Loving Relationship

The first things I did wrong was I taught my brother Chris that there are things in life you have to just go for. If you get caught blame it on someone else and maybe you will get lucky. That sometimes the punishment doesn’t fit the crime, and that if you aren’t the one that did it, you have to suck it up and deal with it. It’s each man for himself out there and that just because we are blood related and brothers (obviously not by choose), you can only think about yourself. 


Well it worked for years, I was the big older brother that bossed him around and he was the little one that no one really paid attention too, or cared about. If something broke or got misplaced, it was always Chris’s fault and he was the one to take the blame.  He never questioned me about it, or even really seemed to mind. To my parents he was the trouble maker that never listened, and I was the angel that they loved and raised so well. They often asked themselves, “Where did we go wrong with Chris?” 


This went on for many years, until one day Chris had just had enough. Like most siblings you always have some kind of hate for each other, or rival going on. For Chris, he just for once wanted to put me in my place and teach me a lesson. Like most big brothers I loved to pick fights and then when my parents would want to know what the problem was, it some how always ended up being Chris’s fault. Some how I always got away with it, even if he had nothing to do with it. But this time was different; there were no parents there to break it up or take someone’s side.

Like most families when you go to visit your grandparents you tend to get a little bored after a while and need something to do to entertain yourself. So me and Chris decided to go get the golf cart out of the garage, and do what any responsible kid would do, and take it off-roading! Chris got there first, but there was no way I was going to let him have all the fun while I sat around. So I tried to push him out of the way and before you know it, I managed to move Chris foot off the break and some how mine on the gas. The next thing you know, I crashed the golf cart into a tree. 

As I look at Chris I mutter the words, “I can’t wait to see moms face about this one, you really did it this time!” Then out of no where Chris just tackled me. As I land on my back, the only thing that is going through my mind is, “Did Chris really just tackle me and throw me to the ground?” As I try and push him away from me and stand up, out of no where he sucker punishes me right in the ribs, and then gives me one good hard kick right in the leg. The brother that took the blame and never fought back was beating me up. 

I tried laughing it off and acting like it didn’t just happen. I mean how embarrassing, my little brother just owned me right there in front of my grandparents house. We had just crashed the golf cart and I would never tell Chris this, but he actually kind of hurt me. How were we going to explain to our parents that the tree just jumped out at us, and the grass stains on our clothes happened during the accident? 

The walk back to the house seemed to be a short one. And you could tell Chris and I both wanted to get back and try and blame it on the other one. As we walk into the house, with our faces as pale as ghosts, we both know that either way we look at it; we are both going to get in trouble. There was no way out, and for once in my life I had a feeling I was going to learn how it felt to be punished… 

