Oh! Silly white Women:
I was a monument to the patriarchy 
Preface

This project started with the idea that some Silly white Women act as monuments to settler colonialism, systemic racism, and truly just upholding the white heteronormative patriarchy that exists in the U.S. I wanted to understand why these Women fight so hard for symbols of their own oppression, are so fearful of change, and have a refusal to acknowledge so much of the reality that clearly exists around them; even being able to say that racism exists is impossible for some. I quickly realized that the challenge here would be to detach this idea of Silly white Women from far-right conservative Women that make up the cult following of support for the 45th president. I personally believe that these types of Silly white Women, along with the 45th president, don’t deserve, need, or require any additional time in the spotlight, nor any of my personal time trying to understand them. They do an excellent job of making themselves known without any external assistance. 
What about the left leaning Silly white Women? Those who use their tears in an attempt to control situations, who will outwardly state that they are against racism, vote for individual rights and freedoms, say that they only vote blue! Some may even say that they are feminists. At first glance they would seem unproblematic, but then they might have public meltdown in the middle of a park or a Victoria Secret and weaponize a person’s status, a person’s culture, a person’s skin – WEAPONIZE A PERSON’S EXISTENCE.  While I ultimately want to have my research lead in this direction, I realized time was not on my side, and being able to identify someone’s political views while doing research would take up much more time than I had in one summer – at the same time I started to feel that as a self-proclaimed former Silly white Woman club member myself it would only be fair, and probably the most productive to first research me, and so my project focus shifted again. 
This third shift was the most difficult, but also made the most sense. Who am I to judge or critique anyone without first unpacking my own bullshit? Without this step I don’t see how I could be someone who isn’t still considered a member of the Silly white Woman club, and I really want to be a reformed. I want to be someone who is in a constant state of awakening. I had a Professor say that in a class once, that they didn’t like the idea of a person being ‘woke.’ The word signifies an end of the action, when in fact we should all always be learning, growing, and expanding – in a constant state of awakening. I subscribe to this. 
Before I get into the actual analyzation of myself, I want to take a moment to add even more clarity, provide more context, and sprinkle some pieces of information to think about as you continue to read. Some of this experience was the easiest project I have ever worked on, and in other ways it was the most difficult. I have spent hours on the phone with friends deciding on what to share, what not to share, how to share it. I have cried with frustration, and been inspired to be incredibly transparent.  I am going to continue to worry about how I represented some people on these pages, this is the biggest fear I have had, and it has held me back in some ways. The compromise is that pieces of this will feel much more complete than others, and we all just have to be okay with that. The silence that I have included is for myself. 
The format of this paper has been an act of defiance and a reminder to be brave whenever my mental health will allow. I am, at the time of writing this, a 36-year-old Woman that has been working since I was 15 years old.  I have spent my work life, and academic career feeling smothered by the expectations that I have recently been able to fully acknowledge as white washed western patriarchal practices. This realization may have been why I dropped out of business school… er… it was. It absolutely was. I knew that there were problems, and I didn’t feel educated enough, or equipped enough to even know how to start tackling them. The progression of this defiance will be seen as I write more. My research started off very heavy on the stereotype of what I have been taught that academia requires of me, and this caused the creation of many versions of this paper, with each one becoming a clearer, more distinguishable, reflection of myself. In the end I decided on taking a big personal risk, delete all the dry stuffy academic writing, and created something that reads more like the start of a novel or a fancy selection of essays. I feel inspired by Deborah Miranda’s Bad Indians (Miranda, 2016) – I can be apart of the research, and Roxane Gay’s Bad Feminist (Gay, 2014) – I just have to try, and I don’t have to be perfect all the time. This is part of me on pages, and I encourage everyone to judge it, laugh with it, cry with it, grow with it, and be mad at it… shit… writing it, thinking about it, and editing it infuriated me. 
Quotes and references to some of my current favorite writings are sprinkled through this work. You will also find my own poetry from my teenage years through my early twenties (1999-2007), or quotes that while I have shared them anonymously are very real and were said to me or by me. Originally, I offered explanations to the reader to understand my reasoning for the placement of each piece, but instead I am leaving this up to you, the reader, to come to your own conclusion on the relevance and importance.
Introduction:

