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"Ideally, what should be said to every child, repeatedly, throughout his or her school  
life is something like this: 'You are in the process of being indoctrinated. We have not  
yet evolved a system of education that is not a system of indoctrination. We are sorry,  
but it is the best we can do. What you are being taught here is an amalgam of current  
prejudice and the choices of this particular culture. The slightest look at history will  
show how impermanent these must be. You are being taught by people who have 
been able to accommodate themselves to a regime of thought laid down by their  
predecessors. It is a self-perpetuating system. Those of you who are more robust and 
individual than others will be encouraged to leave and find ways of educating yourself  
-- educating your own judgements. Those that stay must remember, always, and all  
the time, that they are being moulded and patterned to fit into the narrow and 
particular needs of this particular society." -- Doris Lessing, The Golden Notebook

A moment of realization...
" Are you sure you want my input? I have no idea what Feminism really means." This 
was the recurring and often frustrating response I heard when passing out my 10 
question survey to my college roommates and girlfriends. Bright and beautiful young 
women with a college education, grad school just around the corner, and they were 
stumped in responding to a survey about the Feminist Movement. Needless to say, I  
retracted my survey, potentially placing it in a folder on my computer which is now 
virtually gathering dust in my hard drive. It was clear that my generation of women 
were not ready or able to share their opinions on the matter, or even to self-proclaim 
themselves feminists or anti-feminists. It was not due to lack of interest or their absent  
desire to corporate with a friend's research, but rather the simple fact that they knew 
nothing about the topic they were being evaluated on.

Now, by no means am I placing all college females into the "uneducated about 
feminism" category, but I am saying that there IS a problem here. A problem that exists  
even in myself, that I have spent the last 3 months working to solve at the Museum of  
Motherhood; this problem is the lack of encouraged and mandatory education on 
women's issues, history (herstory), and feminism in the college learning environment.

My internship really began this past summer. I had applied for an internship with 
a psychologist in Westport, CT. My duties with my past employer included writing 
motivational presentations, creating workshops, and facilitating group discussions on 
topics like bullying, goal making, and life planning. These were all skills I brought to the 
table upon my initial meeting with Joy Rose, founder and director of Museum of  
Motherhood. I was briefed on my duties for the semester at the museum by my advisor  
as well as Ms. Rose. My duties were both academic and intern-oriented, which 
included taking care of the museum space, moderating public access and interacting 
with the mothers, children, and special guests that came in and out. I also completed a  
series of weekly blogs that circled around topics of motherhood and feminism – a 



project that when completed was very indicative of the work I did to educate myself on
the mission and ideas of which the Museum of Motherhood was founded.  I believe 
that self-exploration is one of the most valuable processes in the creation of one's  
identity. Although, I also believe it takes courage and in my case it took a kind of push,  
to commit and begin self-exploration.

A slow transformation...
Throughout my 21 years I have experienced a great deal of adversity, in my own 
personal life and in my family, there has always been something ailing me and it  
seemed to have an effect on my self-worth and my academic progress and even my 
interest in learning and progressing as a young woman. I want to say that since 
working at the museum, my whole life has changed, but that would be false. My life 
was great before and still is, aside from some stress and adversity sprinkled in through 
the years. Although my outlook on the future of my life has drastically changed, as the 
present me has shifted and molded into a much more aware, courageous, self-
assertive, and educationally motivated.

The first day of my work at the museum was spent with familiar knots in my 
stomach and worrying about what I was going to wear. I wasanxious and excited to 
learn more about the museum and meet the rest of the people there.  Upon my initial  
meeting with Joy Rose and my coworkers, I was captivated by the originality of the 
space and the journey Ms. Rose had gone through to create her vision. The museum 
was furnished with original artwork, innovative exhibits and an abundance of toys and 
play structures for visiting mothers to utilize with their energetic children.

