A moment of realization
I used to believe that we human beings have the potential and that there are limitless possibilities in life.   I dreamed of stepping onto the road of success paved by pebbles of will and hard work.  What’s more, I was lucky to be born in an environment that strives toward gender equality.  Although my senior high school was co-educational, it had conformed to the traditional educational policy of separating boys and girls into different classes at the first year.  In a class full of girls, you would never hear dirty jokes and you could feel the friendship between women.  In my class, everybody got along so well with each other that we were like sisters.  I truly believed in the idea of sisterhood—until one hot summer day.

When the hour hand of the clock pointed at 12, the whole classroom became clamorous immediately.  It was lunch time.  Some naughty boys in my class turned on the TV and the classroom became more and more noisy with the news broadcast.  My friends and I were sitting together eating lunch.  Suddenly, a piece of news caught my eye.  Some social movement group was petitioning the government about the legalization of prostitution.  And a female official was shouting on camera at a prostitute: “All of you are just opening wide you thighs waiting for men to fuck you.”  I was totally shocked by the language she used and the tone in which she said it.  Putting down my chopsticks, I lost all appetite.
Why did the official, an obviously middle-class woman, need to say such hurtful words to a middle-aged woman obviously of the lower class?  How could women say such humiliating words to other women?  Of course, we might presume that no woman was too lazy to work by her labor.  But did we have to come down so hard on the prostitutes?  Couldn’t we put ourselves into other people’s shoes and try to understand the reason why they chose to do prostitution?  If working as a prostitute was unthinkable for some women, then perhaps they should try to understand why other women could do it?  I wonder if that female official had suddenly lost her job and had to bring up her 3 little kids all by herself, and she could not find any decent job as a middle-aged woman, would she, in a condition of helplessness, accept the job as a prostitute, just like the person she was reproving?  As much as she hated the job, in the end, she might have to take it, or watch her children go hungry.   
As I though of this, I suddenly realized that the official was capable of saying those hurtful and humiliating words to the prostitute because she really thought herself different from, and much better than, the prostitute.  Yet the cruel thing about life is that accidents may happen, jobs may be lost, husband may be gone, and support may be lost.  Under those circumstances, it is hard to say what women would be capable of.  It is even harder to blame those who choose to do jobs that others do not approve of.  Yet, who are we to judge others?  We are not even in their shoes; how could we understand the decisions they have to face?   
I had thought sisterhood was strong enough to keep women safe and supported.  Judging from the news, perhaps there is still a long way to go.

