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I meant to get that nail fixed. Every time I glanced down at the chipped corner of my freshly painted fuchsia nails, irritation tugged at me. But the distraction wouldn’t stay long. The shake in my stomach always returned, stronger than before. I had waited nearly seven years for this moment, aching for it, dreading it, rehearsing it in my mind a thousand different ways.

How had we let so much time escape us?

It wasn’t intentional. At least, I never believed it was. The words simply never came. I’m sorry. Forgive me. Let’s move on. Tiny phrases that somehow became impossibly expensive, as though speaking them would cost pieces of pride neither of us was willing to surrender.

I glanced up at the giant airport clock, then back toward the moving crowd below it. Travelers drifted past with practiced purpose, rolling suitcases behind them, eyes focused straight ahead. Everyone seemed to know exactly where they were going. How many times had I been one of them? Calm. Focused. Certain.

But not today.

Today my stomach tightened into impossible knots, and my hands remained curled into fists in my lap, nails biting into my palms as if pain could anchor me. My thoughts spun relentlessly, throwing blame and regret at me in waves I had long ago learned to survive beside.

My sister and I hadn’t seen each other in almost seven years.

There were things about her I no longer remembered clearly—the sound of her laugh, whether she still tucked her hair behind her ear when she was nervous, whether she still drank too much coffee and complained about it afterward. But that final night? That night remained painfully vivid, frozen in sharp detail no amount of time could soften.

It had been our parents’ sixtieth anniversary party. Just the six of us—the daughters blessed by their long marriage and our spouses. Me, the youngest by four years, and my sister, who for most of my life had felt more like an extension of myself than another person entirely.

Back then we shared everything. Secrets. Clothes. Fears. Ridiculous questions asked in the dark after midnight. There was never shame between us, never distance. We moved through life believing nothing could invade our bond.

At least, that’s what I believed.

Toward the end of the evening, just after the last round of hugs and thank-yous had begun, eight words shattered everything between us.

“I don’t think you should manage Dad’s business.”

Even now, remembering them felt like swallowing glass.

Our father owned a small garage he had built from nothing. Grease-stained floors, loyal customers, coffee brewing too strong every morning—the garage was practically another member of our family. For years my parents had talked about retiring, traveling together while they still could. The plan had always seemed settled. I would take over operations. My sister had never objected before.

So when those words left her mouth, I froze.

I reacted the way people do when reality arrives too suddenly—I pretended not to understand it.

“Can you repeat what you said?” I asked, my voice trembling beneath the calm I was desperately trying to fake.

She didn’t hesitate.

“I don’t think you should manage Dad’s business.”

Her tone was steady. Final. The certainty in it cut deeper than the words themselves.

Somewhere during the silence that followed, my husband and her wife noticed the shift between us. They smoothly stepped in, distracting our parents, collecting coats and smiles and unfinished conversations. Within minutes the hallway was empty except for my sister and me.

And then it happened.

The argument began softly enough—tight voices, clipped words—but within seconds we were shouting over each other, years of buried resentment exploding without warning. She accused me of being irresponsible, dragging old financial struggles from my marriage into the center of the fight like evidence prepared for trial. I fired back harder than I should have, attacking her instability, mocking the jobs she could never seem to keep.

Neither of us tried to stop.

Then came the truly cruel things.

The childhood wounds.

The teenage insecurities.

The private confessions only sisters know how to weaponize.

“He liked me more.”

“I never even wanted him.”

Old rivalries resurfaced with terrifying ease. The argument twisted into places it never should have gone. Her anger about growing up different. My smugness about being accepted more easily. Moments where she stood firmly in her identity while I, shamefully, acted as though heterosexuality somehow made me superior. Every insecurity we had ever hidden from the world was suddenly exposed between us like broken glass.

By the time we stopped, we were breathless.

Two sisters standing only feet apart, yet impossibly far from one another.

When our parents finally came back inside with our spouses trailing behind them, the warmth in the room had vanished completely. The air felt cold and brittle. Hugs were exchanged, but none of them felt genuine. Smiles looked strained. Everyone suddenly seemed eager to leave, movements quick and awkward, like actors rushing to escape a collapsing stage.

And then we did the thing neither of us expected would last nearly seven years.

We left.

Without fixing it.

Without apologizing.

Without knowing that silence, once fed long enough, can become its own kind of permanent.

Over the years, we tried. Or at least we performed what trying looked like from a safe distance.

Birthday cards arrived signed with stiff affection. Christmas greetings came folded with careful politeness, every sentence edited down to avoid emotion. Sometimes our mother acted as the unwilling bridge between us, slipping tiny updates into conversations.

“She asked about your promotion.”

“She heard your son made honor roll.”

“She said she liked your new haircut.”

Fragments. Scraps of a relationship too damaged to survive direct contact.

There were moments one of us almost reached farther. A phone call that rang too long before being disconnected. A text
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