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She seemed like a
rock star, or
something even
bigger—someone
wild and explosive
and beautiful.

Miss Sittenfeld lives in Cincinnati, Ohio,
and attends the twelfth grade at Groton
School, a boarding school in Groton, Mas-
sachusetts. She submitted these three stories
while in the tenth grade. Among her inter-
asts dre soccer, cutting people’s hair, editing
the school litevary magazine, volunteering
at nursing homes, and helping to establish
. feminist group at Groton. During the
summer, she was an intern for Rep. Pat
Schroeder in Washington, D.C.

Remembering Corie

can’t remember a time when I wasn’t envious of Corie. When I was
vounger, | longed for her curly golden hair, which was so shiny-yellow
that my mother’s friends asked, even when she was six and seven, if she
had it dyed. We were so little then and she knew I loved her hair. In a
way any sisters so close in age would have, she taunted me and, in
return, 1 teased her because her face was fat. Much later, when she was
fourteen and I twelve, she became so skinny that our parents made her
go to a psychiatrist. Even then, when her cheekbones were sunken and
she wore strange, shapeless dresses to hide her childlike figure, Corie was
very glamorous in a way that only certain people can be.

[ don’t know why it was, really, or what it was, but Corie always had
it. It wasn’t her personality or her appearance; it was something
unconscious, I think. She didn’t observe other people the way I did; she
didn’t care what most of them thought of her. I was self-conscious,
watching, noticing, thinking about everything. Corie was careless. She
talked to people who appealed to her, and she ignored those who didn’t.
Towards me, she was indifferent, and that hurt the worst, to be so
unimportant to my own sister.

I remember when we were ten and twelve and had gone to the
supermarket with our mother. We were looking at a rack of magazines
while the cashier totalled the groceries. There was a fashion magazine
and on the cover was a woman with black hair. Her head was tilted, her
brown eyes open wide. “She looks like you,” I told Corie.

*“What? She doesn’t look at all like me. Look at the color of her eyes
and her hair.” Corie tossed her head indignantly. “Besides, she has a
witchy nose.”

In the car riding home, I realized why I had thought the model so
resembled Corie. Frozen on the cover, while millions of people in
thousands of other supermarkets and drugstores and airports wandered
past, she looked like she was laughing. And not just laughing, but
laughing at us, at whomever she saw. That was how Corie always acted,
as if the world around her was some joke, as if she knew better. But I
dor’t think she did, or she would have saved herself because, in an
inexplicably unselfish way, that was who she liked best, the only person
she was really looking out for.

I always had a good time with Corie. She created so much fun for
herself that some of it inevitably spilled onto the people around her. She
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23 snirtesn when she started dancing. That same
- cromising to make Honor Roll, she con-
our parents to give her the bedroom in the
22712, Atrer our mother and father had gone to sleep,
~weould ger out of bed and creep up the steps.
_rsrairs, Corie played that strange music, so fast and
-mwramic that it made my heart beat faster just to
“zar it

With her own money, Corie had bought hot pink
srandex tights and a shiny neon blue and green
.zotard. Leaping around the room, which had a
~inimal amount of furniture for that purpose, she
seemed to me to be like a rock star, or something
zven bigger—someone wild and explosive and beauti-
7zl She created her own dances, jagged, graceless,
zlmost angry movements. Her hair was long and
culled into a high ponytail, and when she perspired,
sne glowed. I was mesmerized. Sometimes I danced,
oo, but for the most part I sat on the floor and
watched breathlessly.

By her fourteenth birchday, our parents knew
-hat something was wrong. How many hours a day
Zid she dance? Four, I think, but it could have been
—zany more. | snuck back to my own bed at midnight,
znd when I fell asleep, it was to the pounding of her
zet above my ceiling. She danced in the daytime,
=20, giving up television and the French Club and
=ven the time she had once spent with her friends.

My parents sent her to the psychiatrist when she
no longer ate. | don’t know whether she stopped
suddenly or whether we just noticed suddenly. It
seemed like one day she was making brownies and
watching “Oprah Winfrey” with me and the next she
was pushing her food around her plate while her
stomach became flat and then inverted. As often as [
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Toward me, she was indifferent.
That hurt—to be so
unimportant to my own sister.

could, I spent nights away from home where she
would spit her frequent You don’t love me’s at our
parents and then cry, but still, always, refuse to eat.

She stopped dancing, of course. She had no
energy. Once [ walked up to the attic to tell her we
were leaving for a movie. Music was blaring from her
radio—not the music she had listened to before, but
sad, mellow music that | teased her about, calling it
twangy. | was standing in the doorway before she
noticed me.
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“Get out. Get out of here right now.” Her eyes
were narrow and cold, furious-looking, but when she
screamed at me her voice was shrill and afraid like a
little girl’s. She knew that | had seen how loosely the

leotard hung on her, seen her hip bones sticking out g

meanly, her hollow stomach and flat chest.

“Corie—"" 1 began.

“Don’t say it,” she snapped, as she had many
times before to me and to our parents.

“No. Listen to me. You're too skinny.”

“Shut up. Look at this, look at how pudgy my
stomach is!” She pinched at nonexistent flesh.

“No, Corie, you're not fat at all.” But I was
thirteen and not terribly mature and I didn’t under-
stand that Corie really couldn’t see how thin she
was, how weird her body had become. She frightened
me, talking about her butt or her thighs which she
called the Thunderous Sisters. It wasn’t funny,
though, not to me and not really to her, even though
she laughed at her own jokes in a high, wild voice.

