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Racial Identity  
February 2007 

 
     Verdadera is a publication created by and for Monta Vista teens. Each month an issue is sent 
home to be read by both the students and the parents in each family. We encourage you to discuss 
the issues and stories; the publication serves as both a forum for expression and a starting block 
for improving our lives. Keep in mind that the emotions that flow through the lines and the 
feelings behind the words could be those of your child, the person sitting next to you, or your best 
friend. We do not edit the submissions. We publish personal experiences, and not opinion 
articles. The publication is a collection of Monta Vista students’  truths. We ask that you read 
through the professional text written specifically for this month’s issue. If you’d like to further 
discuss this issue, we have also provided a list of resources that have inspired our staff members 
with this issue. We hope that you will continue to enjoy Verdadera throughout the year. 
     Our current team invited students who applied to the Verdadera staff 07-08 positions to join us 
in putting together this month’s issue. Whether or not they made it on to the staff list, we hope 
that they enjoyed and benefited from the experience as much as we did. 
 

 
Student Submissions  

 
"Unlike a drop of water which loses 
its identity when it joins the 
ocean, man does not lose his being in 
the society in which he lives. 
Man's life is independent. He is born 
not for the development of the 
society alone, but for the development 
of his self." 
 
-B.R. Ambedkar 

_______________________________ 

 

Dear Verdadera, 
            Monta Vista is an oasis of racial 
diversity of no other kind. Perhaps our 
school is the only one where you will 
find more students of Asian descent than 
those of Caucasian, Latino, or any other 
race for that matter. However, a quick 
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stroll through the Monta Vista Campus 
will show you that our diversity is not all 
that it is hyped up to be, but a diversity 
of some other sorts. You will find that 
there are cliques of first generation 
American-Asian, American-Indians, first 
generation-Caucasians, immigrated 
Asians (commonly referred to as "fobs") 
, and those who have lived in America 
for so long that their identity is simply 
lost. However, despite this wide expanse 
of diversity, you will find this seemingly 
picture-perfect scene to be horribly 
askew. It seems that the Indians stick 
with other Indians, Asians stick with 
Asians, and Caucasians stick with 
Caucasians. Wentworth Miller once said, 
" A racial community provides not only 
a sense of identity, that luxury of looking 
into another's face and seeing yourself 
reflected back, but a sense of security 
and support." These words are where I 
first began my investigation of my own 
Identity. Being a first-generation Indian 
myself, I feel compelled to unravel the 
mystery of why most others of my race 
feel the need to stick together as a pack, 
as though we are working together to 
fight off a common enemy. My first 
experiment(per say) began freshman 
year. I wondered what would happen if I 
tried to assimilate myself with a group of 
friends who were all Chinese. I tried to 
fit in by listening to Asian music(Jay 
Chou being my favorite so far : )  ), to 
attempt to pick a few Chinese words, 
and ultimately trying to be Chinese 
myself. A silly as it sounds, I felt like 
and Indian at birth who was slowly 
transitioning into becoming Chinese. 
However, despite my attempts to fit in, I 
always felt left out. It was as though 
some sort of barrier prevented my from 
doing so. Soon, I gave up on trying to 
mimic my group of friends, and set of in 
search of my own identity. I went back 

to my own cultural hobbies: Hindi 
music, Bollywood movies and Selwar 
Kameez browsing online. I felt made me 
comforted, as though it was a security 
blanket to where I could never go wrong. 
Yet, at school I felt like I has to put on a 
sort of facade. After going back and 
forth, I finally found my niche. I realized 
that it was perfectly fine to act like an 
Indian-"fob". I started cutting Indian 
jokes with my Chinese friends, getting 
endless waves of laughter. With my 
Indian friends, I would talk about my 
ever-lasting Jay Chou obsession, getting 
support and smiles all the way. I felt as 
though I was in some sort of melting pot, 
where I could Listen to Hindi Music 
while eating Chinese-dumplings while 
talking about American Movie all at the 
same time. Perhaps this is the true value 
of having a school full of so many 
different kinds of races. Monta Vista is 
the only place where one can celebrate 
their culture, have cultural hobbies, eat 
ethnic food, and yet at then end of the 
day, call themselves an American. Now, 
although time has sped past my 
freshman year, I have finally resolved 
my identity crisis. Watching bollywood 
films does not define me as purely 
Indian. Listening to Chinese rock does 
not define me as purely Chinese. Eating 
hamburgers and pizza does not leave me 
with a lack of identity. Perhaps it is a 
combination of all these thing that 
ultimately makes me who I am: 
American. 
                                    
