
1 | H a g a n  
 

Dear Self, 

 It’s not always like in the movies. You know this by now of course in more ways than one. In fact, you 

probably rolled your eyes at that first sentence. But one aspect in particular I want to make sure you don’t 

forget anytime soon, so I’m going to tell you about the weather.  

 The movies get this all wrong. They seem to think that whenever your world shatters everything goes 

grey and even the sky cries, but when you’re blissfully happy it’s always a beautiful day outside with sunshine 

glinting off everything. While you know sometimes this is the case, consider these two memories.  

*** 

Dad was feeding her a banana popsicle and her eyes were red from crying. The yellow springtime sun shone 

through the pink and baby blue floral pattern on the curtains behind them, and somehow the pale yellow of 

the icy treat added to what should have been the light-hearted aspect of the room. Except that it wasn’t. 

 My little sister was curled up in Dad’s arms, her light blonde hair sweaty by her neck and face, and he 

was talking softly to her. 

 She was still crying. I finally noticed from where I sat peeking around Mom’s shoulder. 

 Tears slipped down her little two-year-old face, shoulders shaking. Some faces, I had come to realize, 

should not cry. It seemed like everything in the world was wrong when they did, and hers was one of them. 

And while she didn’t cry often, she always cried silently. That just made everything all the more wrong 

somehow. It was too quiet. 

 What was hurting her? Why was that white tape on her arm? 

 I was angry at it. Surely it was the problem. 

 Why should it be allowed to hurt her? Why didn’t Dad just take it off? 
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 But cold fingers seemed to play a game of Cat’s Cradle with my stomach when my four-year-old mind 

realized the other reason that made the scene so wrong. 

 What could hurt so much that even Dad couldn’t fix? He always made it better.  

 The anger returned. How dare it hurt her that much. 

 I buried my face into the back of Mom’s sweater, the familiar scent and softness of it the only thing 

that was still alright in this room. Mom stood up then, picking me up with her and brought me back out into 

the kitchen. 

 “Why can’t you make it stop?” 

 “Her arm hurts, that’s all. She’ll be better soon.” Mom smiled in a sort of sad way at me as she opened 

the fridge and then glanced back over at the doorway. 

 I knew it. That horrible white tape thing.  

 “Take it off her.” 

 “Not yet, honey. It’s called a cast. Like a Band-Aid. It’s helping her.” 

 I frowned.  Maybe Mom was right, but if she was it wasn’t helping fast enough. Tess was still crying, 

and today wouldn’t be okay until she was better. 

*** 

Hot shower at 8:30 in the morning. I could almost consider getting up this early on a Saturday more often if I 

knew this would wake me up so well each time.  

 Who am I kidding? While the shower was probably helpful, it was not the reason I was so awake. 

When your best friend drives four and half hours to come visit you, sleeping in just doesn’t happen. Not when I 

only had a day and a half left. He’d probably been up for an hour now at least.  
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 Was it raining out? I glanced at the window. Not sunny enough for any leaves to cast their shadows on 

the sidewalks but not cloudy enough to hide the tops of the mountains. And grey. It would rain later. 

 The dresser drawer groaned as I scraped it open, wood on wood, and I winced at the noise as I 

reached for the first T-Shirt on top.  

 Sheets rustled on the bed behind me. Stupid dresser.  

 I turned to see Lexi sitting up from the nest of pillows, her little face still sleepy and strands of her hair 

escaping the two short braids on either side, but her eyes were already brightening. 

 “Why are you awake?”  

 I pulled my long hair out from under the neck of my shirt. “Just thought I’d go downstairs a bit 

earlier.”  

 I heard her little feet hit the hard wood floor as my hands attempted to twist my hair into a messy 

bun, still a bit damp despite my hurried efforts with the towel, and I felt a tap at my shoulder. 

 “Can you help me with my socks?” She asked, holding out little pink socks but looking out the window. 

“Looks like it might rain. What about the festival?” 

 “Don’t worry,” Bending down to slip the socks on, the shorter strands of my hair slipped out of the 

loosely tied bun and hung around my face. “I’m sure it’ll be there, rain or shine.” 

 Lexi toddled away out of the bedroom, and I heard the old stairs creak as she made her way down to 

where Mom probably was. A few dabs of makeup and two swipes of mascara later I followed her, cringing as 

each step insisted on announcing to the world I was coming down the stairs. I tiptoed past the partially open 

door to the living room, and only managed a microsecond of a glance as I passed. He was asleep still on the 

couch.  

