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In order to examine my work experience, I figured it would be best to begin by investigating the environment in which I was raised. My father was the sole breadwinner from the time when I was born until I moved from Ontario to Alberta at the age of nine. He worked as a medic in the Canadian Armed Forces, and we lived in family housing on the military base. In this environment, I was exposed only to a traditional family makeup of working fathers and stay at home mothers. This was until our move out West where we experienced a sharp rise in the cost of living. My mother was compelled to begin working outside of the home for the first time in ten years, and through a friend she got a job as a cashier. I remember her working 12-16 hour days routinely, weekends included, and still coming home and doing all of the housework. I’m not sure if at that young age I realized it, but looking back, my father was absent from the work at home. He worked outside of the home as the main breadwinner, though only five days a week with set hours, but it was my mom who cooked, cleaned, and did the “triple” shift duties when she got home. In retrospect I find it odd my mother, who has a diploma in accounting from an accredited college, was working for a company that I now know scheduled her for longer than legal shifts and refused to pay overtime. She complained about the treatment then, but never did anything about it. Whether this was due to fear of being unemployed or simply because she didn’t know the recourse available to her, I am unsure.

My father was released from the military due to medical problems that arouse from his tour of duty in Bosnia-Herzegovina. He began working as a personal care nurse and receiving a pension. This, combined with lessened a cost of living after moving out of the military housing allowed my mother to quit her job and return to housekeeping and looking after my younger brother. She also began volunteering daily at the local elementary school. After several months of volunteering, a teacher recommended that she apply for a job with the school board, so she could get paid for the work she was already performing. It was around this point that my father was injured at his new job and his previous symptoms began to worsen to the point that he was forced to leave the workplace and rely on worker’s compensation. My mother began work for the school board, and went back to school part time to get a early childhood education diploma that allowed her to make a living wage for her family. My father, albeit injured, was still able to perform many basic tasks such as sweeping or cooking, but he continued to leave the household chores for my mother. Now that I am older and have moved out of my parent’s house, I see what a source of tension household work is for my mother, and I know that this has transferred onto me when I get on my partner’s case about empty pop cans and dirty dishes. 
My own work experience began only a few months after I legally became able to work, at the age of 14. It was at a fast food concession, which appealed to me because they had flexible hours and it was only five minutes away from my house. I soon discovered the gendered division of labour. The female staff members were routinely placed on till and the male staff were always put on kitchen duty. If there was a spill or mess, even if caused by a male employee, the girls were always called to clean it up. The male staff members would openly mock the female staff, telling them to clean the kitchen or other gendered comments. I complained frequently about the sexist treatment, but nothing was done during the two and a half years that I worked there. 
Before entering University when I was 18, I applied for the S.T.E.P. program through the Calgary Board of Education, which allows under-employed, unemployed, or young workers to access higher paying jobs that teach career skills. My first impression of the office environment was that nearly everyone working there was a woman, with a few exceptions of men who had authoritative jobs. For the four months that I worked there, I realized that it was men who were routinely, and quickly, promoted after meeting dozens of women who had had the same position for ten or more years. Other than that, it was interesting working in a place that guaranteed days off and was unionized. Though as a part time and temporary employee I was not eligible to participate in the union, I felt pride in paying my union dues and knowing that they were responsible for the availability of the job I had and the excellent wages I was receiving. Since then I have always opted for jobs that were unionized. Part of this may stem from my mother’s enjoyment of working under a union with the school board after her extremely negative position as a cashier. 

My favourite job was the year I spent working for the Student’s Union at the University of Calgary as a volunteer coordinator. From my limited experience, I found the non-profit sector to be far different from other types of work. It was a female-dominated environment from the bottom all the way to the top, and it felt more comfortable to work in. The thing that was impossible to not to notice was the drastic lack of racial and ethnic diversity. Everyone I worked with was white, which was surprising considering the varied and rich demographics that the University of Calgary has. Caucasian students were far from the majority of the population on campus, but surprisingly I did not work with a single student-employee who was not Caucasian. During this same period, I worked briefly at another job for the University library, which was another female-dominated working environment. At the library, there was a much lower pay and more physical work compared to the Student’s Union job, maybe not surprisingly, but certainly depressingly, I was the only Caucasian student-employee there. I discovered that even in the arena of high learning, the rich and varied ethnic diversity was mirrored only in the lowest paying jobs. 

Looking back, I realize much of the work I have performed has been traditionally female. This may stem from my upbringing, wherein my father had a traditionally masculine job in the army, and my mother went between housewife, cashier, and working in education, all of which are thought of as feminine form of work or an extension of femininity. My view of work within the household has been incredibly influenced by my family upbringing, though in the opposite way it could have been. Watching my mother perform all of the household work, whether she was working outside the home or not, has made me desire equal division of labour in my own private sphere.
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