I have to admit, it was difficult to me at first to make the connection between my 
major, psychology, and my internship at the Museum. Struggling to find an appropriate  
project for me to complete, along with my daily duties of cleaning and managing the 
front desk was starting to frustrate me.  First, I came up with an idea for a live 
broadcasted open discussion on a book called The End of Men by Hanna Rosin. A 
book introduced to me by Joy, which was a bold publication addressing the crumbling
patriarchy and alleged rise of women in the workplace and beyond. The content was 
exciting to me, though a little unfamiliar, and we decided to use it for our discussion on 
the first webshow. Reading through the pages, I realized just how little I knew about  
the history of women and how far we have come. Embarrassed no to admit, I resorted 
to googling terms like "patriarchy" and "genderism" in order to better understand the  
material. When the first webcast streamed, I was ill prepared and fell short in 
responses, questioning, and discussions of the feminist ideas mirrored in the books'  
content.

Come the next week, my experience had hindered my enthusiasm and through 
a discussion with Joy, I was given that "push" to educate myself more on the subject  
that had initially interested me and was essentially becoming subject of my academic 
work for my major. I was given a massive paperback book on feminism and was told to 
sit and watch a short film on a compilation of accomplished (and fabulous) feminists 



speaking out about feminism in the past, present, and future.

After watching the film, and flipping through the book's seven-hundred-and 
something pages, my curiosity wasn't sparked, it was lit - like a wild fire! I began to 
brainstorm with Joy; I wanted to think of a way to complete a new project that I could 
implement into my senior research, relate to my own generation, and hold my interest  
without shaking my ability to focus and commit to completion...all while educating 
myself in the process. We fell on the decision for me to begin a weekly blog. This blog 
would highlight the ideas of eminism according to modern-day men and women.

In order to thoroughly keep a uniform record of the guests I interviewed I stuck 
to a template survey that consisted of 10 questions on feminism and mothering. My 
interviews, though often turned more informal than formal through side chatter and 
elaboration, fell in line like dominoes with my plan, all informative, all successful, and 
all very different. Once in a while, I would add in a personal post or a feature every 
couple weeks to relate current events and topics to feminism. That is what I loved so 
much about my blogging; that there are so many instances in my life that can be 
addressed from a feminist perspective- for example, the presidential election and 
Cosmopolitan magazine- all I needed was to be well informed on feminism before 
approaching a topic.

Progress and productivity...
When mid-semester came around I was knee deep into educating myself on the 
history of women and feminism. I utilized all of my resources, through interviews,  
googling, reading books, speaking with Joy and other co workers, flipping through 
magazines and even looking around the museum. I never knew how easy it was to 
educate myself on these issues and topics.

Now, as weeks progressed, interviews progressed, and blogs were posted, a 
different mindset was kicking in before completing my hours at the Museum of 
Motherhood each week. I was no longer focused on what I would wear or how to 
"bullshit" a connection between my work there and my major. Instead, I was eager to  
learn and find all different ways to incorporate my experience with psychology and the 
skills I had learned previously, into my work at the museum and in my research. My 
blogs were more diverse in guests and I was able to add my perspective more often 
because I was eager to share my thoughts, as opposed to the tendency to shy away 
as I had done during the first week of feminism discussions.

Observing modern mothering...
Before I dive into my plans for research and further studies, I want to touch upon the  
other components of my time at the museum. My daily routine on Wednesdays was 
consistent with manning the desk, keeping the space tidy, and if I ever had a guest  
interview in person, it was conducted on a Wednesday. Through my time at the desk 
and in the space, I spent hours and hours observing mothers and their children,
even nannies and fathers as well.



Being an education minor, I hold specific interests in children and developmental  
psychology from age of birth all the way to high school kids, the process of growth and 
development truly fascinates me. Working in a museum with a traffic of families with 
children coming in and out at all hours of the day, gave me some serious perspective 
on motherhood.

