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Mine
	When I was a newborn, I shared a room with my brother; that is, until he taught me how to climb out of the crib. I was moved from his room to another, more dangerous room: my sisters’.
	
	Three girls and a bunk bed.  Sounds like a brilliant plan.  It was like a mouth with a tongue sticking out. A twin and a full bed occupying the same area.  A place I could never call mine.

	That arrangement only lasted a few months.  We finally finished a bedroom downstairs.  The dark abyss my family called a basement was a mess.  The creepy clutter crowded the room with creaking stairs leading to the kitchen.  I never understood how my sister could stand it.

	And then there were two. But no place to call mine. My parents’ ultimate mistake was leaving my sister, Nikki, and I in the same room.  The constant bickering was old, even for us.

	A love-hate relationship is the perfect description of us.

	Finally, the day of separation. My eldest sister married at the young age of eighteen.   Young, but mentally prepared.  This was the bittersweet day I had been praying for for six-long-years. I finally had a room I could label as mine.  No Nikki allowed.

	I was happy, my sister was happy, and the cruel universe has to hate me. She broke.  My sister was like a ragdoll. She was always very flexible, but she is actually very fragile.  She was a genetic disaster waiting to happen.

	Stairs were a no. Walking without crutches for at least a month? Impossible. Surgery was the only answer.  Weeks later, she had math symbols on her knee: addition, multiplication, subtraction, and division. The medication made her tired, and my parents and I were forced to rotate belongings.

	The room that had once been mine was slowly being transformed.  My tropical paradice of a room was no longer mine. It was Nikki’s. I was left with the arctic wasteland in the abyss.  Any wrong move may result in a lost limb from frost bite. The heater was on the opposite side of the room and was on the ceiling…. Hot air rises….

	I was certain death was on its way, but with change comes repairs. The vent was straightened from the bent, twisted shape it was in. Warmth flooded my room like water bursting through a dam.

	My room is now mine.  Not shared. A sanctuary.  Mine.
