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The Great Chore Escape
Growing up in our cramped one-room in a half-basement in the Soviet Union, I shunned the responsibility of helping with chores as the youngest in the family. Charna, my older sister, carried the weight of our household on her shoulders. She swept, mopped, cooked, and ensured Itsik and I didn't burn down the place. And me? I was a terrible sibling, having a knack for looking busy while doing nothing.
It all began with small acts of defiance. When Mama gave me a new chore, I vanished like a ghost. Dishes? No way! Suddenly, I had to "finish my homework," even if it meant rewriting the same sentence repeatedly. I complained about the chilly air whenever I took the laundry down from the clothesline. With a dramatic sigh and a toss of my curls, I exclaimed, "Oy! It's so cold out there!" Often, I pretended to read a school book until my siblings mysteriously finished all the chores.
Charna, six years my senior, had little patience for my antics. Her unwavering commitment to keeping our home spotless was matched only by the frustration she felt as she watched Itsik and me bicker endlessly. While my brother genuinely tried to help, I consistently dodged any real responsibility, a chronic laziness that eventually forged their unspoken alliance.
One afternoon, after scrubbing the floor, she had enough. Charna stood over me as I sat in a corner, flipping through an old picture book, pretending to be in deep thought.
She huffed, "You never do anything!" 
"I do plenty," I argued, closing the book as if I had just discovered the meaning of life.
"Oh, really? Name one thing you did today?" she challenged, crossing her arms.
My mind scrambled for an answer. "I...uh...supervised!"
Itsik snorted. "Supervised what? The dust settling on the furniture?"
"Very funny," I muttered, brushing off their teasing, yet deep down, I knew my carefree days were numbered. As I grew older, my once-subtle disappearing act became an audacious rebellion, a silent protest against siblings who had bonded long before I arrived. I always felt like an outsider, hovering on the edges of their laughter and games, too young to truly be part of their world. This sense of exclusion became even more palpable when I finally reached an age to help with the chores. By then, I had perfected my vanishing routine, leaving Charna to shoulder most of the household work. 
One evening, after a particularly exhausting day for my sister, who had spent hours cooking, tidying up, and making sure that Itsik and I didn't break anything, I made the mistake of skipping past her as if I didn't have a care in the world while she hummed a tune. My sister dropped the broom with a thud and narrowed her eyes at me.
"Enough!" she declared. "If you don't help, you're not eating dinner."
My stomach dropped. No dinner? That was a punishment worse than any lecture, a fate far worse than any scolding.
"But I—I—"
"No excuses," Itsik added, enjoying this moment far too much. "We're onto you." "And just like that, my reign of chore evasion came to an abrupt end.
From that day on, Charna ensured I did my fair share. Admittedly, I still found ways to dodge the most dreaded tasks, but deep down, I couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt watching her wear herself out. Despite their relentless teasing and occasional frustration, I knew Charna and Itsik loved me. I was, after all, their little sister, the one who might not scrub floors but certainly kept life interesting. And if I could sneak out of washing dishes just one more time, I absolutely would.

