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Part of growing up is learning how to relate and navigate the requirements of your peer group.  Part of what I learned was the basic premise that even though a person could do what was allowed, a person should do and be what is expected.  For example, in the fifth grade, I played flag football with the boys at recess and I was actually quite good.  I could catch the ball and run just as fast as the fastest of the boys, which was better than some could say.  More and more the boys talked about the games they would be playing next year, for sixth grade was the first year that students were allowed to play on school teams.  Usually, the boys would play flag football and the girls would play volleyball, but it was not required.  Throughout my fifth grade year I was decided on playing flag football, however the summer before sixth grade I decided not to, a decision I have wondered about ever since.  


A girl a year older than me, Suzy,* was brave enough or just plain ballsy enough to give flag football a go.  During the season she caught a bit of flack for playing a boys’ sport but generally the season went well for her.  Spectators did not make vocal disparaging comments; only general, neutral ones about her performance.  But after the season was over and the disappointment of yet another losing season set in, so too did the boys.  At first the boys complained about all the logistic hassles of having two locker rooms and getting the team together before games for last minute pointers on how to win.  But soon a Bradley-type mentality began to set in and crude remarks plagued her.  Typically the comments were about how being “on the rag” affected her performance and how she only wanted to play football to be able to have more of an opportunity to sell her wares since she obviously got around.  As the spring progressed things got worse until she started playing to their expectations: her grades dropped, she began to wear suggestive clothing, and she answered frankly questions the boys would ask about her menstruation.  


During the summer, I thought real hard and decided that maybe I would be better off without the trouble; my teachers agreed.  My English teacher asked me the very frank question, “So, are you going to play tackle in High School?” with a tone of voice that said “no, you shouldn’t.”  My Home Ec teacher, who was also the High School Volleyball coach, did not even allow the possibility for girls to play tackle football.  During a conversation between her and Suzy,* my Home Ec teacher said, “I hope you’ll be able to catch up to the other girls your freshman year, 3 years is a lot of time and skills to lose.”  I remember that conversation so vividly because it took away the option of a future in football.  She stated very clearly to Suzy, * myself, and all the other girls in her class that football, and possibly other male endeavors, held no future for us.  Likewise while we could possibly participate in flag football, it would be temporary and a waste of what we could be if only we did what was expected of us.  


What I learned from that year was the need to look ahead, to plan.  In the long run, I imagine that it was probably better for me to play volleyball instead of football, if only for the bonding experiences I had with the other girls that enabled me to have the knowledge I needed to make girlfriends later on in life.  It also showed me how there were long-term ramifications to my actions (or possible actions) that are uncontrollable.  It instilled in me the need to be safe and sure in what I was doing rather than what I thought was cool or allowed.  This logic reminds me to study, read my homework before class, and not to get my eyebrow pierced
.  
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“Suzy*”  changed her name, since I do not have her approval.