 -Racial Identity crisis survivor 

_______________________________ 

A name, a face, a personality. These 
are three qualities that make up a 
human being. The human race on the 
other hand becomes blind to these 
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three essential traits through the 
perpetual struggle for power and the 
need to find an excuse to call oneself 
greater than their neighbor. All of a 
sudden, a person’s identity becomes a 
picture, a superficial glance, in other 
words, based on their race or skin 
color. Who’s to say that this skin color 
is bad or this race is good? Who can 
possibly be the judge? The sad truth is 
that underneath it all, we all judge on 
skin color and race. Whether it be a 
comfort zone, a family belief, or a bad 
experience, we all fall prey to view 
certain groups with a certain 
stereotype that suddenly defines who 
they are regardless of their 
personality. I myself “hang out”  solely 
with people of my own county. That is 
where I’m comfortable, that is where I 
know that I belong and that I know 
what may seem like “weird customs”  
to others will always be understood. I 
wish that my friends weren’t defined 
by race and I wish that I didn’t 
gravitate only towards those that 
looked like me but that isn’ t the case. 
I am unable to open up to anyone but 
those like me. I am a closed door to 
which only people who share my 
culture have the key. I know we are 
all just people inside not Asian, 
African American, American, Latin 
American etc. etc. we are all 
essentially the same yet for some 
reason we feel the need to make 
degrees of “sameness”  and it kind of 
makes me sad. I can’t help but wonder 
what it would be like to broach the 
unknown and make some new friends 
who could teach me a different 
perspective on life but whenever I 
come close I get scared and hide in 
my shell of uncertainty.  

 ________________________________ 

I don’t think there has specifically 
been a moment in my li fe. Where I 
have been hurt by a racial remark 
against Asians but I have had a time 
where I have felt a strong racial pride 
towards my country. It was in 2002 
when the World Cup happened. It 
surprised me at how many people 
from the nation could become as one 
and cheer on a team of soccer players 
it surprised me to see on the news of 
pictures of people sitting in the streets 
and covering them up so you could 
not see any cars on the streets. It 
surprised me at how families and 
neighbors got together, no matter how 
early or late it was and cheered as one. 
During one of the soccer games, I had 
to go somewhere because of an urgent 
situation and so I walked out of the 
apartment that I lived in and that 
moment one of our country’s players 
had made a goal! It was an amazing 
experience because when he made the 
goal everyone inside the apartments 
began screaming of joy and I could 
even feel the apartments shaking 
around me. I don’ t think anyone’s 
different in a bad way because of their 
ethnicities, because we are all equal 
human beings. But rather unique 
people and should be proud of being a 
different race from everyone else.  

______________________________  

 

There is always so much tension over 
race. There are so many stereotypes, 
labels, names, jokes, and an infinite 
supply of offensive material. But what 
do we get out of being Asian? Out of 
being Indian? White? Black? 
“American” ? I suppose many of us 
connect better with people of the same 
race. How many times have you chosen 
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to sit next to the Asian girl instead of a 
white girl because we find some sort of 
contorted comfort in those who look like 
us. This thinking has affected me to the 
point where I feel like I MUST sit next 
to the white girl just to go against that 
idea. It’s confusing.  

 ______________________________ 

  
I’m one of those kids who has never 
been quite sure of how they should fill 
out their STAR test form.  I’m always in 
a debate as to whether I should put Asian 
or White, me being half of each.  
Normally I’d end up putting Pacific 
Islander with out even knowing exactly 
what that was.  So how has my life been 
influenced by being a mix of two 
ethnicities? I’d say that it has brought an 
array of experiences into my li fe.  I 
personally feel that the Chinese half of 
my family is a lot more into being 
cultured.  We go out and eat Dim-Sum 
and eat a lot of Chinese food.  We are 
also more reserves and try to be very 
polite with each other.  Our parties 
consist of eating dinner and talking for 
hours after until the kids are begging to 
go home.  There are also higher 
expectations on my Asian side because I 
feel that that is where most of pressure in 
school has come from. There is then my 
crazier white side.  I don’t always have 
to take my shoes off when entering the 
house, people reach over at meals or 
burp and laugh about it.  At Christmas, 
my dad and his girl friend both received 
wine and chocolates from my uncle, him 
telling them to have fun with it.  We also 
go to a lot more buffets and fast-food 
joints with this side of my family.  But 
where exactly do all of these differences 
lead me.  I think I’ve learned how to 
create the balance between both and am 
glad to be multiracial.  I’m able to push 

myself to get good grades and know that 
one parent will always be overly amazed 
at my performance, while the other 
encourages me to do just a little bit 
more.  I feel like I know what both 
whites and Asians go through and am in 
a way breaking racial gaps.  It’s pretty 
cool.     

