Leah McFall

Reflection 2


The first time I wrote this reflection, I came to the conclusion that I hadn’t given into the cultural standards of beauty during my adolescent years.  After writing it, though, I felt like there was something wrong with what I had written, some reason I wasn’t submitting it.  So the more I thought about it, the more I realized that in a way I had given in.  So here goes, for the second time.


When I was younger, I saw beauty all around me.  I thought my teachers were beautiful, my older sisters, my mother, and of course all of the actresses that were on TV.  All of these people were beautiful, all in different ways.  Even when I was young, I knew that beauty wasn’t one set of criteria that you either were or weren’t.  But all of these women had several qualities they shared.  They all had long, beautiful hair, they were all skinny, and all were very feminine in the ways that they dressed and wore their hair and makeup.


I looked at myself and saw none of these qualities.  I had short reddish-blonde hair, freckles, and only wore athletic shorts and t-shirts.  I was definitely a tomboy and would rather go play basketball with the boys than spend time fixing my hair or makeup with the girls.


This was the reason that at first I concluded that I didn’t conform to the ideal concepts of “beauty.”  I didn’t fit it at all, and purposely refused to, because I wanted to be different.  But the more I looked back on myself through these years, I saw things a little differently.  The older I got, especially when entering jr. high the more I realized that I didn’t fit this image at all, not just by choice, no matter how I tried.  I wasn’t a born super-model and as much as I didn’t want to admit it, I wasn’t “beautiful” by the standards of society so I hid behind my big t-shirts and baggy shorts.


Eventually, towards the end of jr. high I began to realize that though I had very little control of my physical features, I could control my weight and the size of my clothes.  This sort of triggered me to become an obsessive dieter, though I never was even close to being considered fat.  I remember coming home from school and crying because I felt like I was ugly and repulsive.  Some days I had a hard time even looking in the mirror.  I lost my appetite, or controlled it, and lost so much weight I was weak.  Looking back now, I wasn’t just trying to control something about myself, but I was trying to make myself disappear. Ironically, as much as I felt that starving myself was a way of giving me control, it was just another way for society to control me.


I think this says a lot about our culture.  It says this is a place where if you are not considered beautiful by society, you should disappear or hide yourself.  Or at least, in hindsight, that was the message I had received somewhere along the way.


I think that things have changed, though.  If not society’s ideals, than at least my interpretations of these ideals.  I am far less critical of myself than I used to be, probably because I grew into my face and body, and I no longer feel like I have to hide or want to disappear.  But I still see girls going through some of the same things I did and I can’t help but wish that things were different
.
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