Sidney Ostlind

Reflection #2


When I was in fifth grade I began going through puberty (much earlier than most girls in my grade).    I was very tall and unevenly portioned.   I wasn’t used to my new long ness and therefore was very clumsy.  On top of that I began to get boobs.  I remember being called “big bird” and feeling very uncomfortable about my breasts.  I was also much taller than most, if not all, of the boys.   Beauty ideals than were petite, smaller boned, and smaller breasted.  I felt so out of place being the complete opposite of what was desired.   As I grew into middle school and high school my body began to fit into the “norm” somewhat better and my boobs were now seen as a sexual object.  Make-up, shaving your legs, and very trendy clothes became essential to girls of my age.  Everyone wanted to be the coolest and have the best and newest things out there.   “Preppy girls” were the most popular and they always had to have the best stuff.  They were often cute, skinny, athletic, and often materialistic.  It seemed as if everyone else was trying to keep up but could never quite get there.  


I gave into a lot of the “beauty ideal” but my parents also restricted some of it.  I liked buying makeup and new clothes but my parents wouldn’t just fork out a bunch of money to go out and buy everything I wanted, and I didn’t have my own money to do so either.    I always wanted to “look good” and I guess meet these ideals.  However, I didn’t feel like I was doing it just to fit in.  It always felt good to put on new clothes and wear make-up and do my hair up.  Now why it made me feel good, I’m not for sure of.  After reading this book it makes me question why I do some of the things that I always thought of as normal.  


I do think that in our society women always feel as if they are chasing something that they will never achieve.  I hate some of the expectations that are placed upon women and wonder why I do them also.  When talking about all the money spent on beauty products and clothing I think to myself, I should be a millionaire.  My boyfriend buys a toothbrush, deodorant, shaver, cologne, and shampoo.  That is the extent of his beauty products.  However, I have a whole bathroom full of crap that is in some way beauty related
.  I think our culture places a huge standard on women “looking good” and having a great body, hair, face, skin, feet, teeth, etc, etc.   By doing this the women in our culture never feel adequate and also want to improve themselves in some way.  It takes all the emphasis off of feeling good about you on the inside and places the emphasis and importance on the outside.   Women constantly beat themselves up emotionally about not meeting these standards.  Doing this only creates bigger insecurities in women and oppresses them even more
.  
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