______________________________  

  
As sit by the computer typing this story, 
I wonder what a coincidence it is. For 
over a week now, I thought about the 
topic, racial identity, and I had many 
opinions about it, but I couldn’t think of 
anything specific thing to write about, 
until tonight. The movie I just came back 
from watching inspired me to write this. 
I realized that our school is very diverse 
and people get along with each other 
great compared to the city, but there is 
that little racism that exists even in 
mvhs. I am a proud asian-American, and 
im sure the white people are proud of 
being white as well as the latinos. But 
that shouldn’ t determine the relationship 
between these races. People shouldn’t be 
calling Asians nerds because not all of 
us are. And neither should people call 
whites stupid cause that’s not true. My 
point is that be proud of who you are but 
don’ t let that affect the relationship with 
different races.   
_________________________________ 

“ I refuse to accept the view that 
mankind is so tragically bound to the 
starless midnight of racism and war 
that the bright daybreak of peace and 
brotherhood can never become a 
reality.... I believe that unarmed truth 
and unconditional love will have the 
final word.”  

          -Martin Luther King, Jr.  
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________________________________ 

 

I believe that people do not see me as an 
intelligent person because of my 
appearance. It seems that because I am 
white, others think I cannot achieve as 
much in comparison to the other races 
within Monta Vista. Also, they may 
think that my parents do not push me as 
hard as they should, like their parents do. 
But, what they don’t know is that I am 
just like them. I may appear to be a 
typical Americanized girl with her 
education not necessarily being her first 
priority. But, I come from a Russian and 
Jewish background, so yes, I would say 
education and extra curricular activities 
are just a few things that I have to do 
well in. Just because I do not appear a 
certain way, does not mean I am that 
way. I care greatly for my studies and all 
the activities I do out of school as well. 
Sometimes, it seems who I am in terms 
of my race is not what others see by my 
first impression. 
            This brings me to the topic of 
friends within our school and the races 
people seem to hang out with. I was new 
this year, so it was all a very different 
environment. I come from a small, 
Jewish school, which was absolutely 
different from Monta Vista. When I first 
came to this school, I noticed that friends 
were separated by their races. Of course, 
this is not always the case because I 
would be a hypocrite to say this, 
considering I have friends of different 
races. But, the really close friends that 
people have tend to be of their race.I 
don’ t know numbers or percentages of 
who hangs out with who, but it was just 
something I noticed from the very 
beginning. I noticed that the groups were 
separated into the popular/ pretty white 
girls, the popular/pretty Asian girls, the 

break-dancing Asian boys, and the list 
could go on. Yet, I am not trying to be 
offensive at all, but I really think that 
just by those three simple groups I 
mentioned, people can relate. For 
example, I have a group of white friends. 
Then, I have several friends of other 
races. But, sometimes, when I would 
like to hang out with those friends, it 
feels like they relate better to their other 
friends of their race. They have their 
interests and similarities, they were 
raised on the same ideas, and they talk 
about some things within their culture. I 
guess I can understand why people of 
the same race tend to be closer with each 
other. Maybe it is because they share 
more in common, and they have more 
topics of discussion. But, I believe that 
white people can be very different too. 
This is because they may be immigrants 
as well, because they are not all 
necessarily Americans. 
            I believe that one of main things 
things that separates Monta Vista 
students is their racial identity. If you 
ask me why that is, I honestly could not 
give you an answer. In fact, I would like 
an answer to that question myself 
because I, personally, find interest in 
other cultures. Yet, besides that, I do not 
look at someone and think of their race 
from the beginning. I look at the person 
and see if they are kind or funny. But, it 
seems everyone falls into this trap of 
hanging out with “ their own people,”  as 
some may say. If we could all just get 
along and think of each other at the same 
level, I would truly appreciate that. The 
separation is strange in my mind as well 
as unnecessary. I guess what I am trying 
to say is that why should our racial 
identity separate us? We are all  alike 
and teenagers going through similar 
situations.   
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_______________________________
  

