
thing just to torture us. Imagine a giant 
cat swatting at you with its freshly 
clipped claws and hissing at you, that 
was Lauren defending her Cocoa Puffs. 

Julia would then make herself a 
big bowl of Cheerio’s or something 
less appealing to try and compensate 
for the taste. No amount of Cheerio’s 
will ever amount to even the smallest 
amount of Cocoa Puffs. 

Lucky for me I followed in my 
dad’s footsteps and ate Wheaties. They 
would make fun of me and say I ate 
like an old man, but at least I didn’t 
have to risk  ten to life for murder to 
get a bowl of cereal in the morning. 
Then we would all migrate to the living 
room to watch TV while partaking in 
our cereal choices. 

First it was a race to the remote. It 
didn’t matter though because if Lauren 
didn’t get it she would come over 
and get it from you. One back hand 
motion with claws out and it was hers. 
She didn’t even have to strike. It came 
to a point that we just let her have it 
and stopped trying. Until we got older 
and started trying to defend ourselves 
again.

Then Lauren would select what 
show she wanted. Julia and I would 
sit there and try to fi nish our cereal 
quickly so we would not be tormented 
by her anymore. 

We were just trying to enjoy a 
peaceful

breakfast, but the days we got peace-
ful breakfasts were the days we woke 
up early and Lauren slept in. 

Julia was the “pity me, I’m the 
middle child,” case of the bunch. She 
was a big worry-wart. Still is. She did 
keep me sane during my early life, 
but my two infl uences and people to 
look up to were the extremes. Julia is a 
straight A student and cries if she gets 
anything less than an -A. While I was 
cozying up to Lauren and getting her 
on my side, Julia was over crying to our 
mom about our “bad behaviors.”

Once I learned that I was not 
gaining anything with Julia, I switched 
sides. I went to the dark side. The 
problem for Julia was that she still 
thought I was on her side. Which I 
was sometimes, but they could never 
predict what I would do. 

I was always the swing vote 
though when picking sides, and 
nobody wanted to be on a side by 
themselves. That always meant they 
had our mom on their side, which was 
never a good refl ection of trying to not 
seem like the “suck-up,” and nobody 
wants to be the suck-up. This is where 
the 

advantage came in; Lauren never 
wanted to be on Julia’s side because 
they are almost polar opposites. While 
Julia was studying for a test Lauren 
was sleeping and thought everyday 
was the weekend. After realizing I was 
the swing vote I had big decisions to 
make. Julia could offer me security 
and protection because she was a 
goody-two shoe and could never get 
in trouble. If seen with her, I would get 
that image too. With Lauren, I really 
wouldn’t gain much except not getting 
hit and verbally abused by her.

I got my arms pulled out the 
sockets one time because they were 
literally pulling on me and trying to get 
me on their side. “Getting me on their 
side” was not always so literal all the 
time, but it was known that somehow 
this little incident of doing the chores 
or hiding that we broke something 
would escalate into choosing sides and 
making the lesser fi x the problem.

I will continue living this sarcastic, 
honest lifestyle because it has proven 
grateful so far. One of these days it 
will probably come back to bite me in 
the ass, but I’m okay with that. Just 
as much as I like messing with people, 
I like when people do it right back. 
As of right now people just think I’m 
hilarious and have no idea how much 
harder I laugh at them than when they 

laugh with me.
- Emily 
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Emily Dicus, 20, from St. Louis, Missouri. I live by the three H’s and I am sharing my stories 
of my family, friends, and life. This is how I came about who I am, or at least it explains a lot 

of why I am all about humor and honesty, and I just really like my hair.

When I went off to college I 
was a little nervous at fi rst. I 
had no idea what to expect 

and was worried that I wouldn’t fi nd 
friends that were like me. Luckily, my 
roommates of freshman year were 
just as sarcastic and bitchy as me for 
it to be a fun and entertaining living 
experience. When it came to other 
people though, not everybody was as 
entertaining.

A perfect example of someone 
who did not get the best genes from 
their parents was one of our friends 
Alex, whose nickname is Clumsy Ox. 

To give you a little background of 
this nickname I feel is necessary. He 
was running at cross country practice 
and happen to run into a wire that was 
connected to a telephone pole in the 
ground. He completely fell and when 
he got up and dusted himself off he 
said, “Oh man, I’m such a clumsy ox!”

I thought I would never meet 
someone who liked comparing them-
selves to an ox. Of course, there is a 
new day for everything. I didn’t think 
being a “clumsy ox” was a thing either, 
but look at what little I know.

This kid is basically the butt of all 
jokes. Usually I am the one to start 
the jokes, but in this case it was his 
roommates. He became the joke of 
everybody because he deserves it. 

Alex is twenty years old and talks 
like he just got back from the Vietnam 

war. Most people would rather talk to 
a random old guy in a nursing home 
for hours than get stuck in a short 
sidewalk conversation with this kid. He 
says things like, “Excuse my French, 
but I am very P.O.’Ed.” That would be 
okay for him to say if he maybe cussed 
or said anything inappropriate. I am 
not one to shy away from cussing, 
but I am not the only one who fi nds a 
problem with this. 