“For the master’s tools will never dismantle the master’s house. They may allow us temporarily to beat him at his own game, but they will never enable us to bring about the genuine change.” (Lorde, 2020,41)
The United States patriarchal society has impacted the upbringing of Women in such a way that white Women specifically are molded into living breathing monuments for the patriarchy. Through the consumption of media, and the learnings within the home, silly white Women are created to operate as the master’s tools spoken about in Audre Lorde Piece The master’s tools will never dismantle the master’s house. (Lorde, 2020,41) By being shaped into a tool, a living monument, they are able to perpetuate the intention of colonization through the support of the patriarchy, and uphold not only their own oppression, but the oppression of others based on race, sex, and socioeconomic status. 
A Silly white Woman can show up in the world in a variety of different ways. They are a Woman who has historically and continually benefited from colonialism, who doesn’t acknowledge it, and who doesn’t try to work in a manner that assists with decolonization. For those of you that may be confused by this, colonialism is an ongoing act, not a one-time event and continues to benefit some more than others across the globe. The focus of this Silly white Woman paper is on the United States and the heteronormative patriarchal society that exists here and how it influences (er… controls, maybe? Read the rest of this paper and then you can decide which word is better) white Women specifically. 
How does this relate to me? I was once a Silly white Woman, and am constantly open to criticism, actively learning, and doing my own research to try my best to ensure I keep my own status as FORMER member of the Silly white Woman club. I traded in my membership card for Gender, Women, and Sexuality Studies degree.
I use to hate other Women. I was a Silly white Woman who grew up in a small predominantly white town and was surrounded by racism. Passive things said at home, confederate flags on trucks, students calling each other derogatory terms – beating the shit out of anyone in the hallways that could be considered gay – I stuck up for so many people that were different than me, which is a skill that I 100% thank my Mother for, but somehow I ended up HATING other Women well into my late 20’s. I was a proud self-proclaimed sexist, and the worst things that I have ever said have been about Women – Oh my internalized misogyny was STRONG. OUT. OH SO LOUD. AND OH SO, SO, SO PROUD. For context, I started my freshman year of high school in the fall of 1999.
I hated Women for so many reasons, and thought that some Women gave ALL Women a bad name, it was some Women’s fault that all Women were oppressed in some way, it was some Women’s fault that men treated us the way that we did, but at the same time in my mind some of them deserved it. They earned bad treatment, asked for bad treatment, had daddy issues, co-dependency issues, simply asked for way too much from the world.  I would go on and on about how I hung out with only boys because they were just ‘less drama.’ As I write this, I am still trying to work up the courage to be more honest with my Woman hating past in this paper– but to explain – there was a time in my life where I would have identified more with Serena Joy or Aunt Lydia from The Handmaid’s Tale (Hulu, 2017) than I would have with June. I would have enjoyed the power over other Women, the ability to still read and write, or could have seen my accidentally helping to create my own oppression. Helping to build the system that would have taken away my right to read, to write, to create. (Hulu, 2017) I was trash. 
The focus of my research has turned internally.  How is it that I was my own version of a monument to the patriarchy, how did I end up hating Women? We can’t just be this way, even though my initial research said that we are… that being catty bitches is just in our DNA. That is some Woman’s false truth that I refused to believe, and actually confidently know is a falsehood pitched as truth by the patriarchy. Through analyzing my own childhood experiences, and media that I was exposed too, I was able to identify the small cracks that each individual experience I had made in my own foundation.  Cracks in who I was… in my ability to be girl in my own authentic way.
Well, shit.. I was the tool, in some context I am still the tool – Audre Lorde could have been talking about Women like me. White Women. Silly white Women. All white Women.
The white femininity story