When I was Younger I never really 
thought much about racial differences. I 
Lived in Cupertino for the first few years 
of my li fe and then moved back to a 
noticeably ghetto area in New Jersey. I 
think I was just about the only white 
person there, but that didn’ t matter to 
me. Honestly I doubt I even noticed. All 
my friends were black, but I knew they 
were normal people just like me and 
that’s all I have ever thought. 
Throughout my li fe my view on racial 
differences has not changed. I have 
friends from many ethnic groups and I 
know that they are people just like 
everyone else. I do not believe it is right 
to distinguish people by their racial 
background and I know from experience 
that being teased about your race and 
appearance isn’ t fun at all, even if its 
meant in the best of ways. I am very 
Italian, but unlike the rest of my family I 
have blonde hair and blue eyes. Growing 
up I have always been called the 
“discolored Italian.”  I know that they 
don’ t mean to hurt me when they call me 
that and that they love me, but it makes 
me feel as if I am unaccepted. As if I 
don’ t belong. It used to hurt me when 
they called me that, but now I don’t let it 
bug me. I am different, but I am me and 
I am unique. There is nothing wrong 
with being a “discolored Italian”  at all.  
 
________________________________  
  
Simply put, my racial identity is Asian. 
What about it? For one thing, 
my parents are at the extreme end of the 
"asianess" spectrum. 
Unfortunately for me, this also means a 
great deal of pain and anger. 
When other people complain about how 
much their asian parent's suck, I 

am disheartened. Big deal, their parents 
get mad at them for getting a 
B+. As for myself, I get beaten with a 
five feet long, four inches 
wide wooden stick, passed down through 
the generations, i f I get even 
a 99 on the littlest assignment. What 
else? My parents also think that 
I have had sex with every girl they see 
around me. So no girls in the 
house and no going to girls' houses. As 
for my guy friends, when they 
come over, my parents first subject them 
to at least half an hour of 
intense interrogation. Then they say to 
me, "That boy will not serve 
you well in life. His gpa is much too 
low." What a li fe. Study till 
from 4pm to five am daily. Drink 3 cans 
of red bull. Go to school 
(Yes. I am one of the few who actually 
LOVES school dearly; school is 
my sanctuary). Rinse and repeat. Oh, 
and the rice. That's all we eat. 
I'm so sick of it. AND they force me to 
eat rice at school too. 
_________________________________ 
  

It is a prison I cannot escape from. A 
defining identity I have been 
condemned to since the moment of 
my conception. My li fe has been set 
by another force over which I have no 
control. My skin color defines my 
existence.  

How true it is that the lamb’s child 
can never become a lion. No matter 
how hard I may try, society will never 
allow me to be anything more than 
what my skin dictates. For true 
potential, the sky’s the limit. But for 
me, my limit is set. 

_________________________________ 
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"We are so accustomed to disguise 
ourselves to others that in the end we 
become disguised to ourselves."  
 

-La Rochefoucauld 

________________________________ 

Racial Identity 

    I am an American born Chinese 
who had lived in Texas until second 
grade, moved back to Taiwan, and 
finally moved here about three years 
ago. 

    Austin, unlike Cupertino, was filled 
with blondes. I was one of the few 
kids with black hair and black eyes in 
my class. The only one, in fact, who 
was Chinese. There was no obvious 
discrimination, but an invisible wall 
existed. I wondered why my hair was 
not like other kids, but I had several 
neighbors with black hair who were 
Asian and so I did not worry much. 
However, I apparently felt lost 
because according to the tales of my 
parents, I had used yellow crayons in 
attempt to color my hair blond. I never 
knew that, but maybe I was just 
submitting to peer pressure. 

    When my family and I moved back 
to Taiwan, I was still at a loss of who 
I really was. Fluent in colloquial 
English, my friends admired my ease 
with this foreign language after I 
learned how to communicate in 
Mandarin. I was at home, home of my 
blood. Black heads roamed the 
hallways and black eyes stared into 
mine. I should feel at home. But I 
realized I was not. 

    I was American. I was too different 
from them. 

    Yes, I had black hair and black 
eyes. My eyes were squinty and I was 
small for my age. But I was different. 
I did not behave the way normal 
Chinese kids did, I could not speak the 
Taiwanese dialect, I preferred English 
to Mandarin – I was American. 

    I was stuck between two kinds of 
bloods. I looked too Chinese to be an 
American, but I was too American to 
be Chinese. I was neither. For a long 
time, I was puzzled. I saw myself as 
American, but when I look into my 
reflection, I see a Chinese girl staring 
back at me with a wandering 
expression. Who was I? 

