Middle Child Blues
I stare at myself in the mirror. Dirt lightly coats my face, my hair is greasy, and rivers of sweat trickle down my cheek. I’ve been waiting for thirty minutes, and I wasn’t patient enough for a thirty-first. I storm to the bathroom, pounding on the door. I can hear a torrent of water splashing. “Are you done?” I yell. “Not yet!” is the answer. I check the downstairs. I can hear the sound of a texting phone. “You done yet?” I call. “*clickclick* Nope! *clickclick*” is the reply. My brother gets the toilet first because “He’s the oldest”. My sister gets the shower first because “She’s the youngest”. I’m the middle child, and what’s my excuse? Nothing. Frankly speaking, being the middle child isn’t that great.

As mentioned before, bathroom rights are one reason. But another is the “role model” factor. I look up to my brother, and he knows it. Can you guess who my sister looks up to? Not me, that’s for sure! When you have the choice between siblings for your role model, who are you going to pick? The older, stronger, smarter one. When my sister comes home from Korean school, or the market, or somebody’s house, she greets my brother with an enthusiastic “HI!!” and a big hug. She takes one look at me and says “Hey”. That’s it. No hug, no nothing. You’d think I’d feel left out, right? Absolutely. Nothing from my eight-year-old sister.

Another reason is “bias”. When my sister and I get into an argument, I’m most likely going to win. But then she calls my brother over, who will, inevitably and indisputably, take her side, because she is (quote from my brother) “younger and smaller”. More devious, too. The same thing happens when my brother and I argue; my sister gives 101% support to him, and -1% to me. You may be thinking, “Well, what if she has good reasons for this”. Trust me; I’ve given up on trying to discover those reasons years ago. When it comes to gifts, my sister has it easy. Sometimes, Dad buys her something for no apparent reason, other than her being “daddy’s girl”. When my dad is away, my brother is the Man of the House. I get no such privileges.

“First times” are important, right? In Boy Scouts, I was able to be the first ever in my family to snowboard, go backpacking, camp in the wilderness, and join BSA in itself. But privileges that come with age are experiences that I encounter after my brother tells me all about it, which kills all the fun. My brother will be able to drive 4 years before me, he’s graduated middle school, he’s now a freshman in high school, and he’ll graduate in 2013, all three years before me!!

Being the middle child may not be bad for everyone, but it does matter to me. Being the oldest would suit me just fine. Being the youngest? More or less. I’ve had eight years to cope with being the middle child, and frankly, I think I’ve done a pretty good job so far.