He apologies for everything he 
does. Yeah, that might sound nice and 
very gentlemanly of him, but he takes 
it too far. even when he is not involved 
at all. Alex calls his mom or dad when 
anything happens. When anything 
happens. When he gets his test grade 
back, had a good run, wakes up, eats 
dinner, breathes, blinks, or really any-
thing that’s not worth talking about.  
Along with all of this, he doesn’t know 
how to laugh at himself, which is why 
he such a big target for jokes. This is 
not mean; our friends and I are trying 
to teach him valuable life lessons, he 
should be thanking us.

One afternoon it was me and 
some people hanging out in someone’s 
room and we were watching TV. Cee 
Lo Green came on the TV and was 
performing. Mind you, Cee Lo Green is 
not some super well known artist like 
Justin Timberlake or someone, but he 
is relevant for anybody who is twenty 
years old and hasn’t been living 

in the middle of nowhere for the past 
decade.

“Who is that that is singing on TV 
right now?” Alex asks to the room of 
our friends.

I take this opportunity to say, “He 
is Cee Lo Green.”

“I’m so sorry, that doesn’t ringing 
a bell. Could you maybe tell me what 
one of his songs is?”

“Fuck you,” I replied with. Not 
only is that one of Cee Lo Green’s more 
famous songs, but that gave me an 
opportunity tell him to go fuck himself.

“I’m sorry Emily, I shouldn’t have 
asked, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to, 
I’m sorry,” he responds and puts his 
head down and starts shaking it.

As in, he just apologized to me for 
telling him “fuck you.” Any normal 
person would not take that. I just told 
him to fuck himself, and he is apologiz-
ing to me? Something is clearly wrong.

I couldn’t enjoy this moment for 
very long because it was just pathetic. 
I explained to him that “Fuck You” is 
the name of one of Cee Lo Green’s 
songs so he would stop apologizing to 
me. And so he knew I wasn’t com-
pletely intentionally saying that to him 
because I did not think he would react 
that badly.

I think he is still trying to apologize 
to me for that instance, it happened a 
few months ago.

My sarcasm and attitude did not 



suddenly pop up once I went off to 
college. Since I was young I have been 
plotting and taking every chance I 
could get laugh in someone else’s 
expense. For some odd reason I do 
have friends, despite my witty sarcasm 
and ruthless honesty. I think they don’t 
understand sarcasm and actually think 
I’m being serious, which just fuels me 
more.

Growing up as the youngest of 
three daughters was diffi cult. I was 
picked on and they would gang up on 
me because they thought I was least 
likely to fi ght back. That changed over 
time because I was not going to deal 
with that, and I knew that from early 
on. 

The problem with having two older 
sisters is that there are an odd number 
of children. No matter what, it will 
always be two against one. Everything 
is a battle. There is only enough cereal 
left for two people?  All of a sudden 
there is either a long extensive debate 
on who deserves the cereal and then 
a concluding with a vote, which once 
again means taking sides. Or a full out 
kitchen brawl battling for the last rem-
nants of Cocoa Puffs until the weakest 
would lose or give up.

Another problem is that we are 
all girls. Anything and everything was 
a struggle because that is just how 
girls are, especially young girls. It’s all 
like, “oh, meh, what is happening? I 
hate you, but you’re my best friend.” I 
ain’t about that life. Save that kind of 
behavior for your time of the month, 

because non-stop “girly”-ness is not 
fun and quite annoying.

One of the many good sides to 
being the youngest is it is the easiest. I 
make it sound like a job because it is. 
You are basically in a full time job as 
your parents slave until you move out 
of the house. Even then you cannot 
escape it because the second you step 
foot back in the house it is back to 
fi eld work.

Think about it, once the kids are 
born they take over doing the dishes, 
vacuuming, dusting, taking out the 
trash, yard work, feeding the dog, then 
cleaning up after the dog, and the list 
never ends. Who do you think was 
doing it before you came along up out 
of the blue? Your parents. That’s right, 
they are fully capable if not have better 
skills to get these jobs done than you.

Orphans have no idea how good 
they have it. They are free from the 
burden of their parents holding things 
over their heads like raising them and 
paying for their education and neces-
sities.

I worked the system though and 
played the “young helpless child” card. 
Well, I still play that card when neces-
sary, but not as much.

“Why do we even have to help 
you? We have our own rooms to 
clean,” Lauren, my oldest sister, said as 
she tried sorting through the piles of 
clothes on the fl oor.

“Yeah, how do you not know how 
to do this? It’s not something hard to 
do,” Julia, the middle child, said con

fused as she looked over at me sitting 
on the fl oor playing with my stuffed 
animals.

“You aren’t even helping us! 
We are just cleaning your room for 
you right now! Mom!” Lauren yelled 
bloody murder to our mother in anger 
and frustration. I still just sat there 
shuffl ing papers and random crap 
around to make it look like I at least 
was attempting to help.