    Then, I moved to Cupertino. I 
entered Monta Vista. I saw Americans 
with black hair and black eyes. I heard 
Americans who uttered “Aiya” s in 
distress. Like me. I looked into the 
yearbook and saw many faces. And 
then, I flipped to a section with only 
black and white photos. And I 
realized, when you zoomed in and 
took away everything except for the 
pupils, everyone was the same. 
Behind the colors and different faces, 
each individual was unique but we 
were all people. 

    I am American. But I am Chinese, 
too. 

    I am both. – Jan.13.07 

________________________________  
 
“ In world history, those who have 
helped to build the same culture are not 
necessarily of one race, and those of the 
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same race have not all participated in 
one culture”  
 
   -Unknown 

_______________________________ 

1-14-07  

Racial Identity  

      In a school that was, as of last 
year, the most fled location of white 
students, one would think that there 
are some unique and unorthodox 
demographics in Monta Vista High 
School.  The wall street journal 
claimed that the white students were 
being overrun and that we had to flee 
the invading Asian forces, who were 
defeating us with their superior 
studying abilities.  Granted, there are a 
lot of Asians at Monta vista, but in 
other schools there are a lot of whites, 
so really, what’s the difference.  In 
journalism there are a few basic truths 
that every publication follows, even a 
newspaper as lofty as the New York 
Times.  Scandal sells. Period.  By 
reading the article that was published, 
you’d think that the entire school was 
at each other’s throats, about to erupt 
in race war.  We obviously know that 
this is not rue, but do the millions of 
other readers of the New York 
Times?   

      In a roundabout way this all does 
come down to racial identity.  I myself 
just happen to be white. And as a 
white person in this country it is 
ingrained in me to feel a sense of 
entitlement to be in the majority.  But, 
in my current situation, I am not.  But 
I do not run.  I deal with it. It’s not 
that big of a deal.  Sure, I make my 

share of jokes, but I would do that 
anywhere, not just in an environment 
where people are not my race.  No 
matter how much we try to deny it, 
race is a big part of how we view 
ourselves.  I’m sure that more than 
half of the Asians reading this expect 
themselves to be smart, and half of the 
Indians feel like they have to be good 
with computers.  You name a race, 
and you can find a stereotype.  But the 
important thing is that race is not what 
defines us.  The only thing that race is 
good for is a joke in a stand up 
routine.  It is ok to laugh, because we 
all have a joke aimed at us.  In that 
way we are the same.  It is easy to 
point out differences, but the 
similarities almost go without saying.   

      When it all boils down, we are all 
just people.  Maybe black people, 
maybe white people, maybe even 
Canadian people, but we are ALL 
people.  Race does not define you, it is 
not who you are.  It is just a factor of 
who you are.  What if the world didn’t 
discriminate by color, but by 
personality?  Would funny people sit 
in the back of the bus, while the 
serious sat in the front?  Or maybe the 
right handed people are superior, so 
they should get the good water 
fountains.  The only difference is that 
race is visible on the outside, so it’s 
easier to label.  The worst thing that 
you can do is judge somebody before 
you know them. I’m not saying to 
love everybody, that’s unrealistic, but 
just know them for who they are, and 
then make a decision. 

      Besides, in a thousand years we 
will all be the same brownish tannish 
mix anyway, and then it won’t be a 
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problem.  Then we will have the 
robots to keep us busy. 

 ______________________________ 

The Burden of the Chinese Gir l 
  

     Living the Bay Area where minorities 
are the majority, I have yet experienced 
any taunts or nasty remarks regarding 
my nationality or race. I often read 
stories about fitting in into the 
“American society” , but I seem to fit in 
just fine. To me, my race is not a 
problem at all, and I am happy that the 
people around me treat me the way they 
do for who I am, not for which race I am. 
When I say this, I do not mean that I will 
be ashamed if someone calls me a 
Chinese. Quite the contrary, I am very 
proud to be Chinese. Not Chinese 
American, but Chinese.  
     Some years ago, I picked up a 
magazine that contained an article 
condemning China’s economy. It talked 
about how the Chinese are starving, how 
the Chinese do not have even the 
slightest freedom and how the average 
Chinese child is not getting the 
education he or she needs. I almost 
ripped the pages as I charged to my 
mother in fury. I did not understand why 
anyone would write such an accusing 
article. All the things in the article turned 
out to be true when my mother gently 
held my hands and told me something 
that I will never forget. “You do not 
know every dimension of China because 
we left when you were so young. You 
lived among the best of the best in a big 
city in a big house. You associated with 
children of doctors and professors and 
lawyers and judges. You are a lucky 
child, but you need to know that not 
everyone lives like you” . Oh, so this is 
how it is… 

