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Why I Decided to be the Ocean 

 When I was young, around 6 years old, I was a big fan of museums. So, as a treat one summer, 

my parents took me to Washington D.C. to visit the Smithsonian and other famous museums and I was 

ecstatic. I was particularly excited to visit the National Museum of American History, because my first 

grade teacher had just finished telling us about how our country is run by a president and I wanted to 

learn more. So, we arrived at the museum and got directed to a section dedicated to the presidents. As 

soon as I got there, I was greeted by this giant poster on the wall with all the president's faces in 

chronological order. But, I remember one thing about this confusing me. I didn't see any women's faces 

up there, only the gray eyes of older men staring back at me. I asked my mom why this was, and she 

told me it was because women weren't treated the same as men were, and women weren't expected to 

be able to lead the country. I, of course, was devastated. I had just assumed there would be some 

women up there, because they were half the population and I knew so many strong and capable women  

like my mom, and now I'm being told that isn't even expected of them?  I felt indignant. I felt dejected.  

I felt limited before I even knew what possibilities were out there for me. 

 The greatest tragedy about things such as this is that most people in our country don't recognize 

them like I did years ago; it is normal to them. It doesn't even stir up a second thought, and that is one 

of the biggest problems that faces young women everywhere: internalized sexism. People may believe 

that the feminist moments of the 1900's were sufficient in making the sexes equal, that women would 

be content with long overdue voting rights and jobs that pay not nearly as much as they should. People 

may believe now that young women are treated with the equality and respect they deserve, that they 

earn, but I firmly believe that the sexism of the past has evolved into modern times and lodged itself 

into the unconscious minds of millions of people who have no idea it is there. It is alive and well in the 



minds of the adults who chide my friends for wearing dresses with a small cutouts in the back for being 

'too revealing' during the hottest days of the year when there is nothing even remotely sexual or 

distracting about it. It is alive in the minds of the people who have scoffed and wished me luck in my 

future plans of earning my doctoral degree though I am certain I can get it without luck from anyone or 

anything. It is alive in the minds of the college students everywhere who claim the women they raped 

were 'asking for it' though those women never asked to be abused, degraded, and hurt. It is alive in 

people telling us to 'get back in the kitchen', people making us the butt end of jokes that call us weak, 

petty, shallow, people brushing off our ambitions as just daydreams, people limiting us without even 

stopping to think what we are capable of. 

  How do I plan on impacting this issue? Ask yourself: Do people tell thunder to hush when it 

breaks the silence on a stormy night? Do people expect the ocean to stop as it shapes the world around 

it? Do people stand in front of a tornado and expect it to not continue on its path? They don't. Because 

these thing have power, a force that drives them on, and they won't be stopping because anybody 

unconsciously believe they are less than they are. I plan on being the thunder, the ocean, the tornado of 

my generation, and I encourage other young women to as well, because we have power within all of us, 

and we can't be stopped. 


