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Reflection #3

Middle school gender perception

I went to a Catholic elementary/middle school.  For me, this experience was not exactly the place in which a young girl with a creative mind would exactly be allowed to express herself.  I was not only informally shown how a “young lady” should act, dress, and look, but it was also outwardly stated to me and other girls in my school.  

The irony in this case, was that the head of my school was a nun, and had been one since she was a teen girl.  The obvious prompts that girls are taught in order to find a suitable mate for the future were being taught to us by a woman who had pledged to be celibate for the duration of her life.  Besides, the nun for a principle, there was the observable lack of male role models in the school setting.  In fact, the only male teacher that I had was in seventh grade and he was married to the fifth grade teacher at the time.  The rest of the staff was all female, including the janitor.  From this I learned, that girls are not to be anything more that care takers of one sort or another.  By this I mean, women were portrayed as being the caretakers of the building, the children, educational needs, spiritual needs, and even paper work.  

Informally my peer group of apparent “mini mommies” taught me that my tendency to dream big or have an overactive imagination was clearly in the wrong.  As one girl put it when I was around sixth grade, good girls don’t do that.  What she was referring to was my playing games with the boys rather than walking around the playground at recess with the rest of the girls.  

I believe that what both of these obvious and not so obvious examples of gender taught me, was that there is one way to look at a situation from the majorities point-of-view and then there is the outside way of looking at a situation.  In my opinion, I think what does not hurt me, will help me.  Because of these influences, I became a person who looks at a problem and takes care of it head on.  When I am told that I should not or can not do something, that makes me all the more anxious to do it, and do it to the best of my ability just to show that I can.  In a way, maybe I should be thanking all the “mini mommy” friends that I had back then for making me be the achiever that I am today
.  
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