
Sisters at Heart 

 A happy, normal family with an ordinary girl. They went to the park, played soccer 

together, rode bikes. Then at the very mature age of 4, she heard the word. Adopted. The word 

meant nothing at first, but the days went on and the word meant more and more. Those weren’t 

her real parents. She hated the thought. She hated the word. Adopted. None of her friends were 

adopted. Why did she have to be?! A sense of awkwardness grew between her and her parents. 

They ended up at a family therapist to talk about the whole situation. The therapist, whom the 

family just knew as Miss Miriam, considered the girl lucky. 

 “Madison, just think of all the unadopted orphans out there. Think of all of them as tiny, 

little fish in a big ocean. You like fish right? Anyways, you were one of those fish too. Luckily, 

you were caught by a very kind fisherman. The fisherman resembles your loving caring parents 

that took you in,” Miss Miriam said to Madison on the second therapy session. The parents 

looked eager and excited as to what she was going to say. 

 “Fish die when they’re caught,” was the only thing Madison was thinking about, clearly 

confused about the whole metaphor. Then again, her response was quite reasonable for she was 

only 5 ½ or so at the time. A puzzled look spread across all the adults’ faces.   

 “Er, um, not necessarily. Lots of fish are put into fish tanks. That represents your home. 

You were brought back to a very lovely fish tank,” Miss Miriam said. Again the parents waited to 

see what Madison would say.  

 “A lonely fish tank,” she mumbled with sort of a smirk on her face, “I have no brothers or 

sisters to play with me. I’m in a fish tank all alone.” The adults sighed at her reply, but Miss 

Miriam knew that Madison would someday understand and learn to love her parents.  

 In the end, the Smith family ended up getting a dog, not a sibling, to keep Madison 

company. A baby Golden Retriever, whom Madison named Max after a book her mom read to 

her. She knew a sibling would be better, but after begging for weeks and months, and each time 



hearing “No, Madison, no,” she was completely content with her new dog. In fact, Madison soon 

completely forgot about wanting a sibling because she loved her dog so much.  

 Madison’s life was completely changed, for the better, on the very first day of first grade. 

Everyone sat in a circle on the carpet rather than in their desks. Madison soon learned that the 

class would do this every morning before actually learning. The teacher introduced herself as 

Mrs. McKinley, but said to call her Mrs. Mac because it’s easier, just like she had said at 

orientation. After going over the class rules, just like at orientation, Mrs. Mac showed the class 

the birthday calendar. “All the birthdays are written down here so we know whose birthday is 

coming up soon. And look, Reagan’s birthday is in two days! And Freddie’s is next week.” Mrs. 

Mac continued to talk and talk while Madison looked for her name and date. March 20
th
. Just as 

she found it, she heard her name. “Oh look!” cried Mrs. Mac, who seemed way to enthusiastic, 

“Madison and Allyson have the same birthday!” Madison looked around quickly to look for this 

girl named Allyson. She saw a familiar face already staring at her and just knew that was Allyson. 

They stared at each other for a second or two and just like that they were best friends. At the 

beginning of second grade Allyson found out she was adopted. She was just an ordinary girl with 

an ordinary family until she too heard the word just like Madison did, except Allyson did a much 

better job of accepting her parents after she was told. Within a month, all the awkwardness 

between Allyson and her parents was gone.  

 I guess opposites attract because the two are quite different in all aspects. Madison had 

wavy, light brown hair that went a little past her shoulders while Allyson had dark brown hair in a 

pixie cut. Madison was an athletic type of person, while Allyson preferred sitting indoors playing 

piano and violin. Nevertheless, they supported each other no matter what, as any good friends 

should. That’s enough back story; we shall not dwell on the past for too long… 

 It was now November of 2016. 11 years added a lot to life since the last therapy session 

when Madison was five.  



 One morning, while getting ready for school, she received a text that said, “Leaving my 

house now,” were the words that shined on the screen of her phone along with Allyson’s name. 

After washing out her cereal bowl and spoon, she managed to be out the door in less than two 

minutes after brushing her teeth. As she walked out the door, she replied to the text message: 

“Coming now too,” she quickly typed with lightning-fast fingers as the door swung closed. A 

faint barking and the sound of a jingling keychain on a collar coming down the stairs made 

Madison smile and push the door back open. Max stood there, wagging his tail with his tongue 

hanging out of his mouth.  

 “Hi Max!!” Madison said as she rubbed his head. Now 11 years old, Max was a lot 

bigger than when she had first got him. “I gotta go now buddy, but I’ll see you later!” she said as 

she tried to push him away so she could close the door.  

 Allyson was almost at the stop sign where they met every morning by the time Madison 

arrived. Allyson lived farther away, and she typically walked quite slow (she claims walking fast 

is unnecessary) so she usually left the house earlier than Madison so she could get to the stop sign 

by 7:00. Once they were both at the stop sign, they began on their usual trail to school, except 

Allyson didn’t start talking immediately like she usually did.  