“What does it mean when the tools of a racist patriarchy are used to examine the fruits of that same patriarchy? It means that only the most narrow perimeters of change are possible and allowable.” (Lorde & Gay, 2020, 40)
This is a story about white femininity, and only white femininity, as it is my story it can’t really be about anything else. But, more importantly it is about white femininity in the way that its representation helps young women in upholding the patriarchy and ultimately to further the oppression of Women. I would argue that the limited examples of femininity, proper and expected behavior for young girls, and the enforcement of gender-based roles upholds specific criteria for Womanhood. Making it difficult for girls who don’t fit these standards to hold space for themselves. It made it difficult for me to have a connection to femininity with other Women, in fact I had very few friends that were not men until I was much older. I did have a few friends throughout the years, and only three Women that I am still friends with today. For the most part my internalized misogyny got in the way of many friendships. I always picked my time with boys over friendships with girls, and would often shatter the fragile friendships by saying terrible things to them or about them, and allowing boys to do the same. I lived my life with a ‘bros over hoes’ attitude. The embarrassment. 
Now, I am an ever-learning, ever-mind changing, ever-growing human that may have a different take on this in three months, but at this time I find this important for three separate reasons, and incredibly unimportant for another. The first is incredibly selfish, and not surprising given all the text that has been written ^ up there ^.  This is about me turning the research lens on myself to help me have a better, deeper, more productive understanding of me. I see this as an important step to ensure that I am doing my best to make space for the voices that need to be heard, to never overshadow or silence. I need to work through my bullshit to be a better me. The second is to hopefully provide other Silly white Women their own ‘ah-ha moment’ to figure their shit out too, Sara Ahmed would call this a “feminist snap”. (Ahmed, 2017, 187) I am a firm believer that it is our own responsibility to make this happen, I figure I could give inspiration to others a try.  And third, I find it important to understand the role that Silly white Women play in upholding the patriarchy, white Women no matter how silly would benefit from it’s fall. 
Why is this unimportant – if I don’t do this right. I don’t mean it has to be perfect, but if I don’t take this research into the correct path, it could quickly become a story that is just here to overshadow, silence, or dismiss the beautiful Black, Indigenous, Asian, Latina, Women of Color, Disabled, Trans, and Non-binary folks that are negatively impacted by Silly white Women’s behavior. 
“If you are reading this essay, you have some kind of privilege, it may be hard to hear that, I know, but if you cannot recognize your privilege, you have lot of work to do; get started.” (Gay, 2014,18)
This is personal

“Sometimes you just gotta’ smack a bitch.” – Me

History sits with us all in different ways, being perpetuated through learned behaviors, and even daily monotonous actions from the lunch room to the dinner table. Parents create living and learning environments for their children based on their own life experiences. For myself this history played out in the aftermath of colonization being a normalized event in almost every single aspect of my K-12 life. 
The worst things that I have ever said have been about other Women. I was a self-pro-claimed sexist, that hated Women for all the ideas that I thought I had that made us different. I bought into these presented as facts. Specifically, the idea that “I wasn’t like other girls.” I spent the majority of my teen years, and into my late 20’s not knowing how to be friends with other Women. I would take pride that I didn’t know how to connect with them, that I would be uncomfortable in a room with no men to talk to, that I didn’t like to get dressed up, or wear make-up, that I could be ready to go somewhere in less than 10 minutes. I hated shopping, the mall was the worst, I only painted my nails black and it was always chipped. I got invited to all the guy’s nights, and could skip the mani/pedis and face masks with the ladies – I loved my life. I wasn’t a girl though, I was like a mascot – I wasn’t like other girls, they told me all the time. I wasn’t bothered by their conversations, they could speak freely in front of me, because I got it, I understood. I agreeeeeed. I was agreeable, I was a girl that provided them with their behavioral stamp of approval. This is my story intertwined with the happenings of the late 1990’s and early 2000’s. This is my exploration of how I came to be a Woman that hated other Women. How I was cultivated into being a monument to the patriarchy, helping perpetuate the necessity of male privilege and the oppression of Women. I see this initial research project as the first step into a larger conversation in regards to the ways that white Women can be monuments to the patriarchy, specifically white Women that think that they are liberal, but uphold the patriarchal system rooted in colonization and racism for their benefit. To hold on to what small power they may think that they have. 
Things that I have said about other Women that I am appalled to admit: 
NOTE: I wasn’t that brave – someday I will put into text the worst of it, today isn’t that day. 
“As long as it wasn’t a closed fist, if she deserved it then she deserved it. I mean, she hit you first right?”
“Sooooo. It was like throwing a hotdog down a hallway, eh?”
“Girls like that are really only worth about 15 minutes of your time anyway.”
“Bitch, just sit down and look pretty, it’s all your good at anyway.”
“I got you. I can wing Woman this shit. Girls are always too trusting of other Women.”
I think you get the point, remember, I said I was once trash. 
NOTE: As you continue through this piece, I must offer a Trigger Warning. I will discuss the sexualization of young Women and Girls, Rape and the aftermath of these situations. Some of them are my own experiences and some belong to others. 
I shaved my face every morning