Corie admitted her fear to me only once. It was

“Look at how pudgy
my stomach is!” She pinched at
nonexistent flesh.

the day before she was hospitalized, the month
before she died. She slept in her old room because it
was too difficult to climb the last set of stairs. She
didn’t go to school or listen to music. She didn’t even
look in the mirror because it had made her cry the
last time—not to see how emaciated she was, but to
see how dull her complexion had become and to see
the way her hair had fallen out. Most of the time she
lay under blankets, even in June when I sat at the
edge of the bed and felt the sweat collect stickily on
my face. She was propped up by pillows, facing the
television my parents bought for her. She didn’t
watch it, though. Her eyes were glazed over as if she
could see nothing.

One day after school when I went to drop off the
magazines she never read, she reached for my hand.
Her grasp was as weak as a baby’s. When she spoke,
she didn’t turn her head, as if even that took too
much effort. “Katie,” she said dully. “Katie, the
doctors and Mommy and Daddy say I might...1
might die. But I won’t, will I? I'm not that sick. I'll
gain a few pounds, but not twenty, they say twenty.
But I can’t. I can’t do it. [ still won't die, right?”

“You won’t die,” I told her, and in my throat was




= Luror tmat made it impossible to swallow.

“Do vou promise?” she asked. I remembered the
way 1 had once thought of her as strong and funny
and smart and wild and carefree. She would be a
superstar, be stunning, dazzle the world the way she
had dazzled me. Of course she wouldn’t die. Of
course | promised her.

[ visited her in the hospital, bringing cards from
her classmates and flowers from teachers and more
tlowers from neighbors and friends of my parents. I
read to her—not that she couldn’t read, she just
wanted me to do it. She was fed intravenously, but
sometimes she vomited anyway. My parents waited in
the lounge, sitting stiffly on the vinyl seats. My
mother teetered back and forth when she stood, and
when she talked to Corie, the only time she didn’t
sound like a kindergarten teacher was when she said
“I love you.”

Corie died in July, while I sat in the den and
watched a soap opera and tried to decide whether I
should get my hair cut. She died even though I had
promised her she wouldn’t, and even though she had
believed me. A hundred times a day, my mother said,
“If only we had gotten help for her sooner . .. " and
my father patted her gently. At the funeral, a lady
crooned a hymn that Corie would not have been
listening to. She would have been looking away,
making eye contact with a man who was twenty-five,
thinking of herself, thinking of tomorrow.

My face became swollen with the tears. Arms
were wrapped around me, arms of hundreds of people
whose faces | barely noticed. “Poor young Corie,”
they said, and, in response, I cried a fresh set of
tears, my nose dripping, more faceless people stuffing
tissues into my fists. | waited for an end, for the
finale, but there never was one. There is only what
Corie left behind: the dance clothes, her stupid
youth, her curly hair, and me, her younger sister. %
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atch out for jellyfish,” Sashie will yell when
we bang open the screen door. We'll be carrying
pails, towels around our necks, and sucking Popsicles
if any are left from the night before. “And splinters,”
calls Aunt Terry. Jace will wave one arm in the air to
let them know she heard, and then we'll go down to
the dock.

Sometimes snakes are curled up by the bushes.
We have to pass them because the bushes are next to
the stone path that leads to the dock. They're usually
long, black, pretty gross, but if you walk fast you can
just pretend they're not there. When we were here

last year, Sashie saw a snake her second day and she
never went outside again. 'm not joking. Jace and I
counted the number of times she left the house and
it came to eleven. That includes going out to dinner,
once to McDonald’s and twice to Baby’s for softshell
crabs.

[ think even Donald is less scared than Sashie,
and he’s seven. Firstly, Sashie doesn’t like being out

Sashie pretends to be perfect.
She won’t even admit she’s afraid
of jellyfish and snakes . ..

in the country. She’s not exactly what youd call a
city girl, but she likes going to movies, shops, what-
ever. Plus, she thinks she’s too skinny and refuses to
swim. About two years ago—we would never do this
now—Jace and I took her bras out of her bureau and
tried them on. Jace was kind of pudgy then and I had
to buckle her in and then one of the straps popped
because we had started laughing so hard. Just then,
Sashie walked in. I almost died! Sashie was wearing
this fancy purple velvet thing, it was Christmas, and
her face turned about the same color as the dress.
“Get out of here, you little brats!” she yelled, and of
course, we did.

When we got out in the hall, Jace said, “Shut up,
Miss Ironing Board.” We started giggling again; I
mean, it was pretty funny. But Sashie hadn’t shut her
door all the way and heard us. She told all the
parents, and Jace and I had to go to bed at 9:00, even
though it was Christmas Eve.

Since then, Sashie hasn’t developed much, if you
get what I mean. She grew her hair longer, though,
which I told her looks nice. She stared at me all
funny, as if to say, “Oh, yeah?” She’s impossible to
compliment, I swear. The thing that gets Jace and me
the worst is how Sashie pretends to be perfect. She
won't even admit that she’s afraid of jellyfish and
snakes and us seeing her dumb little body in a swim-
suit. When Donald asks why she won’t come to the
dock, she says in a purring voice, “Oh, I like to sit in
the kitchen and talk to Mom.”

That’s a joke and a half because everyone knows
that Sashie likes my mother better than she likes her
own. I've heard her say, “Aunt Paula, you understand
me so perfectly.” My mom says these corny things
like, “You're such a great girl,” or “You're my favorite
niece.” (Too bad for Jace, I guess.) All Sashie talks
about to Aunt Terry is can she pleeecase go to
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