 “What’s wrong?” Madison curiously asked. Moments later she realized what a big 

mistake she’d made asking that. She realized the answer immediately after she said it. Madison 

already knew this was going to start spiraling downhill if she didn’t say something. But just 

before she could say “never mind”, Allyson spoke first. 

 “Well, you know, my dad left early this morning to go to the hospital to comfort my mom 

and you know…” she said looking at her feet and tears began to form in her eyes. 

 “I know, and everything’s going to be fine,” Madison said, trying to comfort her. 

Allyson’s mom was diagnosed with a rare kind of breast cancer about a year ago. She hasn’t been 

doing too well recently and has spent the last 3 weeks in the hospital. 



 “That’s the thing.. she isn’t going to be okay! The doctors called us last night and said 

she isn’t expected to live much longer!” Allyson cried. Then all of a sudden she just started 

bawling. Madison hugged her and there they were in the middle of the sidewalk just standing 

there hugging.  

 Allyson had gone through 5 tissues, which Madison was now all holding, by the time 

they made it to school. The rest of the school day went as normal that day, with nothing new. 

 When she got home, Madison checked the mailbox and was surprised to find more 

envelopes than usual. When she went inside, she set the mail down on the counter and was 

shocked to see her mom, who had apparently left work early, in the kitchen cooking,  

 “Hey honey! Do you mind going through the mail and throwing away the junk mail? I 

would really appreciate it, sweetheart,” her mother said as she stirred a pot of soup. 

 Madison did just that. Half of the mail was junk, so she disposed of it and went through 

the rest of the envelopes. 4 for dad. 2 for mom. And at the very bottom of the pile was an 

envelope that read Madison Smith at the top, which was the last name she got from her parents 

when she was adopted. Wow, she thought, I never get mail. She couldn’t help but get excited and 

tear open the envelope immediately. 

  

Dear Madison Smith, 

We heard about and have seen your excellence in the sport of soccer and volleyball and are 

formally inviting you to our annual National Athletic, Academic, and Musical Talent Competition 

of America. The competition for soccer will be held January 28
th
, and the competition for 

volleyball will be February 2
nd

, 2017 in Phoenix, Arizona. Please visit our website to officially 

register.  

 Thank you and good luck, 

The National Athletic, Academic, and Musical Talent Association  



 Wow! She had always wanted to go to this competition! Her soccer coach must’ve told 

them about how good she was! She shoved the letter at her mom, who at this point was looking at 

Madison and wondering why she was reading mail, and then began to text Allyson. 

 “Wow, Madison. This is big. But Phoenix, that’s quite a ways from New York,” her 

mother said when she finished reading. 

 “Please, Mom! I have to go! Please?” Madison begged. 

 “We’ll talk about this with your father but for now, I don’t know.” 

 Madison typed as fast as she could to Allyson. 

 “Allyson!! I got a letter asking me to go to the National Athletic, Academic, and Musical 

Competition for volleyball and soccer!!” she typed, excitement running through her body. Her 

mom turned and went back to cooking. A minute later a reply came: “Me too!! I was accepted for 

piano and violin!” texted Allyson. Madison suddenly became filled with even more excitement. 

They could possibly go to the competition together! The next couple weeks went on like normal. 

At the end of school one Friday, Madison checked her phone only to find a text that said, 

“Madison, call me ASAP,” from her dad.  

 Uh-oh, Madison thought, it must be urgent. Just seconds later Madison was on the phone 

with her dad who was telling her that Max was at the vet because he wasn’t doing so well. 

Apparently, her father got home from work early and there was Max, feeling weak, sick, and 

unenergetic, which was unlike his usual self. When Madison had arrived at the vet an hour later, 

the doctor explained to her that German Shepherds only live 10-12 years, and Max was now 11. 

Madison instantly began to tear up. Max lied on the table, whimpering. She never, ever wanted to 

see him go. He was the one who comforted her during those times when she desperately wanted a 

sibling. He was there to play with her when she was younger at the park. He was the only one 

who willingly played tag around the house with her when she was little. He greeted her every 

morning in the sweetest ways, everyday, no matter what. He couldn’t just go now!  



 Two days later, on the bed at the veterinarian, Max passed away. It was a slow death, and 

Madison was there the whole time, by his side, holding his paw, crying. After minutes of just 

sitting there and looking at the now lifeless Max, Madison grabbed her phone to tell Allyson the 

news.  

 “Allyson, I hate to tell you this, but-“ 

 “No, Madison, I need you to come to the hospital. Please, Madison, I need you,” and then 

Allyson hung up. She sounded like she was crying, so it most likely was about her mom. Madison 

did what Allyson said and left the vet, but only after giving Max a little kiss, and then left, leaving 

her parents with Max. As soon as she got to the hospital room, she saw Allyson and her father, 

each on opposite sides of the hospital bed, each bawling their eyes out. Lying in the bed, with her 

eyes closed, was Allyson’s mom. Madison couldn’t help but wonder if she was, you know, dead. 