My parents separated in 1991. Before that, I didn’t know what gender norms or roles were. My Dad was a finishing carpenter rose before the sun to head to jobsites, naturally this meant that I would too. We would stand at the bathroom sink together, me on my stool, and we shaved our faces. I had my own shaving kit complete with plastic razer, shaving cream brush, and blue plastic cup. I had my own tool belt at six years old, complete with actual basic tools – wooden handled hammer, flat head and Phillips screw drivers and a little bag of nails. With my packed lunch in tow I was ready to hit the road and spend the day with Dad putting puddy in holes and pretending to help by working with scrap wood. We would head home in the early afternoon rocking out to The Doors, FleatWood Mac, and The Beach Boys, and then I would go home and pretend to cook dinner in my complete play kitchen set, invite all my dolls to tea, practice my tap, jazz or ballet routines I learned in class, or dress up as Mary Poppins. I didn’t know that the world had boy stuff and girl stuff, there was just stuff I liked and stuff I didn’t. 
This attitude didn’t go way for a bit longer, I didn’t even see the potential for cracks in my foundation of who I was. I could do everything the boys could do and I could do it better. Eat the most mushrooms in the back yard? NO PROBLEM. Even if they may have been poisonous and I was pumped full of Ipecac to induce vomiting, I won… worth it! I was the only girl allowed into the five-story tree house that the boys made at my babysitter’s house, and of course it was because I EARNED it, I helped build the thing! I would play baseball in the backyard with them for hours, and always stood my ground. I remember proudly taking a bat to the head in a scuffle over whose turn it was to bat – it was mine, and I even took a mighty swing and scored after the head injury. I never tattled, so I was a cool girl to have around. I was FEARLESS. I would swing higher than anyone else, wouldn’t shy away from the jump off and didn’t even worry about sticking the landing, and had the honor of being the only kid allowed to help light the massive display of fireworks on the Fourth of July.  I was the first to stand in a dark bathroom in the middle of the night, right after watching the fantastic 1992 horror flick Candyman, look straight at the mirror and say CANDYMAN three times while the teenage boys in the house would have to pee in pairs.
In the words of my uncle, I was “one tough little shit.”
I was solidifying my own ideals of femininity and wasn’t allowing anyone else to tell me anything different, not that my parents would have allow them too.  My parents let me occupy spaces any way that I wanted too, and encouraged me to express myself.  I was still a girl who would play in the mud, climb a tree, and then put on a ballet dance performance in the living room. 
I was seven and I could do anything, be anything, and my vagina wasn’t ever going to get in the way. 


I got nuts in my pocket 

My Father was a drinker, and so were his friends. After the divorce I spent every other weekend with my Dad, and that meant that I spent time with his friends too. He was a recently single, heartbroken, and a drunk. He was the definition of functional alcoholic waking at 4AM, drinking a pot of black coffee and then sipping on beer until he passed out by 5PM. I remember when it switched from beer cans to constant kegs in the fridge. I was probably the only eight-year-old in Bellevue, WA that could fill a keg cup with almost no foam (this was a point of pride for me when I was in my teen years). Drunk adults meant the kids got away with EVERYTHING, staying up too late, eating too much junk food, watching all the movies we weren’t allowed too. I remember two very distinct learnings from my short time spent with my father at his home. The first came from a summersault incident and the second from asking for a snack, both times all the adults were hammered. 
I remember hanging out with my cousin in my Dad’s room, hyped up on sugar having a blast jumping on the bed rocking out to The Doors, and then it happened. Someone had the great idea of swapping from jumping to elaborate summersaults to launch ourselves off the end of the bed… it was probably me, I was someone. While no one lost an eye, or a tooth, I did dislocate my elbow. I SCREAMED, grabbed my arm and tried to fix it! I was only partially successful. Tears pouring down my face, me unable to move my arm, I made the trek upstairs to alert an adult. My Dad, the man that I trusted with everything had the audacity to tell me, his red faced, snot nosed SOBBING daughter that she was fine. I was APPAULED. With my persistence that something was wrong being ignored I went to the closet, grabbed one of my Dad’s bandanas and made a sling all by myself. I had it on when I went back to my Mom’s on Sunday evening, and she-was- pissed, PISSED. My arm was clearly not okay which prompted a doctors visit the next morning where they put my elbow all the way back into the correct position, gave me a half splint and a proper sling. 
This was the beginning of me realizing that men won’t always believe me, listen to me, hear me, or trust me no matter how much I might trust them. It was my body, and I didn’t know anything about it. I was just a girl that was being too much – they knew better. *CRACK* A hairline fracture in my foundation. Being a girl might not be good. 
The first time I was sexualized I was eight. Another weekend at Dad’s another weekend around a bunch of drunk men. This time I was the only kid there, which meant I had to occupy myself with my collection of Polly Pockets, art supplies, and dance moves. It also meant that the snacks were not as freely provided, and I had to scrounge myself or ask for something. I was hungry, so I walked up and asked if I could have some nuts, a normal snack food in the house, honey roasted nuts, mixed nuts, salted peanuts, there was always something. Then it happened, a full-grown man told me that he had some nuts but they were in his pocket. I was eight and felt that I only had one option: pretend that I didn’t know what he was talking about. I took a moment, stated I was hungry and would like something to eat. They all laughed, and then someone got me food. 
This was the beginning of my understanding that my worth as a Women was found in men, and their views of me. I didn’t like this attention, and I never would. *CRACK* There it was a secondary hairline fracture in my foundation, so small I didn’t even notice. I didn’t like the feeling of being girl.
Sixteen Candles, and The Breakfast Club

