A not so typical Friday Evening.

As a five year old boy with an older sibling, you are always trying to hang out with them and their friends. For me, this was not always such a good idea. Since my sister was five years older than me, she really didn’t enjoy my company. This was most evident the night that she threw a plastic toy phone at me and caused me to have to get stitches in my forehead.

The night of this “tragic” accident started out like every other Friday evening. My sister had brought my cousin home to spend the night for what she thought was going to be a typically boring evening.  Al’s pizza, watch “The Little Mermaid” for the 100th time, and gossip until they fell asleep.

We got off of the bus and began to walk up the driveway to our house. It was quite warm outside but not overly hot. This type of weather always seemed to put my sister and I in a good mood.

“How was school?” she asked as my dog ran up to us and jumped around hoping for a scratch on the head.


“Not bad, slightly boring though,” I began to explain, “I left my pop and candy money at home.” Pop and candy, as anyone who went to Central would know, is THE highlight of the week, second only to the occasional pizza party. Few other things can create the same feeling of sadness as forgetting your pop and candy money.

“Oh, I know how you feel. I’m sorry that had to happen,” Megan said with true empathy.

 “Yeah, me too,” My cousin agreed.

By now we had reached the house. We began to rummage through the cabinets for food.

My sister exclaimed, “Why isn’t there anything to eat!?”


“I don’t know,” I answered.

After this, my sister and cousin went up stairs to Megan’s room and I went downstairs to watch TV, a skill I have perfected over the years.

A couple hours later my dad came home from work and we ate our pizza.  My mother and sister began to fight over the highly prized “middle pieces” which are, oddly enough, a symbol of power in the McGlone household. Dad, knowing not to get into the brawl starting up in the kitchen, began to flip channels before settling upon “Tool Time”. Thus beginning a typical Friday night.

After dinner, Megan and Jessie went back up to her room and I went up to mine. Once I became bored of sitting in my room (a whole five minutes), I walked across the hall to my sister’s room to ask if I could hang out.

“No, get out of here,” she said very sternly.

“Why?” I asked. 

She quickly replied, “Because I don’t want you in here, that’s why.”

“That’s not a good reason!” I yelled due to the agitation I felt towards my sister’s stubbornness.

“Don’t you yell at me!” she quickly snapped back.

We continued to argue for at least five or 10 more minutes, neither one of us backing down. It got so tense that my sister, wishing to end this argument, grabbed the nearest (hard) object she could find and hurled it at me. 