“What do you want? Why are you 
yelling?” Our mom snapped at her as 
she entered the doorway of my room 
because that’s as far in as she could get 
in without having to step over moun-
tains of my stuff that had somehow 
found its way out of my drawers and 
off the shelves to the fl oor.

“Why are you making us clean 
her room? Look at her! She’s not even 
helping!” Lauren said as she pointed 
to me still sitting in the corner pushing 
stuffed animals around and now play-
ing Connect Four by myself.

“What? I need to see if this still 
works. Otherwise I need to throw it 
away to make more room for other 
things,” I calmly said as if that is actu-
ally why I was playing Connect Four.

“You are not cleaning her room 
for her, you are just helping her. It is 
not that big of a deal, she just needs 
some assistance,” mom said as she left 
without hearing another word, even 
though Lauren had plenty more to say.

My room got clean and it certainly 
wasn’t because of my doing. I knew 
how to clean my room, I was 10 years 

My family in Colorado at my sister’s 
wedding.

My roommates, Taylor (left), Jordan 
(center), and I (right) last year on 

Halloween.

My dad and me in Colorado.

old at this point. I certainly wasn’t an 
idiot. I wasn’t proved mentally chal-
lenged by a doctor, despite what my 
sisters insisted after their aggression to-
wards having to do double the chores 
due to my “young age. “

They were the idiots for actually 
thinking in the fi rst place that I legit-
imately needed help. They fi nally got 
their heads out of their asses and real-
ized I was old enough to know how to 
do these things and was fully capable 
of them as well. I just always choose 
not to. Why not have your two older 
sisters who were always against you 
clean your room? I know I didn’t want 
to do it.

I kept that routine going for a few 
more years before my mom couldn’t 
convince them anymore that I needed 
help. She was always on my side from 
the start, but tried hiding it to not 
show favoritism.

I still have a messy room and now 
I just get comments from my mom 
like, “Did a tornado go through your 
room?” or one of my personal fa-
vorites, “how do you live like that?” 
because then could demonstrate how 
I could hop, skip, and jump around the 
junk path I made to get to my bed. I 
like to call it an “organized clutter,” 
but she never really understands.

From incidents like this I quickly 
learned how to play everyone early on. 
Lauren, had her moody teenage years 
for a while. She ran with the wrong 
crowd and didn’t care about anybody, 
me included. Just being nice to her 

wasn’t enough, I had to play hardball 
to seem cool. I am fi ve years younger 
than her, so it was diffi cult to come off 
as “cool” to her; I was viewed more 
as a nuisance in her eyes. I quickly 
changed that perception.

I gained her trust and liking by 
being on her side. Lauren was the type 
of girl growing up that made a huge 
deal out of everything, that our parents 
struggled dealing with the most, and 
was willing to rebel at any chance she 
could get. 

When she would smoke weed 
in her room, or sneak a boy into the 
house, or leave for days unannounced 
I would be there. Not to snitch, just to 
witness it in case I had to make some 
threats or cut a deal with her. This 
gave me leverage because she defi -
nitely held grudges. I was the innocent 
younger sister who doesn’t know any-
thing; well that’s how they perceived 
me at least.

“Where have you been? When you 
left work you should have come home 
or called me,” My mother would say to 
my sister.

“Don’t worry about it mom, I am 
home now. Who cares?” Lauren would 
say with more attitude than necessary.

That is when the battle for the 
last word would begin. When it would 
eventaully end and “I hate you,” 
would get thrown in my mom’s face, 
that is when I would comfort my 
mom and reassure her that the lack of 
respect my older sister had was not a 
refl ection of her parenting skills, “it’s 

okay mom, Lauren is crazy and has no 
idea what she is doing.” And it really 
wasn’t, Lauren was just a royal bitch 
and knew where to strike you to make 
you wish you were dead. This did come 
in handy when picking sides.

Then I would go to my sister and 
listen to her anger about our house. 
I would never agree, just listen. That 
way I came off as neutral, but she 
didn’t know that. She was in a fi t of 
rage and wasn’t concerned about why 
I was actually trying to talk to her.

Compared to Lauren, I was not the 
diffi cult child; I came off as the golden 
child, but never as golden as the star 
suck-up, Julia. To get on Julia’s side 
I had to basically just hang out with 
her and not make her cry. Growing 
up it was always me and Julia, mostly 
because we were closer in age and 
tended to not get uncontrablly anger 
at any moment like Lauren. 

We would ban together and revolt 
against Lauren when we were all stuck 
together alone in the house during the 
summer when all parental overrule was 
out of the house. We would all just be 
sitting around watching TV and the 
littlest thing would tick someone off. 
Never me, I’m a pretty chill person and 
very logical. 

After the last of the Cocoa Puffs 
blood bath in the kitchen and we 
settled on Lauren getting them, mainly 
because she would claw at us with 
her daggers she passed as fi ngernails. 
We swear still to this day that she fi les 
them every night with glass or some-

My sisters, Julia (left), Lauren (center 
left), Bridgette (right), and I at our 

sister Amanda’s weddiing.

My cat, Sheeba, and I hanging out. My sister Julia and I holding up our 
niece, Kaley. 