I grew up being introduced to the same things that my parents were into. This meant that I watched almost every movie starring members of the Brat Pack, and particularly those made by John Hughes. Exposure to these films reinforced stereotypes and certain Women’s worth, I would sit and watch these films with my Mom on repeat, only solidifying the messages. While my Mother was AMAZING at ensuring I was in a constant state of exposure to other cultures, ideas, voices, and messaging the encouragement was there, but the how to was sometimes missing. When it came to being a strong Woman, we had some hiccups. Somehow that romantic swoon feeling from watching these films over shadowed the problematic treatment of Women, examples of date rape, and racism – although this was the start of having young Women as the main character in teen films – I get it Mom. 
Now, I find them hard to watch. Watching Jake in Sixteen Candles pass off his drunk girlfriend to another boy, even acknowledging that she is so drunk he could “violate her ten different ways.” (Hughes, 1984) I remember at the end of the movie they wake up in the church parking lot assuming that they slept together that night she was completely okay with it. When asked if she liked it she says that she has a weird feeling that she did, and that she had never been with a freshman before, even when she was a freshman. (Hughes, 1984)
The birth of rape culture in my own life was this moment. *CRACK* My body might not be my own? 
Bender in The Breakfast Club sexualizing, harassing, verbally abusing Claire thorough the entire movie. Calling her Queenie to mock her, hiding under a desk and putting his head between her knees to look right up her skirt – he abuses her, sexually assaults her, never apologies and then gets the girl at the end of the movie. (Hughes, 1985) We rooted for him together. *CRACK* Boys who like me will continue to treat me like shit – this isn’t just a playground recess thing. I don’t think that I like this. 
I learned that good things can come from compromising my own morals, passing a wasted girl off to a guy was an acceptable thing to do, to always give guys who treat you like crap multiple chances, that the friend zone exists and drunk girls are always asking for it. As I grew up, I treated Women like all of this was true. My exposure to these films and other consumables like books and television that encompassed the same things were all introduced in my preteen years. This is when the Disney princess stories started to really kick in, when we as young girls were taught that we would have to fight for a resource, and that resource was boys. We had been conditioned to search for a mate in the form of what should have been a pure, respectful, shall we say prince charming? 


That Girl -Written 2002

FunnyGirl walking up the sky towards the moon
her pink wings carry her past the clouds
and straight to the stars

she smiles down upon us 
sees our flaws and turns them into sacred happy actions
we then learn to cherish them

This Girl takes a seat 
among the clouds and realizes what people need
their happiness is the one common goal
so she sprinkles us with pixy dust and glitter
paints everything silver
to reflect happy thoughts
That Girl wants everyone to have what they need

She soon discovers their goal is impossible
for everyone wants something different
and they can’t share what they already have 