Growing up with an older sister (6 years older) was interesting in the sense that I  
was briefed well before my peers of the trials and tribulations that accompany teenage 
life. This included having my first experience of teenage pregnancy, one of my sisters 
friends ended up having a baby at the age of 18. Then of course, the wave of Teen 
Mom television shows hit my generation when I was in high school. This "wave," thank 
goodness, passed over me and my friends in high school. I was, though, confronted 
again with young pregnant women in college. Particularly this year when a girl my age,  
21, started showing. I remember the judgmental comments my roommates (ex-
roommates) made when she walked by and the remarks that insinuated she was 
making the biggest mistake of her life keeping the baby. I digress, I do believe that 21 
is a very young age to have a baby, but all the same I still believe that there is more to  
mothering now than carrying the baby around and making the decision to move 
onward and start a family. Patience, for one thing. I experienced patience on Sunday 
afternoons at the museum when a wonderful woman and her two adorable daughters,  
2 and 4, would come into the museum to host and facilitate a playgroup.  This  
playgroup was specifically for children with special needs. On some occasions, the 
group was rather large and children with disorders like tactile and visual based motor  
issues. One child would be perfectly fine and then all of the sudden become extremely  
upset if they picked up a toy and didn't like the way it felt in their hand, or if they didn't  
want to push the sound button on an interactive book or toy. Often some of the 
children would act out in raging fits of yelling and crying. Patience, again is something 
that I now realize I do not entirely possess yet...at least not to the extent that the
mothers and fathers had in the museum on Sunday afternoons. Of course I did see 
mothers who just let their child cry it out until they wore themselves out, but it was the 
mothers and fathers that worked through the problems and kept composed and solid  
through their child's unusual outbursts.

Selflessness is another trait that besides my own mother, who is just about as 
selfless as they come, I had never observed in other family dynamics. Mothers would 
rush into the museum an hour before closing some times and explain the terrible day  
they had, how they are so exhausted and all they want is a bath and a glass of wine 
(trust me, this happened more than once) but then proceeded to actively play with  
their son or daughter who had about ten times the amount of energy as them. It was  
clear that although these mothers (and sometimes fathers) were exhausted from the 
day and wanted to nap and relax, it was their first priority to make sure their child is  
stimulated and is able to have some fun in the play space. This kind of selflessness is
something that I honestly cannot and probably will not understand until I have my own 
children, but it was definitely inspiring and heartwarming to see such natural love and 



hard work mothers put into the care of their children.

Mothering and feminism...
Now many women may believe that in the life of a busy mom, like those moms I met 
and observed at the museum, there is not room for identity and a strong feminist  
mindset. I do not necessarily mean an activemindset, but rather the idea that  
mothering and feminism are mutually exclusive. I for one have developed the idea that  
feminism and motherhood are like going to the gym and beginning a healthy
lifestyle. One may go to the gym now and then, but if they wonder why they can't lose 
those last few pounder, or why they still can't lift a 10lb dumbbell, it is simply because 
they did not do their research on the proper way to go about it. While those opting for  
a healthy lifestyle, can have it all and indulge once in a while because they are well-
educated on fitness and nutrition. Same goes for feminism and motherhood. Perfectly  
put by Joy Rose, mothering is such an "untapped" part of a woman's life as far as 
educating females.

Most women, like my roommates and my pre-internship self, lacked all  
knowledge of feminism and mothering. Some women do not understand the  trials,  
tribulations, happiness and empowerment of giving birth until they actually become 
pregnant. There is a great deal of focus on the negatives and less on the positive. Of  
course, the most effective way to prevent teenage pregnancy is to emphasize the bad,  
but once young women reach a certain age of understanding and responsibility, it  
would be extremely paramount to educate them on feminism and motherhood, two 
things that should be a part of a woman's identity whether they have children or not, or  
if they agree with feminist ideas or not. At least women should be given the chance to  
make an EDUCATED decision to support either of those loaded words. Education
is the underlying concept that seemed to be weaved in and out of my internship 
experience at the Museum of Motherhood.

