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Middle school was the time where I had my worst school experiences.  I remember that middle school was when looks became important.  One of the informal lessons I learned was that the “better” you looked the more “popular” you became.  There was so much emphasis on clothes, hair, and makeup.  This was the time that all the girls started to wear makeup and my friends started to get boyfriends.  This was the time that I learned that boys were a big deal and girls wanted them to like them, not for their glowing personality but for how they looked.  I can not remember talking to my friends about grades or schoolwork.  It was always shallow conversation about boys and what we looked like.


Another informal lesson I learned in my wonderful middle school years, was the art of gossip.  Middle school was my first experience with rumors.  Everyone was talking about everyone else.  I can remember one rumor a friend and I started about the new girl in school.  She started to date the boy that my friend liked, so we told a couple of people that the new girl told us that she didn’t really like him and a bunch of other untrue comments.  Well eventually the rumor got to him and he broke up with her.  My friend still didn’t get him but I felt so bad I became friends with the new girl and we are still best friends.  I still participated in gossip because it was the natural and common thing to do, even though it was hurtful. I 
would rather be the one saying the gossip than having it said about me.


In middle school I had the same issues with teachers that the girls in the book did.  I was a B student in math but when I would try to get help the teacher would tell me to ask one of the boys in the class and would never help me.   He even recommended that I go to pre-algebra instead of algebra.  Another experience I had in middle school was with a student teacher.  I would get bugged and picked on by the boy behind me.  

She would always yell at me and not him.  When my parents talked to her about it she told them that boys will be boys and still didn’t move him.  


None of those things really followed me into adulthood.  I try not to gossip, even though it is still a common occurrence with females.  The thing that I have taken to adulthood from middle school is my unwillingness to raise my hand in class.  When I was in middle school the teacher would never call on me, but when she finally did I would never know the answer.  It was so unfair and I still won’t raise my hand unless I am completely sure that I know the answer or that my comment is smart and thought-out
. 
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