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Reflection 3:  Gender Lessons


In middle school, I was the typical female student.  I was painfully quiet and shy.  I can hardly remember a time when I voluntarily answered question in class.  The only time when I would answer, was if the teacher specifically called on me.  My friends were mostly the same; we did our homework, but did not speak out in class.  I do not remember disliking math or science more than other subjects, but I credit that more to really liking my teachers in those subjects.


It was clear in my middle school that boys were the ones that could get away with misbehaving more, while girls were held to a higher behavioral standard.  Boys would constantly be playing practical jokes or doing impressions.  They seemed to be the more vocal group as well.  The girls often catered to what they thought the boys wanted or thought was “cute.”  In elementary school, I remember that the girls and the boys all played dodge ball and red rover together, we sat in mixed groups at the lunch table.  In middle school, that changed.  The girls had their own lunch tables, the boys had their own.  The boys played basketball and the girls sat in the bleachers and talked.


In class, each teacher had their favorite, and that tended to be a girl.  I always wanted to be liked by the teacher, and to do that, I was quiet and did all of my work.  I raised my hand if I wanted to answer, even if the boys were calling out their answer.  In my school, many of the teachers were coaches.  Coaches were especially good at letting the boys act out without any consequences.  They seemed to be the block of teachers that really believed that boys will be boys.  The boys would get endless warnings without anything actually happening.  I do not remember any class really being dominated by the boys, but they certainly answered the majority of the questions, even if they did not know the answer.


Today, as a college student, I am still painfully shy.  I hardly ever contribute to class discussions; even if I know what I have to say is well founded.  I am afraid of what others will think of my answer, a fear that was probably developed in middle schools.  I still value sitting quietly and paying attention.  Subconsciously, I still strive to be the “good girl.”  Because I did not develop a habit of speaking out, I simply do not feel comfortable doing it now
.
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