     From that moment on, I have decided 
to cast a burden on myself. I feel that 
because I am a Chinese in America 
receiving the best education, I have the 
need and duty to do something for the 
less fortunate in my country. I had 
picked out my goal a long time ago 
when I visited a small village in rural 
China that confirmed my mother’s 
words. I would follow her footsteps and 
go into law, earn all the money I 
possibly can, and then take all of that 
back to China where I will be setting up 
orphanages and schools to give the 
unfortunate children a chance to succeed 
in life. This is the reason why I desire 
money. Does this sound too 
straightforward, too rude? I think goals 
in life should be simple and 
straightforward, even though the process 
might not be. 
     It is obvious that one should put his 
best face forward in public. Therefore, it 
is also makes sense that a nation will 
want to put forward her best in front of 
other nations. However, when this nation 
turns around, she should not start 
believing what she has convinced the 
other nations to believe. Instead, she 
should clearly know what her faults are 
and act to change them. As one of her 
children, I feel that this is also my 
responsibility.  
     So what does being a Chinese mean 
to me? It means that I know where I am 
from, what I am working for, and where 
I will be going back to when everything 
comes to an end. When I go away 
someday, I want to know that I have left 
hope for someone else in my family. 
  
_________________________________ 
 
I remember laughing one time when I 
asked a girl about her school and she 
answered saying that her school had a 
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huge Asian population; it was “almost 
30% Asian.”  I didn’t want to break her 
bubble so I didn’ t mention how many 
Asians our school had. I’m Asian also, 
well Indian, but I cannot help but get 
annoyed by the fact that Monta Vista is 
60% Asian. I guess in a way we are 
diverse, but are we really? How many 
African Americans do we have? How 
many Hispanics do we have? It kind of 
weird that we live in California where 
the average school has 40% Hispanics 
and he have less that 2%. I can probably 
count the number of black students we 
have right now. We live in such a 
different world that sometimes I wonder 
how my li fe will be after high school. If 
I haven’ t socialized with any Hispanics 
or blacks, will I have a culture shock in 
college? Even on campus, we can find 
divisions between races. Though there 
are no conflicts between them, as far as I 
know, you can look around the really 
court and find the Chinese kids with 
each other, the Indians with each other, 
and the whites with each other. I’m not 
saying that there aren’t students who 
have friends from different backgrounds, 
because I know that there are, but 
majority of the students tend to hang out 
with students of their own race. Why is 
this? I think this is because we find 
comfort and security in people who 
share our experiences, so there is no 
chance of other judging us. Maybe if we 
try to have friends of our own culture but 
also hang out with people with different 
backgrounds, we can get the best of both 
worlds.  
 
_________________________________ 
 
To me, racial identity has never been a 
big issue. Maybe it’s just because we 
live in Cupertino, where so many other 
people are Indian Americans like me, 

but overall my race never made me feel 
like an outcast, or different everyone 
else. It’s true that whenever we have 
substitute teachers they tend to stumble 
over my name, to the point where now I 
just know who I come after on the roll 
sheet and cut them off by saying “here”  
before they even try to pronounce it, but 
from an early age I learned to accept my 
name as a part of my culture and who I 
am. The only thing that has ever 
bothered me about being Indian is the 
stereotypes that people think of when 
they think of Indians. They assume that 
my grades are perfect, that I’m going to 
grow up to be a doctor or engineer, and 
that I was born in India and I’m fluent in 
one of it’s many languages, It irritates 
me when people ask me to say 
something in “Hindu”  or “ Indian”  
because neither one of them is a 
language, and that’s like going up to a 
Caucasian person and asking them to say 
something in “Christian” . For all you 
know the person might not even be a 
Christian, and even if they were, how are 
they supposed to respond to that? Also, 
since I was born and raised in America, 
technically I’m an American as well, but 
people don’ t seem to realize that. To me, 
being an American is just as important 
as being Indian, because not only do a 
person have to know where they came 
from, they also have to know what they 
are. This is why when people ask me 
what I am, I alternate between “ Indian”  
and “American” , because they’re both 
true, and besides, it takes too long to say 
“ Indian American” . 
 
