doesn't either – perhaps it was the simple act of my birth that sparked it. My brother's realization that he was no longer my parents 'one and only' – that he now had to share attention with an unwanted sibling, one who cried at what seemed like all hours, waking him up in the middle of the night – the one whom the toys were now bought, the one he had to be 'nice' to.

Early on, the war was about relatively simple things – not so much different than the so-called normal clashes a brother and sister may encounter during their childhood years. Normal being things such as pulling hair, wanting to pet the dog first, wanting to use the bathroom...arguing about who really won Monopoly, and who cheated. There's a good chance that if there was anything to argue about, we argued about it. Needless to say, we weren't on the best of terms. We didn't do anything to help each other if we could help it; such a thing was taboo. 

I was at school one day, playing outside in the crisp, cool air. The area was shrouded with trees, their thick foliage blocking the outside world. There, nothing mattered except how many seeds you collected – even a child's hand could hold at least twenty of the small pellet-like objects. Yes, they would be thrown away and forgotten when the aid's voice called us back into class – but here, they were valuable as gold. Such were the views of a kindergartner. 

As we headed back in, I flung the seeds away from me, catching the hawk like eye of one of the aids. I do not remember what the start of the conversation was about, but I do remember the gist of it. She wanted to know why I was still wearing Velcro shoes at my age – five years – I replied that I didn't know how to tie shoelaces.

Her reply stung me like a bee. "You can't wear Velcro forever." As if I didn't know that; of course I couldn't wear it forever, I would learn how to tie my shoes in time, who was she to tell me something I already knew? And why couldn't I wear Velcro forever? Was there some law that I wasn't aware about that would prevent me from doing so?

Somewhat hurt, I sulked the remainder of the day, her words echoing in my mind. Nothing I focused on would tune out the haunting phrase that reminded me that there was still something I could do – something that my brother Andrew, most likely, could. More proof of my inferiority – it burned me like an iron poker, freshly thrust into the forge. Ouch.

The rest of the day is not as clear, however, as to what happened that evening.

Sitting on the landing in the hall, I overheard my father speaking with my brother. Curious, I stayed there, rather than go upstairs and 'chill out' there. I could barely see, as the lights were quite dim – though not pitch-black – but I could hear. And really, that was all that mattered.

Dad was speaking in his smooth baritone voice, telling Andrew how to tie his own shoes. At first, I was surprised – Andrew couldn't tie his shoes either? In fact, he was having some problems doing so? This didn't help my mood, however – Andrew was sure to learn how to do so before me. I didn't realize that I was doing what he said until I looked down and realized that I had just tied my shoes – and from the sound of it, Andrew was still having problems. Unnerved, I quickly untied the laces, sure it was a mistake. Andrew protested, and then requested for the instructions again. My fingers trembled as I followed my father's instructions, and my mind was numb with the realization that not only had I tied my own shoes, but Andrew still couldn't.

A winner was me indeed. For once, the blue ribbon went not to Andrew, but to me – for though I was two years younger, I still beat him at learning to do what I see now as such a simple task. However, I am still in shock to this day that I beat my brother at such a young age; then again, I also beat him in learning to ride my bike. This prompted him to learn very fast, mind you, but I had still beaten him. While we still weren't on good terms until recently, the war between us has changed into a good war, if such a thing is possible. By that I mean that there was not so much as violence as the quest to go above and beyond the other, to show that both of us have our worth, things that only we can do. Or, as the case may be, better than the other. Our grades were one of these – whoever got the most A's not only got the most tokens for Chuck E Cheeses, but also the most reward money from Grandma.

It does make me wonder, sometimes, if we will ever have a 'real' relationship out of this war. I will admit that we have bonded in the past few years, but again, I wonder if the war we have fought in the past will keep us from getting close, from having the same kind of relationship I see my parents having with their own siblings. Andrew and I barely talk to one another, and it doesn't help that he is at college. I have sent him numerous emails, trying to start a conversation – but I seem to only ask yes or no questions that can be answered in one reply, and leave no room for discussion. 

I wonder if my children – if I have any – will have the same kind of rivalry, the same kind of war. It doesn't matter if they are the same gender, or if I have more than two – there is a chance that no matter what the circumstances, they could easily become enemies as my brother and I were. It would have been impossible for my own parents not to notice the tension between my brother and I, but it didn't seem as if they did much to discourage the rivalry – other than the occasional butting in to keep us from rending each other limb from limb, they stayed out and watched us. Did they understand that our problems were our own to work out, and will I have to assume a neutral stance when my own children fight?

Who knows.

The main lesson, however, isn't one that gives me questions to ask – but it gives me a sense of pride knowing that there has been, and always will be something unique that I can do and nobody else can (yet). It may be something as simple as tying my shoes. Or, it could be being very annoying – then again, I'm already good at that, and who better to tell me so than my peers? The lesson is that no matter how down you feel about a relationship – in my case, between my brother and I – there is light at the end of the tunnel, so to speak – or there may even be a light switch that you haven't found yet, but is easily in reach if you were only to look. The fact that there is always always always something you can do that nobody else can – even if they will learn very soon, for a time, you and not they were in the lead. The fact that you won the race – it gives one a very good feeling indeed to know that they beat someone who seemed to always beat them.

