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Comments on Being Female

Once I went to a baby shower for a mother who was eight months pregnant.  The doctors had told her that the baby was going to be a boy.  Accordingly, all of the gifts at the baby shower were wrapped in blue paper.  All of the infant outfits were blue.  The teddy bears, the rattles, the blankets, the bottles, all blue.  A month later, the mother went into labor.  Her baby turned out to be a girl.

Every child is born into a world of cookie-cut dimensions.  Long before you even establish your individual identity, you are predestined to fit a specific mold.  There is a clear cut outline for how a boy is supposed to act, versus how a girl is supposed to act.  All you have to do is simply assume your role as either male or female, and act accordingly.  

It took me an unusually long time to assume my role as a female.  I fought my femininity for as long as I possibly could.  Perhaps it just took me a long time to realize what “being a female” actually entailed.  To truly understand the source of my belated femininity, I simply have to look at how I perceived gender distinctions when I was young.  The things typically remembered by the majority of little girls about their childhood are as follows:  a lot of pink, a lot of fluff, pretty dresses, cute puppy dogs, an innate desire for a pony (although what you would do with the pony after you got it, no one knows), boys with cooties, and of course, gorgeous glorious Barbie.  As for my childhood memories, they are not as cookie-cut as all of that.

I remember loathing pink.  My favorite color was blue.  Fluffy things made me itch.  If I ever wore a dress, it was only on Easter Sunday and only because my mother forced me into it on pain of death.  I don’t remember walking my cute little puppy dog around the block; but I do remember taking my pet Iguana to show and tell.  I hated ponies.  Boys were very cool, and I never understood why my parents wouldn’t adopt an older brother for me to play with.  Surprisingly, I did own a few Barbies.  However, I played less conventional games with them.  I will never forget the day that my mother walked into my room to discover Skipper dangling from a noose attached to my bunk bed.  I explained to my mom that she had been tried and convicted of witchcraft.

But that was long ago.  Over the years, I have observed the main differences between masculine and feminine, and I have assumed my feminine role accordingly.  Unlike boys, girls wear makeup and dresses and high-heeled shoes.  Girls have an unquenchable need to talk about their feelings.  Girls overanalyze.  And lastly, no matter how hard they try to hide the fact, girls hate it when you mess up their hair.  After years of practice I believe I am finally comfortable in my role as a female.  But every once in a while I reminisce about the days when all I knew how to be was wild and crazy and free.  And I wonder… what would the world be like if the “It’s a Boy” baby announcements were printed in pink instead of blue?            

