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Little Miss Walked Home

Have you ever deliberately misplaced something, hoping it will get lost? Only it comes 

back to bite you a lot harder. It happened to me once. Only I didn’t misplace a “something” I 

misplaced a “someone”. An ornery someone -- My Sister! She was 10 at the time and I an 

ingénue 14. She was a tiny little thing with this mop of black curls. I used to call her ‘a coat 

hanger’, that’s how she looked in her school uniform. Imagine a stick thin figure draped in a 

pinafore thinker than her, who believed all is possible, and never backed down from anything. 

I had the accountability as an older sister to drop her off at her classroom doorstep, which 

I had been doing so diligently. Since school got over at 2:30pm for me and noon for her, my 

mom came to pick my sister up every day, while I caught the school bus back home at a later 

time. On this particular day, school was closing for summer and as a last day ‘treat’ everybody 

had school only till 12 ‘o’ clock. So it was prearranged by my parents that after school I pick my 

sister and ride the school bus home. One would surmise this to be a conveniently simple task - 

Pick up your sister where you dropped her off and get on the bus, Wait till you see your blue 

wrought iron gates and get down from the bus. Simple enough, right? Well on this particular day 

it wasn’t that simple.

I woke up this fine Friday morning, thinking if I could just get through this day then I’d 

have the narcissistic gift of two months of total freedom. No alarms at 6:00 am, no books, no 

teachers and no more homework. And I had just pestered my parents into getting me this new 
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video game, so that I can play all I want during the summer. So it has been idling on my game 

table for two weeks now, waiting for me to finish my exams and finally school. Next thing that 

will make the transition bliss from end-of-school-day to beginning-of the-summer-holidays was 

food. So I made sure my mom prepared my favorite feast for lunch. Everything was set and 

rolling, and now all I had to do was get ready and go to school. At 7:15am sharp the school bus 

whisked us away on the path that will enrich our minds.

My sister as usual was dragging at my heels so I hurriedly drop her off at her classroom 

door, not observing the notice stuck on the door I hurry away to my own. The last day of school 

is always a drag. Pearls of wisdom that you actually don’t want to hear is the only thing your 

teachers want to tell you. “Use your time well, schedule revisions so you don’t forget what you 

learnt this school year. Don’t be lazy and allow your grey cells to rot…” And they all have a 

different version of the same thing. Finally, you are saved by the bell, literally. A bell rings at the 

end of every period, and that’s was how things are still done. As soon as you hear the bell, 

everybody is immediately scrambling, so there is too much noise, yelling and goodbyes and in 

the ensuing confusion the teacher is long forgotten. I catch up with a couple of my friends and 

we all plan to get back together sometime during the summer to have some fun. They made me 

promise to tell them all about my new video game and then we parted with hurried goodbyes.

I walked down to my sister’s classroom, mentally ticking off the stuff I would be doing 

now if I were home - A nice long shower, a good hot lunch, a lounger in front of my video game 

was inviting enough that I could imagine myself sinking into its folds and the game, thinking 

about all this made me quicken my steps and I reach my sister’s classroom, only to find it empty. 

It was completely empty devoid of any sign of human existence. I kept thinking my mom must 

have picked up my sister as usual and probably they closed a little early for her too. Well, at least 
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that’s one problem taken care of I think and walk away. I went to the school bus, hopped on and 

huddled into a corner wondering why my mom didn’t pick me up as well, all thoughts of the 

video game long forgotten to be replaced by the much more rewarding sibling rivalry. I decided 

to have words with her once I got home and was prepping for a full blown fight. How could they 

leave me behind? Why did she not pick me up as well? How come I was less important to them? 

I let my mind run havoc on all the things I would like to do to my sister for disrupting my life 

and take up precedence. Plotting her untimely demise in my mind, I got down from the bus and 

walked through the gallant iron gates that protected us from the consorted outside world. 

My mom was one the front porch flipping through a magazine. She glanced up and 

asked, “Where’s your sister?” Hearing those words I came to an abrupt standstill a few steps 

from the gates. 

“What do you mean, ‘where is your sister’? You picked her up from school and conveniently 

forgot me.” I said, determined to get as much I could additively as fast as I could. Before she can 

turn around the whole thing on me and say, “You are a big girl now...” and the rest of that I 

already knew.

 She stared at me and said, “What are you saying? You were supposed to pick her up. Your dad 

and I talked about this yesterday. Don’t you remember?” 

“Of course I remember, but you went early and picked her up anyway.”

“What?”

“Didn’t you?” My mind was racing, if my mom didn’t come early to pick my sister up, then 

where is she? Is she still in school? If so where was she, when I went by her classroom to pick 
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her up? I panicked and saw my mother.  Looking at my mother’s grim face I guessed at the 

conclusion of her thoughts. She wasn’t happy about it either. She walked back so fast into the 

house that I didn’t get a chance to explain what had actually happened. I was thinking the world 

has just crashed down around me, and I was in for a good bit of god-knows-what, when she came 

back out again. She was sprinting down the street before I unfroze enough to realize what was 

happening. She wasn’t calling the cops, good news number 1. She wasn’t calling my father, good 

news number 2. I could till save the day, or so I thought, good news number 3. 

She was hailing a cab when I finally caught up with her. She climbed in and hesitantly I 

climbed in behind her. She didn’t comment to my hurried and sorrowful explanation. I tried to 

look a little less guilty than I actually felt. I wanted to man up and say I made a mistake, but for 

the life of me I didn’t know why the words would never come. We came to the school, the cab 

was left to wait and we hurried to my sister’s classroom. And there on the door was pinned a 

note. “Class moved to room number 065, for safety reasons regarding a loose fan” I stared at it 

and blinked. Was that there this morning? And whoever heard of a loose fan? My mother was 

already down the hallway in search of room 065, and I raced after her swearing that thing was 

not there this morning when I came to drop my sister off.

We came to an empty room 065. Now here is the million dollar question, where is my 

sister? Did I imagine her existence? Have I lost her? What is going to happen next? We searched 

high and low for an hour, stopping every person we met, describing her and asking if they saw 

her. With no clue as to where she took off to and how, we made a formal complaint at the school 

office and were getting ready to leave as there was nothing else we could actually do there. We 

took the cab back in silence and reached home. I was thinking my life will be doomed forever. 
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We reached home and my mom paid the cab driver. We walked through the gates together and 

there populating the while-back-deserted front porch just like my mother was my sister. 

Realizing that I wasn’t coming to pick her up, she reached the school bus stop, only to 

find the bus leaving for its 3 mile journey without her….

Now the little fractious midget after monopolizing my mother’s profound attention yet 

again after her tiny “lost and found” enactment got my load of frustration in a full blast at home. 

It was during this sincere and severe converse did I uncover the mystery behind my mischievous 

missing sister— the little miss had “walked” home.


