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Introspection on Diversity 
 
 

I grew up privileged.  That is not to say that my family was wealthy or that we never had 

to save for added extravagances, but I never had to worry if there was going to be food on the 

table when I got home from school, or where I was going to sleep at night.  My family was 

blessed with a certain level of security that as I was growing up I knew not everyone had, but at 

the same time, I did not give it much thought and one could say I took it for granted at times.  I 

was born and raised in Ventura, California; a beautiful beach town in Southern California where 

the stereotypical California surfer sits next to a first-year immigrant in school.  Diversity existed 

in my childhood, but I remember the moment that I stopped seeing diversity as a peripheral 

issue and realized what it meant in my life.    

I grew-up with blonde hair and blue eyes, in an English speaking home.  That is not to 

say that my family did not embrace diversity, but at first glance I was definitely put in the 

category of “white girl.”  My family was always open to other races, religions, beliefs and really 

there was never a conversation about ‘acceptance’ because it was just understood that you 

love your neighbor and their appearance or beliefs had nothing to do with how you treated 

them.  If they were a kind and hardworking person, they were fine by us.   

I think this lesson was truly evident by my parents through the adoption of my sister.  

My mother had a very difficult pregnancy with me and after having me was told that she would 

not be able to have any more children.  While I know that my mother loves me, she was 

devastated at the thought of not being able to have the large family she had always envisioned 
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for herself; when I was about five years old, my parents signed-up on a wait list to adopt 

another child.  There were countless forms and procedures they had to go through to prove 

that they were ‘good people’ and would make ‘good parents.’  Among these forms you could 

identify your “preference” in what kind of child you wanted; age, sex, race, all were options to 

choose from.  My parents just wanted to share their love with another child in need so they 

were open to anything, and so they selected the all-encompassing ‘first available’ box.  It was 

two years later that they received word that our family was to receive a little girl, nine days old, 

but identified as “special needs” for the mere fact that the race and health status of her father 

was unknown.  As I have grown older that term “special needs” in this case has always 

bothered me; my sister is perfect in every way, why does not knowing where she came from 

really matter? 

I have loved my sister from the second I laid eyes on her.  I was the big sister I always 

wanted to be and she was mine, I never once cared that she had brown hair, brown eyes, and 

olive skin.  She was my sister just like everyone else had one.  The love from my family was pure 

and she was one of us.  Maybe I was a little too naive about race, never understanding why it 

mattered.  Growing-up my family’s favorite restaurant was Sal’s in Oxnard.  The waitresses 

wore traditional Mexican blouses and skirts, always welcoming to our family, but when they 

would see my sister they would call her mija and gravitate towards her big brown eyes.  We 

went there every weekend, it was all of our favorite place.  The family who lived across the 

street was also Mexican and they had a little girl my sister’s age, they were best friends and 

played together daily.  I will never forget one summer when my sister was about five years old 

when she no longer wanted to go to Sal’s and did not want to play with the neighbor girl 
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anymore.  She would just cry and say no, but none of us knew why.  My mom continually asked 

my sister what was wrong and finally she blurted out, crying hysterically, that she “was turning 

Mexican and didn’t know how to speak the language!”  This was one of the funniest, saddest, 

most memorable moments for me with respect to race. 

I never thought anything of my sister’s tan skin or when the waitresses at the restaurant 

and the family across the street spoke Spanish to her.  I was not struggling with my identity.  

But I can imagine that when a little girl raised in a very obviously white family is turning darker 

than they are and everyone is speaking a foreign language to them, it would be scary.  It was 

then I realized that just because certain issues of race do not necessarily impact my individual 

life experience, does not mean that there are no other issues at play for those around me. 

While that may sound like a silly example, it was a real moment of clarity for me.  It 

taught me that I cannot be naive to the issues surrounding diversity.  That while I think my 

family was doing the right thing by not stressing difference among people, I still needed to learn 

that these issues are still very real for others.  I have tried to take this perspective with me 

through my years of school and within my profession.  Even when I think I am being fair and 

completely objective, I never know what experiences someone else is bringing with them.  I 

have tried to develop as a person with an open mind and an open lens of how I view the world.  

I am extremely opened minded.  Of course I have my beliefs, but I try diligently to never let 

those beliefs influence how I am interpreting someone else’s experience.  I think this has 

allowed me to have experiences that I may have otherwise been closed-off to and has allowed 

me to serve effectively as a professional who interacts daily with students from varying 

backgrounds. 