My So-Called Life: White femininity on television

“As women, we have been taught either to ignore our differences, or to view them as causes for separation and suspicion rather than forces of change. Without community there no liberation, only the most vulnerable and temporary armistice between an individual and her oppression. But community must not mean a shedding of our differences, nor the pathetic pretense that these differences do not exist.” (Lorde & Gay, 2020, 41)

I recently re-watched a few episodes from my favorite television shows. Teen sitcoms seemed to take over evening prime time slots after the success of Beverly Hills 90210 in the 90’s. I was never a fan of the show – it was a little before I was ready to move on from Home Improvement and TGIF. I rewatched episodes of My So-Called Life, Gossip Girl, and Dawsons Creek as a starting point. These shows often portrayed young Women as always scheming to one up each other, to fight for resources, how being ‘pure’ was necessary, that all young Women wore the same clothes only differentiated by income level, and that all the characters had different versions of sameness about them. 
Dawsons Creek (The WB, 1998) first aired in 1998 with an overarching multi-season story line, who will Joey Potter end up with, Pacey or Dawson? Spoiler alert: It was Pacey! Rarely, Joey makes a life decision that wasn’t influenced by the feelings of one of those two boys, she was constantly running to one of them, or away from them. Always confusing romantic love with friendship love, and making it really difficult to hold space for both types. Through multiple seasons there were other Women on the show as main characters even! Jen and Andy, but there was never a strong friendship between any of them. In fact, Jen was best friends with a male character, while Andy was only seen as being close to Pacey when they dated. Sure, the male characters would hang out and bond, but the only time we saw that happen between any of the young Women it would be a short one off episode story that didn’t actually create a strong bond between any of the characters. Who are we without a man in our life? *CRACK*
My So-Called Life (ABC, 1994) aired for one season in 1994, but it has an almost cult following. I have watched every single episode at least 20 times. This time around I had to pause and rewind seven minutes into episode one. By 6 minute and thirty seconds the main character, Angela age 15, is sexualized by her father. He is speaking to her as she is leaving the bathroom in a towel, and gets FLUSTERED by the view. Angela’s internal dialogue states that her breasts have come between her and her father. Cut the next scene and he is asking his wife to talk to their daughter about walking not around the house in just a towel, or to at least get her a bigger towel. (ABC, 1994)
The sexualization of young Women was just so normalized they used her own Father to do it! *Crack* All men will sexualize Women, sexualizing Women is what we do?
The show continues to follow Angela as she is learning about Anne Frank in class. This 15-year-old girl is so boy infatuated that she calls Anne Frank lucky – she gets to spend time locked in an attack with a guy she really likes. (ABC, 1994) I will leave you to unpack this on your own. What have we learned in this show? That all young Girls care about are boys, even if we haven’t said a single word to them, they have an ability to romanticize things that just shouldn’t be, and that in some ways they are incredibly difficult to identify with. *CRACK*
Gossip Girl (The CW, 2007) aired originally in 2007, and is based on a book series. Within the first 25 minutes of the very first episode one of the main characters Chuck Bass attempts to rape his friend Serena in the kitchen of his Fathers hotel. 15 minutes later the same character Chuck is seen putting the moves on a 15-year-old freshman, who tells him no. He appears to respectfully say it’s okay, then immediately offers her champagne. Adding to the solidified messaging of drunk=consent. When Serena and the young Girls older brother go save her Chuck responds angrily saying that “It’s a party, things happen.” As Serena walks away, he says “Hey, your life is over, slut.” (The CW, 2007)  When Girls do things, we don’t like we demoralize them and call them sluts, got it. *Crack* 
While these three shows aired years apart, they each contributed to one dimensional examples of femininity, never allowing for strong female representation, and never showing examples of strong friendships. I am sure when looking at most shows that aired during the same time these same issues would arise. Slightly different story lines, slightly different characters, but all the same messaging. 