 Good. At least he hadn’t been waiting on me. Or had he been so bored he fell back asleep?  
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 I shook my head. It was too early in the morning to be overanalyzing everything, and I had not had any 

coffee yet. Speaking of which, I could smell it as I shuffled into the kitchen.  

 “Morning,” Mom smiled at me from where she sat at the table reading. My hands found a mug and 

poured myself a cup almost without thinking.  

 “The other girls not up yet?” I asked, listening for the chattering voices of Tess and Kirsten somewhere 

in the house but hearing only silence. 

 Mom shook her head with a somewhat amused look. “You’re up earlier than them for a change.” 

 I smiled, coming to stand by her and cradling the warm coffee mug in my hands. Well duh. 

 “Where’d Lexi go?” I asked instead. 

 As if on cue, I heard the screen door in the dining room slam, and Lexi stuck her head through the 

kitchen doorway.  

 “Come I wanna show you something!” Without waiting for my answer, she skipped back through the 

dining room towards the porch.  

 I caught the screen door before it slammed this time and let it click shut quietly behind us before 

turning to her.  

 “Hey, let’s not slam doors, okay? He’s asleep still just there and it wouldn’t be nice of us to wake him 

up.” 

 She nodded as I took a seat on one of the two rockers.  

 “Watch, watch!” She pulled out from behind her back a bubble wand and proceeded to wave it 

around the porch, scattering bubbles big and small into the air around her as she did so. She giggled as some 

landed on her arms, and I smiled too. Watching the bubbles land on the porch rail and leave soapy rings on the 
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white paint, as well as Lexi spinning around and adding more to the mix, made me feel seven again too instead 

of eighteen.  

 She paused her spinning for a moment as a mischievous look came into her eyes. A look I knew too 

well. 

 “No!” I laughed, pulling my knees up to protect my coffee as a stream of bubbles attacked me, an 

action which promptly left Lexi doubled over laughing as if that was the best possible reaction from me she 

could have gotten.  

 Using the hand not holding the coffee mug, I reached out to deflect as many as possible.  

 “Pop. Pop.” I put on a look of exaggerated smug satisfaction each time I reached one, and this seemed 

to make her laugh even more. 

 Recovering a little she walked closer and blew more bubbles in my direction, one of which came 

perilously close to my drink closely followed by another which actually touched the brim, disintegrating into 

little bits of soap. 

 “Hey! I’ve got a coffee here you know.” I tried to sound more serious but since I couldn’t quit smiling it 

kind of ruined the act. So I settled for putting a protective hand over the top of the mug as yet another stream 

of bubbles came blasting towards it.  

 She shook with laughter, still trying to blow more bubbles in my direction while I frantically tried to 

pop as many as possible.  

 “What’s all the craziness going on out here?” Mom smiled at us through the screen door. 

 “Momma, momma I—” Lexi tried to gasp out between giggles, “I got a bubble in her coffee!” The 

accomplishment was just too much, and she plopped down on the porch in a fit of giggles, which to me was 

funnier than the bubble almost in my coffee, so I couldn’t stop laughing either. 
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 “Silly girls.” Mom shook her head, still smiling and headed back towards the kitchen.  

 “It’s raining,” Lexie observed as she finally caught her breath. 

 And she was right. Not heavily enough to see the drops though. Just a light pitter-patter on the 

pavement gave it away. I closed my eyes and listened to the faint sound of it, like foam as it quietly dissolves at 

the top of a freshly poured soda, but slower. The quiet rain always sounds different each time. 

 “Eww!” Lexie’s voice got my attention back. She was on her feet again but bent over, closely 

examining a smudge that stood out against the grey wooden slats of the porch floor. 

 “What is it?” As a general rule I assumed all dark smudges were live bugs of some kind until proven 

otherwise, and this particular unidentified smudge was a little too close to my chair for comfort. 

 She lightly poked it with the tip of the bubble wand and giggled. “It’s a very squishy snail.” 

 We laughed until our sides hurt, and I couldn’t help but think that this was how Saturday mornings 

were supposed to be. Grey and relaxed with no set plan, and smelling like rain, coffee, and bubbles. 

*** 

Hopefully you see my point. Weather isn’t quite so stereotypical, and the movies forget the backwards scenes. 

Sincerely,  

Me 


