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The Witch: the Epitome of Fear, My Best Friend

By Jeri Lynn


Witch! Certainly, when one hears such a word, one’s mind conjures up terrible and tantalizingly terrifying images that one might only see in horror films. Horrible curses put upon those writhing in pain on the ground, screaming for any kind of release, and maniacal, cackling laughter coming from the belly of the attacker, the witch, who surely attacks out of mere boredom, can surely come sprawling from imagination. My witch, however, is nothing of the sort. She bears no enormous, hooked nose placed haphazardly beneath caterpillar eyebrows and yellowing eyes; her skin has no deep, trenched wrinkles; her teeth are not broken or missing, cracked or blackened; she does not ride a broom, nor does she have a black cat or a cauldron. My witch is not your typical run of the mill, spell-casting, evil-doing sorceress. Though she certainly inflicted fear into my approximately five-year-old self, she is not a witch at all; she is my only sister, my half-sister, in fact: Robyn-with-a-“y”-not-an-“i”-thank-you-very-much.


I’m not even sure what my crime was. Maybe I wasn’t listening properly, perhaps I talked back to her, I can’t be sure. Regardless, she told me she was a witch, and that bad behavior would lead to only one thing: my being cooked into her stew and eaten at her leisure. The terror I felt from my older sister radiated through me as my little knees began to shake, barely holding me upright anymore. As I reflect on this early memory, my naivety at that age astounds me as I believed, without a moment’s hesitation, that my sister contained hitherto unrevealed magical powers. 

Quickly I wondered how good I would have to be, which of her chores I would have to do to keep Robyn from finally getting tired of taking care of my bratty self and serving me with a side of garlic bread. The “witch” charade continued for how long I don’t know, but it seemed to be a point of hilarity to the rest of my family, especially my mom; I ran up to her not long after receiving the news from my sister that she planned to devour me, and I was sure my mommy would cast my witch of a sister out of the house, or at least tell me she wasn’t really a witch, that I had dreamed it. To my dismay, my mother simply replied with, “Of course she is,” and went about her business as though the entire family knew and it was about time I had caught up. Clearly, the first memories of my sister babysitting me were not the happiest of the sort.


Robyn had always been the voice of authority in my life (back in the days when my parents were still together); my mom worked nights at my uncle’s establishment, Cook’s Two-Hole Bar and Grill, while my dad worked construction all day and visited my mom frequently at night, as that was the only time he got to see her. I remember my dad being home with us far more frequently than my mom during my younger years, and he usually cooked dinner for us when he wasn’t at Cook’s with my mom. In any case, it was my teenage sister who was left at home, babysitting her heathen sister and baby/toddler brother. 

My sister’s friends occasionally showed up at our house, trying to keep her from being too miserable babysitting at home alone without pay; I remember Kimmie, Falen, and Amy were some of the girls she liked and cheered with. 

Robyn and her fellow cheerleader friends began practicing various cheerleading activities around me, sometimes raising me above their heads in a classic display of cheerleaders’ athleticism. I ended up learning cheers and bits and pieces of dances they were to perform, as part of my sister’s never ending babysitting schedule included her having to bring me along to her actual cheer practice at school. Her cheer coach, coincidentally also named Robyn-with-a-“y,” was an amazingly understanding woman with children of her own who didn’t mind in the slightest that I was there, immensely excited that I got to watch and admire my older sister. These memories of Robyn differ greatly from when she proclaimed herself a sister-eating witch. Somehow, during the time she was cheering in front of me and sometimes even included me, my sister transformed from a witch into someone I wanted to be around all the time—someone I wanted to like me and who I wanted to want be with me as well. I looked up to my sister during those practices more than I’ve ever looked up to anyone else, though she must have thought me only a nuisance back in those days; she was what I aspired to be when I would someday be a high school girl.

Partly because I was only about six or seven, and partly because some memories are tainted with images of pain and sadness, I seem to have pages missing from my book of memories of my younger life, blank spaces where there should be events; my parents divorced and my mom moved out, leaving my dad, brother, and sister in our tiny little house alone. Not long after my mom moved out and on to my now step dad’s house, my sister proceeded to move out as well. 

More memories of moments with my sister at that time are scattered around in my mind, like pages of my book are now present but have been ripped in half, leaving only chunks of recollection behind. I learned that Robyn had named one of her new puppies Maxwell Smart, since he was the only one to get out of the enclosed area; Joel, my sister’s boyfriend she had moved in with, pushed my brother, Jonathan, and Me on the tire swing they had hanging from the tree in their back yard; Jonathan and I watched the vampire movie Blade while staying over at Robyn and Joel’s house for the first time ever, but were not scared in the slightest. 

The pages of my mental scrapbook seem to fill in entirely when I reach the memory of Robyn and Joel’s wedding, where I was honored and ecstatic to be the flower girl. Kimmie, Falen, and Amy returned and were her bride’s maids, my aunt Nikei her Matron of Honor. 

Though I felt terribly excited to be her flower girl and that she was growing to like me finally, my sister and I had still not fully bonded in my mind until the birth of her first of two children, my beautiful niece, Hayden Nichole. I was now the babysitter at age nine, and happy to do it. Aware that my sister and I were ten years apart and so were her daughter and I, I appreciated my sister for babysitting me all those years; for staying home when she wanted to go out, for getting thrown up on and peed on and screamed at, for I went through those things numerous times with her daughter. I will admit, the fact that I did so for pay while she had been forced to stay home greatly improved my outlook on the situations I dealt with.

As my niece grew older and my nephew, Ian Zane, was born, my relationship with my sister only grew stronger, filled with more great memories and laughter than I could have ever imagined back in those days as a terrified five-year-old. In particular, shopping trips with my sister stand out; these were, more often than not, a mere venture in her black and red Blazer to some enormous all encompassing store for groceries. 

Grocery shopping sounds rather dismal and dreary to most, but with my sister it was one hilarious adventure after another; we swore at those driving too slowly for our tastes; we flipped through the radio stations in her car at warp speed, always accidentally pausing at the Hispanic station trying to discern what song was playing, only to laugh hysterically that we didn’t even know the language; we talked about our mom getting engaged to our step dad; and she told me about the things Ian had done or that Hayden was learning.

When it came to boys, Robyn often had a solution to my predicaments: a choice number of explicit words that would dry my tears and often provoke a bout of laughter from within me, whether a boy had shown no interest or inexplicably changed his mind; when a situation turned out in my favor, she was there with praise that I had found a cute one or one that wasn’t “an idiot.”

No matter the situation, whether I’m teary-eyed about a broken heart or cruising with her on the way to more grocery shopping, I have come to revere Robyn as my best friend. She is one with whom I can laugh about the things I do, don’t do or should have done; one to whom I can cry about something, everything or nothing at all; a woman I still look up to, though no longer as a voice of authority and one I fear, but as Robyn: my sister, my confidant, my best friend.