Snip-its, Words of discouragement, defining moments; do with them what you will
The following are the things that added more cracks – broke me away from what it meant for me to be girl, by hearing the stories, or my own experience. Pieces that I feel are important, that I am ready to share, but not ready to analyze or build on quite yet. 
Rambling. Timeless. Thoughts. Pointless words. Meaningless conversations with myself. Constant bickering. Always yelling. Fighting Words. Blank Expressions. High Expectations. Too many contradictions. Senseless passion. Empty Love. Endless Touch. Cold Hearts. Hot Tears. Stabbing Pain. Shameful Sinners. – Written 2004
Sit like a lady Katie… then don’t make me wear this dress… Katie you need to sit like a lady… then don’t make me wear this dress, er, why don’t I have shorts on? Do I have to be a lady??? Katie… PUT YOUR FUCKING DRESS DOWN. My Mom gave up on the dress argument and then it shifted to dangly earrings… can’t I still be a girl without having to wear all that uncomfortable shit? Oof this is confusing. 
“You really should have been born a man.” Almost every male that learned I don’t want to have children. 
“Nobody wants to date a whale Katie.” These words spoken to 17 year old me, by a man decades older, as I ate a bowl filled with exactly two scoops of chocolate chip mint ice cream. 
Conversations with my Mother about how wrong it is for men who sleep around be called studs while promiscuous Women are called sluts and shamed. These conversations were inspiring. But never enough to drown out all the other noise.
They said it wasn’t rape. It was right after my 19th birthday. I was staying at this house, and no one else was home, so naturally I was drinking beer by myself. One of the roommates came home he was my least favorite person who lived there. He also didn’t drink. He sat with me in the living room and I drank beer after beer – the last thing I remember was a conversation where I said that I would never have sex with him. I woke up in his bed naked in the middle of the night. I cried – found some of my clothes, and then walked down the hallway to my friends’ room and slid into bed with her. In the morning I tried to tell them about it – I was drunk, I like to have sex… I was wrong when I said rape. They said it wasn’t rape…  THE MEN SAID IT WASN’T RAPE…I believed them.
“Life doesn’t really get any easier, you just learn how to deal with it better” 
“I think I want to apply to college and become a psychologist.” Me at 19… “Maybe you should think about just doing hair?” ….. whaaaaat?
She ended up being the exception to the rule, but really should have left him ten years sooner, by left him I mean ended their friendship that sometimes-had benefits. She helped him clean his car to get ready for a date he had later that night – SHE HELPED HIM CLEAN HIS CAR TO GET READY FOR A DATE HE HAD LATER THAT NIGHT. Young girls should never hear their story, they will let a boy treat them like shit in hope that they figure it out one day. They will be abused while waiting.
I didn’t know it was rape until I was until years later. He was my boyfriend, I was 19, and he was much older. I didn’t say yes, and I didn’t say no, I said fine. I laid there and I cried the whole time, then he took me home. We dated for almost another year.
They were dunk – I was maybe ten. I didn’t want to dance with them. I tried to say no, but they made me anyway. I hated it. 
My early exposure to sexual assault and relationship violence caused me to place a hierarchy on abuse, to discredit the experiences of other Women – without details I didn’t always believe survivor – victims. Sometimes it wasn’t ‘that bad.’ If I wasn’t raped, if I wasn’t assaulted, then you couldn’t have been assaulted. I mean, that doesn’t sound like rape too. 
When he hit me it didn’t leave any marks. I didn’t have proof. No one really ever said anything, and it didn’t look like it does in movies, ya know? So, it wasn’t really abusive, it was just toxic sometimes. 
*I know I want to vomit reading that too* 
The Point? - Written 2002
The force that drives us/ the point of our existence/ something to be pondered 
Why am I here? / what purpose do I serve?/ is there a reason for this life that I HATE?/ Is there a reason that I am here to be myself/ something great/ but only if it I something that you want me to be
Then why am I here? / I want to be me… / The little person/ SCREAMING, SUFFOCATING, SCAVENGING, SEARCHING/ always trying to come out / out into this world / this world full of hate / something I so wish I could change
I want to be free / I want to speak my mind / without being told I am wrong / to make my own choices/ learn from my own experiences
I want to DREAM / to dream without being pulled out of the sky / to have my own hopes / happiness, thoughts and things / I want them to be mine / my own tastes and personality 
I want my own space / my own ideas / to be me / to be me and free
Free from hate / from the words that are spoken around me every day / the words that I say / the words that hurt people / that leave scars under the skin on the soul
I want to change the world  

Patriarchal indoctrination isn't a one-time event

[bookmark: _Hlk80489002]“For women, the need and desire to nurture each other is not pathological but redemptive, and it is within that knowledge that our real power is rediscovered. It is this real connection which is so feared by a patriarchal world. Only within a patriarchal structure is maternity the only social power open to women.” (Lorde & Gay, 2020, 40)