_________________________________ 
 
It’s called a bindi NOT a Gandhi dot 
Respect it. It’s Auspicious.  
MY NAME IS NOT GANDHI.  
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Gandhi was a great man, a lead and a 
revolutionary. We all  have our own 
identity.  
We DON”T jump in fires when our 
husbands die. 
NO we were not married off when we 
were born.  
We DO speak English.  
I speak Hindi NOT Indian 
There are over 15 different languages  
and over 1600 dialects, each with its 
own alphabet and dictionary.  
We ARE a diverse people.  
I DON” T eat curry everyday. 
I eat food of every culture, and Indian 
food varies so much you could have a 
different meal everyday of the year.  
We are not ALL Hindu’s. We are not 
ALL Buddhist. We represent every 
religion.  
We are not ALL vegetarian. 
We do not ALL do Bhangra.  
Each region of India has a unique dance 
style.  
I AM proud of my culture, my heritage 
and my roots.  
I AM Indian. 
I Do speak Hindi….alongside 4 other 
languages. 
I DO eat Indian food…..once a week. 
I play sports, play multiple instruments, 
and dance. 
I AM who I AM. There is no need to e 
racially identified. Know me for who I 
am not by the color of my skin or the 
country from which I originate. We 
don’ t all act the same way, talk the same 
way, or believe in the same things. 
I AM one in a BILLION. 
 
_________________________________ 
 
     It seems that there are some people 
who can completely disregard their race. 
There are people who can say, “ I’m not 
[insert non-American ethnicity], I’m 

American simply because I’m an 
American citizen” , even if their parents 
emigrated from a foreign country an they 
can speak fluently in that foreign 
language. As if since citizenship is 
defining characteristic to you past. There 
are people who can completely forget 
about their ancestry and heritage to 
completely merge into the American 
society.  
     I’m not one of them. Perhaps it’s 
because I’ve been shuttled around too 
much in my li fe. I was born in China, 
but since then I’ve lived in 2 other 
countries before finally settling down in 
the U.S when I was in 4th grade. I really 
don’ t have any roots to tie myself down 
to, since my past and sense of identity 
has been so mangled and distorted. So 
what if may Chinese citizenship was 
revoked in favor of a Canadian 
citizenship? So citizenship is the official 
binding of race, but really, you can be 
whatever race you fell like can’t you? 
     So… technically speaking, I would 
be Canadian. But really, I’m not. I 
haven’t been back to Canada for 6 years. 
In May 2007, it’ ll be 7 years since I last 
set foot on Canadian soil. And I’ve lived 
longer in the US than any other country, 
and yet I don’ t feel American either. 
And outside of school I speak Chinese 
(not that I don’ t speak English better… 
but…), I eat Chinese, I listen to Chinese 
news, I live in a Chinese household 
where I take off my shoes every time I 
enter the room… etc. And as for 
Singapore, one of my two cousins live 
there (the other one live in China), and 
blood is thicker than water, so as far as 
loyalties go, I guess I’d have to be at 
least partially loyal to Singapore.  
     So I’m torn between the countries. 
They’ve all shaped me though the 
various parts of my li fe, and I’m grateful 
for the chance to visit so many diverse 
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cultures. What race am I? I don’ t really 
know. I’m a “mixed-breed” , but that’s 
okay too. I’m special, I’m unique, and 
keh, who needs to be a single pure race 
anyways? 
 
_________________________________ 
 
Racial Identity  
 Ever since I had started going 
toschool, I realized there was something 
different about me, about the people 
around me. We were so obviously 
different, in color, shape, size, but there 
was something else. It was definitely 
there, but at that time I had no idea what 
it was. In 1st grade, It was finally brought 
to my attention.  
 During lunch I’d sit at my table 
with my friends, Black, White, Mexican, 
Persian, Indian, any race one could 
imagine. I’d open up my lunch and all of 
a sudden, “WHAT is that smell” ?! I’d be 
completely oblivious to the “smell”  but 
my friends would look around and then 
their eyes sharpened on my food. “What 
in the world is that stuff?”  

“Haha looks like poop!”  
“ It smells like poop!”  
Embarressed, I’d quickly gulp 

down as many of my “pot-stickers”  as I 
could and then threw the rest away. But 
by the end of lunch I found I was still 
hungrey, not enough pot-stickers. So the 
next times I brought them, I’d quickly 
open my lunch before they got there, eat 
2 or 3 and then when they showed up, 
I’d close the box. Then when I wanted 
more, I’d open the box a crack, stick in 
my fork, grab one, and quickly shut the 
box. Typically it only took me a second 
or two to get my pot-stickers this way, 
so it spared me the pain of having to 
listen to my friends complain about the 
smell of poop coming from my 
direction. Still, after such a personal 

encounter with it, I had no name for it. I 
myself even attacked it, in 1st grade as 
well. One of my friends brought sushi to 
school. Automatically, I stared at it, and 
out of my big mouth, I exclaimed “That 
is so disgusting.”  So to say that I was 
only a victim of it, would be false. I was 
as well, a perpetrator. 