A valuable education...
It wasn't until that moment Joy and I sat down and discussed how I need to educate 
myself more on the issues I am attempting to cover for my internship project.  
Stubborn, and a bit embarrassed of my lack of knowledge on feminism, I agreed to  
study up on the subject and enlighten myself on a subject I later learned that I knew 
nothing about.

I was told to self-educate. As previously said, I made sure to use all the 
resources available to inform myself of the content I was covering. Google, books,  
posters, blogs, and magazines. I had it all at my fingertips. It boggled my mind that I  
was taking the responsibility to teach myself something that in a country with such 
progressive education strategies and facilities, I should have to be educating myself  
on an issue that is so paramount to my academic and emotional growth.

In my education course this semester we learned about education in other 
countries. The country that truly shocked me was the Dominican Republic. Picture this:  



In the Dominican children from ages five to eighteen use one school room for their  
education. One room, one set ofbooks, one set of pencils, all must last the flow of 30 -  
50 children coming in and out from 8am to 8pm. The six year olds start off the day
at eight o'clock in the morning and every couple hours new groups of older children 
come and go, ending the day with the eldest group. One building for all grades of  
children. How much learning can one accomplish in a cramped school house, using 
worn down pencils and decrepit notebooks to document and enhance their learning?

Now, fly about 2000 miles northeast and you will find buildings within 5 miles of 
each other, adorned with glass windows and painted signs. Accessorized with football  
fields, tennis courts, and smooth concrete parking lots. Schools bursting at the seams 
with laughing children in bright colored clothing, full backpacks dangling on their  
shoulders. Classrooms decorated with posters and each of the many serving the 
appropriate grade and age group. It is the bells and whistles that differentiate  
American schools from those in the Dominican ones. It is the mass produced 
textbooks, always available writing utensils, and the abundance of educational  
facilities that set America apart from those in other countries. Yet despite those bells  
and whistles, well kept and stimulating classrooms, and a staff of the most dedicated 
and educated teachers in the world, there is something that my education tacked.

I am a young American woman, middle class at best, and full of genuine 
ambition and drive to have a successful future, so of course I owe much of that to my 
parents and the education I received the past 15 years of my life. I knew that women,  
like myself, were not given the right to vote until the early 20th century, and I knew that  
if I had lived just over 100 years ago, I would be destined to a uniform life of child care,  
cooking and cleaning. A wallflower, watching the progression of my country through 
the voices of the men, as speaking in whispers; my own desire for a vote or a say in 
the country's future.

That is what it boiled down to in my mind. Men were the blame. Women's rights 
were only about gender and voting. Feminism was about man-hating and screaming 
for a vote. My education had furnished my mind with those ideas and categorized 
feminism as something completely irrelevant to my life...until I began my internship at  
the Museum of Motherhood.

Reflection and future work...
Of all of my work this semester and all of the encouragement I received from my 
academic advisor, Professor Mendez-Baldwin and the museum founder, Joy Rose, the 
most important thing I am taking away from my experience is my newborn sense of  
empowerment. I feel pride and appreciation for my mother and all mothers, along with  
those resilient women that broke the mold for women in America to have a voice in the 
future of our country. I have pride in my own identity and my own ability to educate  
myself on the things that were not taught to me in school.

Everything that I learned from working at the Museum of Motherhood is going to 



stick with me through the rest of my life. My blogs and research on feminism and 
mother's responses on the importance of the two together are now fueling my senior  
research, which will be conducted on the college generation of young women. I intend 
to shed light on the lack of education women my age are getting in colleges and 
universities; education on motherhood and on feminism, two major aspects of a 
woman's past, present, and future. To inspire and educate other young women like me 
is at the top of my TO DO list, and I cannot wait for the day I am able to cross it off.