So far in my research I feel that I have barely identified the moments in my life that added cracks to my feminine foundation, I have never written a paper that was destined too just be unfinished by the time anyone read it.  At this point I feel like I have only discussed the easy grab low hanging fruit, taken on the hardest part of putting myself on paper in the most transparent way publicly, and that has been overwhelming with such a short time frame. I feel that I have few answers, a thirst for more information, and a want to understand. While my initial outward research pointed to Women just hating other Women, in a manner that seemed to be genetic facts, I can now confidently say that this is not true. So untrue, that I made the decision to leave it out of this paper. I don’t want to give this idea that Women are just naturally awful anymore thought, and if I do, I would only find it acceptable if it presented in the form of information gathered in interviews, and not from published sources. I know that we are not all just born catty bitches and that it is learned behavior.  I want to present information that attacks the idea of Women hating Women being genetic happenings in a sideways kind of way, something that just naturally gets the reader to come to this conclusion on their own. Women are not awful the patriarchy has just been manipulating us, this seems so clear now. My story and my version of how I became a monument to the patriarchy is mine, it is specific to me alone. It’s one that I plan to explore more as I continue this research. I have created a to do list including reviewing more television shows, incorporating magazine articles, and song lyric analysis. 
Eventually,  I want to expand this research further and analyze many different ways that internalized misogyny effects different Women, and how we support the patriarchy through our actions. Society did not provide me with a variety of examples of what femininity can be, and instead of creating someone who identifies strongly as a feminist I found acceptance with young men. I perpetuated negative stereotypes about other Women, approved of my male friends’ actions, and truly tried to ‘put other Women in their place.’ It was a long road to me becoming a supportive Woman and I want to learn why I even had to take this challenge on in the first place. I end this with a poem that  I created this year, and a plan to continue researching Women hating other Women and why it happens. 
Untitled – written 2021
The world created anti-feminists
My world created anti-feminists
	The world supplied to me
Created anti-feminists
I was THE anti-feminist
From Disney to the WB 
Savior princes, helpless princesses 
The GAP, Abercrombie and Fitch
Unreasonable expectations
The books we read, the shows we watched, the movies
	No strong Women 
No inspirations, alternative options…
I was the anti-feminist
I was the anti-feminist!
One of the boys they said
More like a mascot I was…
One. Of. The. Boys
They said	SO PROUD I WAS 
To be just…
One. 
of the boys
With none of the privilege…
Taught to sexism
To say, sexist
Too pride, sexist 
Too male
HOW SPECIAL I THOUGHT I WAS
Believed:
	a bitch 
Like other girls
	mean 
Like other girls
	high maintenance 
Like other girls 
	I wasn’t.
Like other girls
What is that…?
Like other girls
Like. Other. Girls.
What is it? To be… to be girl?
What is it? To be… other girl
NOT LIKE OTHER GIRLS
Not. Like. Other. Girls
To be loud – too loud
Opinionated/outspoken 
Too take up space 
TO TAKE UP MORE SPACE THAN THEY ALLOW
OH! The lies we tell young girls 
Too proper – too quiet – too agree
Forced social contract – coerced to sign 
We must compare to each other
We must meet that digital touch up standard
We must demand attention
We must doubt all intentions 
We must lose individuality 
We must please those who demand
Hug when we don’t want to hug
Touch when we don’t want to touch
Meet expectations – we don’t want to meet 
Must be jealous – of bodies – of boyfriends- of girlfriends
	Of false power – of being desired 
Jealous of EVERYTHING
I was the anti-feminist – I signed the contract 
	But – bent the rules at all costs 
I was the anti-feminist 
	Despised that dirty word
“BuT I’M aN EgaLiTaRiAn”
**SNAP**
I’m NOT like other girls 
I don’t need to be like these boys to not be like other girls
	All girls are not like other girls 
No girls are like other girls
To girl is to be… 
Oneself.
To girl is to be…
Whatever we want it to be
No check list to confirm 
This quiet realization 
The acknowledgement – the silence
Coercion makes the contract invalid
New contract? 
To take up space – to be loud – encourage each other
TOO FILL THE WHOLE ROOM
To speak with urgency, authority, commandment 
Prove emotions are strength 
Celebrate accomplishments 
Demand respect 
To be girl… in all our different ways 
To be feminist. 
To break the contracts – to write out own
To be feminist.
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