 “She’s not dead,” Allyson said through her tears, basically reading Madison’s mind. 

Madison nodded, trying to stay calm, and sat down next to Allyson, relieved. All of a sudden she 

felt all of the sadness that they were feeling and began bawling as well. 

 “Max died,” Madison blurted, “I was trying to tell you earlier. That’s why I called you.” 

 “What?! He died? I’m so sorry I cut you off earlier. Wow, I cant believe he’s gone,” 

Allyson said, looking genuinely sad. An hour of talking and crying later, a nurse came in and 

asked anyone who isn’t related to Allyson’s mom to leave, for anytime past 8:00 pm was reserved 

for families only.  

 “Keep me updated!” Madison said as she walked out the door. The next day, Madison 

awoke at 1:00 in the morning because of a ringing noise coming from her phone. As soon as she 

saw Allyson’s name on the caller ID, she already knew what had happened. She was already 

crying by the time she pressed the answer button. 

 “Ma-Ma-Ma-Madison,” Allyson stuttered, through her obvious tears of sadness and pain, 

“she’s gone.” Tears were streaming down Madison’s face when her mother walked in. She 

must’ve heard Madison crying and awoke. As soon as she saw that Madison was on the phone, 



she knew what had happened as well. She sat down on the bed next to Madison, tears springing to 

her eyes.  

 “I know, Allyson,” Madison said, barely able to get out the words, “this is hard. Stay on 

the phone with me as long as you need.” And so that’s what they did. hours of just listening to 

each other cry, each grieving the deaths of both Max and Allyson’s mom. It seemed completely, 

absolutely, and utterly unbearable. 

 Neither of the girls went to school the next day; both of their parents said they didn’t 

have to. At 1:00 in the afternoon, Madison took a walk over to Allyson’s house and knocked on 

the door. Allyson’s dad opened it, thanked her for coming, and rushed off, looking stressed. It just 

occurred to her how depressed Allyson’s dad must be.  Madison found Allyson in her room, 

staring out the window, and Madison sat down next to her, and together they sat there, saying 

nothing, feeling each other’s pain.  

 “Hey, you want to look at that website for the competition?” Allyson asked. 

 “Oh yeah, sure. I actually forgot about that,” Madison replied, suddenly remembering the 

competition. Soon they were on Allyson’s laptop, clicking the register button.  

 “You want to register first, or me?” Allyson asked looking at Madison. 

 “You can go ahead,” Madison said. After filling out her information, Allyson came 

across a page of information and permission forms to print out. She briefly skimmed through it, 

but two words caught her eye. Birth certificate. She would need to present her birth certificate at 

the competition. Madison saw it too. 

 “It’s on my mom’s old papers. My dad and I will have to go through them eventually. 

Why not do some of it now?” Allyson suggested. Just a couple minutes later, they were going 

through cabinets and binders of paper until they came across a folder containing lots of Allyson’s 

papers, including her birth certificate. Allyson Marie Reynolds. That was her original last name 

before being adopted. Later on, when Madison returned home, she figured she should find her 

birth certificate too. Instead of rummaging through her parents’ papers, she simply asked her 



mom and explained she would need it for the competition. Her mom agreed and dug through her 

papers to get it for her.  Madison Amanda Reynolds. Wait a second. Reynolds? That was the last 

name on Allyson’s certificate! Unless.. they were.. related. Madison paced around, completely 

confused. Were they sisters? Their birthdays were the same too. Twins? No, couldn’t be. The 

chances they would end up living next to each other were one in a million. Or maybe even less 

than that. How could that be possible? She showed her mom and explained quickly, talking a mile 

per minute. Her mom looked puzzled, but actually considered the fact that they were related. 

After Madison raved on for about 15 minutes non-stop, her mom said, “If this really bothers you 

that much, we can get a DNA sample. But only if you’re positive about this!” Madison agreed, 

thanked her mom, and rushed off to tell Allyson.  

 “Dude! Allyson! My birth certificate says Reynolds too! We could be sisters!” Madison 

cried. Allyson stood, speechless. “My mom offered to take a DNA sample at the doctors office 

where she works. What do you think?” 

 “Wow,” Allyson said. “I’m totally shocked. Yeah, I think a DNA test would be good.”  

 “Okay, I’ll tell my mom to ask your dad about it. Bye!” And Madison hung up, running 

off to tell her mom.  

 Three weeks later, after weeks of suspense and wonder, they both sat in the chairs outside 

the DNA testing lab, waiting for the doctor to come out. All the parents were there too. The 

doctor finally came out with a serious look on her face. Moments later she broke into a huge 

smile and said: 

 “Surprise! You’re twin sisters!” The two girls looked at each other. Both were beyond 

happy. After all those years of wanting a sibling, Madison finally had one! Allyson grinned from 

ear to ear. With the sorrow that came with the passing of her mother, Allyson felt a big sense of 

happiness after hearing this news. The two girls, and the parents, all looked at each other. 

Although a lot of things still had to be figured out, they all knew what a fun adventure this was 

going to be. 


