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Reflection 3


In middle school, grades seven and eight, I learned many lessons about what being a women meant and what expectations were required from me because I was a female.  The girls that I hung out with changed drastically from seventh to eighth grade.  In seventh grade the people I associated with were only girls.  The five of us just hung out with each other and no one else.  We didn’t really try to get to know anyone else and we especially did not want to be around boys.  They were mean and made fun of us and although thought they weren’t very nice, we still secretly liked them.  


We looked up to the popular girls who flirted, acted ditzy, and wore cute/popular clothing.  These girls also got to wear makeup and got the most attention in the classroom because they were ‘chatty’.  I was smart, did all my homework and got A’s and B’s in all my classes, except science.  The science teacher was so cute and all the girls had a crush on him.  One of the popular girls was in my science class and she would always be chatting during class and passing notes to some of the other ‘cool’ girls.  The teacher would never really get upset with her and he was pretty easy going especially with the boys in the class.  The boys would act up and make vulgar comments when the teacher wasn’t paying attention.  This type of behavior reinforced the fact that I was quite and shy, in the classroom.  Outside the classroom I was really an outgoing and talkative person especially when I was around my friends and people I was comfortable with.  But in this classroom I made sure that I never answered questions and that I stayed as unnoticed as possible.  I was not the only one who put on this persona, there were a couple other girls who did the same thing and I knew this because they were in some of my other classes.  


In my favorite seventh grade class, communications, the teacher was a new teacher just out of school and she was so nice.  Ms. Jenson was very friendly and helpful to all the students, but I think she especially favored girls.  I felt very comfortable answering questions in her class and if a boy ever made fun of my answer, I always remember her scolding him and telling him that wasn’t nice.  I liked the fact that she ‘stood up’ for me and other female students when they attempted answers in the classroom.  I was never afraid to answer questions and I was probably more eager than anything.  She was also the drill team coach and she recruited me and three of my other friends to try out for the team.  I am not at all good at dancing, but she and another woman worked with us after school and we practiced and then would perform at halftime of the middle school basketball games.  She was also the same teacher who noticed when I had been crying before class and let me go to the bathroom.  My ‘friends’ had been very mean to me and one girl had turned them all against me and I didn’t know why.  Ms. Jenson saw that I had been crying and she let me leave class to go to the bathroom, where I stayed all first hour.  The memory of this event is still very vivid in my mind and her sympathy also stands out very clearly.  


In eighth grade my friends drastically changed, from the not ‘cool’ group of five to becoming very good friends with one of the most popular girls in the eighth grade named Kayla.  She and I became very close over the summer between seventh and eighth grade year because we played softball together.  Through her I became very close with her other popular friends, who invited me to everything they went to.  We became ever closer when we returned to school and Kayla and I were in many of the same classes.  I watched Kayla very closely to learn why she was popular, meaning the boys liked her, and why the girls all wanted to be friends with her.  I paid attention to the way she acted in the classroom and how she behaved in public such as at lunch and during passing period between classes.  The biggest trait I picked up on was that she didn’t act very smart.  She acted spacey and ditzy.  She would never know the answers to any questions in our History class and that was okay with the teacher and the class of mostly boys.  The boys would just laugh when she didn’t know the answer and she would laugh right along with them.  Everyone thought it was funny that she asked dumb questions and answered things completely wrong.  I knew the right answers, and although I am ashamed to say it now, at the time I thought that if this is how to get boys to like you, then I too would need to answer questions incorrectly and ask silly questions that I actually knew the answers to.  I tried very hard to carry on this alter ego so as to appear as though I was just like her.  I hate to say it but it really did work.  I had many boyfriends that year of school and I was very happy with this.  I think that this feeling of being needed or wanted, boosted my self-confidence so much that I continued to put on this act
.  


I was so scared to kiss a boy that I think they all broke up with me eventually because I wasn’t ‘easy’.  But I didn’t care I still had a good time and I wasn’t too crushed when one ‘relationship’ would end because another would soon begin.  I found my comfort and my confidence in being needed by the male sex.  I also felt very wanted by all these girls that just the year before hadn’t even given me a second glace.  These supposed friendships continued into high school and although Kayla and the original group of ‘cool’ girls and I don’t really talk now, from those friendships came many more that have grown over the years. 


Looking back now these relationships made me value true friendship more than some.  I learned to look past physical appearances, as best one can, and try to get to know someone for who is on the inside.  Kayla was a very Christian girl who taught me many things about life and friendship.  I learned most importantly that boys shouldn’t dictate your life or your outlook on men in general.  I think there was a phase I went through, as I am sure many young girls do, where boys are your life and they play a huge part in your everyday attitude on the day.  I let these boys’ opinions factor into my day and my feelings and they ran my life because I let them.  I have learned that only I can run my own life and only I have the power to make my day bad or good.  For this I am thankful for my middle school experiences and life-long lessons
.
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