Finally, towards the end of 5th 
grade, most of the kids finally began to 
understand. Race. Everything we had 
seen, heard, smelled, tasted, and thought 
was so weird and foreign, we finally had 
a name for it. Race. A simple single 
syllable word, could describe nearly 5 
years of confusion, 5 years of unique 
dishes of food, 5 year of unique 
language, 5 years of unique bond 
structure, unique skin color, unique hair 
color. 5 years of complete and absolute 
uniqueness finally had a name. Each 
person was part of a race, each race with 
its own identity.  
_________________________________ 
 
so along with the vast majority of the 
school, i am asian. being asian has so 
many stereotypes such as: the 
requirement of a high GPA, having strict 
parents, studying all night long, etc. the 
academic part of this stereotype has been 
taken so far (yet it is true) that there is 
even a term coined for it: "being asian". 
it makes me SICK; i hate having my 
parents yelling at me, lecturing me, and 
telling me to do this and that. yes, i 
know they lecture because they want the 
best for me, but seriously, its getting 
repetitive. its like a cycle, it never stops. 
my parents lectured me for my 3.6 
GPA to the point that ive almost given 
up on the whole idea of school. they 
threaten me by saying that ill only be 
flipping burgers at in-n-out if i  dont 
work harder and that ill only be good 
enough to go to de anza. one thing i dont 
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think asian parents realize is that this 
type of threatening and putting down 
DOESNT motivate a person at all. they 
dont realize that monta vista is probably 
more stressful than the highschools they 
went to.  
  
they dont realize a lot of things, actually. 
life in america is far different than life 
in asia 20 years ago. the culture is 
different and society is different. being 
an american, i wish they would learn to 
embrace the lifestyle here instead of 
holding onto all their beliefs from their 
pasts. and as dumb as i sound, i wish i 
werent asian so i could enjoy life a little 
more right now. it feels like being asian 
adds a whole other weight onto me; im 
sure "being asian", working hard now, 
and dealing with my parents stupid 
threats will pay off in 10 years, but right 
now im just plain sick of being asian. 
 
_________________________________ 
 
Honestly, when I think of \"Exploring 
your culture\" and \"being proud of your 
background\", I think it can be complete 
bullsh*t how some people react. I see the 
festivals at Memorial Park about the 
Moon Festival and the Lunar New Year 
and all of that, and often, I actually feel 
very jealous about it. As a white kid 
growing up in Cupertino all my li fe, it\'s 
been hard to know that I\'m part of the 
\"majority\" and yet, I\'m not. The 
festivals are often about the special 
occasions of the minorities, and it hurts 
when I feel I can\'t fully participate in 
them. That\'s why, as a German, I would 
always look forward to the time of year 
for the Oktoberfest, even if I couldn\'t 
particpate in the beer-drinking. In some 
ways, I\'ve been more jealous of the 
nonwhites ever since Cupertino stopped 
putting on the Oktoberfest. In some 

ways, there is no way that I can really 
belong in our community.  
It affects me at school too. Around me, 
stereotypes go around. \"Oh, a blonde 
white girl in California. She probably 
isn\'t very smart.\" Several times, I\'ve 
been told this to my face. An Asian 
friend once told me, \"I\'m doing so 
horribly in math. I\'m feel so white,\" 
even though she knows I enjoy and excel 
in math. I\'ve been denied scholarship 
opportunities because of my race. I\'m 
sure, i f I apply to a UC or a CSU, it\'s 
going to be much harder for me to get in 
as a white girl than if I was, say, an 
Indian girl. I\'ve been called names, such 
as \"Nazi\", \"White Cracker\", etc. As 
much as I laugh it off, it hurts.  
Relationships are no better, really. There 
have been several Asian guys that I have 
had crushes on in the past, who then tell 
me they don\'t want to be in an 
interracial relationship. I know this 
doesn\'t only apply to white people, but 
it hurts when somebody denies you just 
because of the color of your skin, 
without really getting to know you.  
From all this, it might appear to some 
people that I hold a grudge against 
people that aren\'t white, who aren\'t part 
of the so-called \"majority\". This isn\'t 
true at all. Honestly, I don\'t mind people 
celebrating their race and culture. I 
mostly just wish that I could participate 
and feel like I finally belong.  
 
Anonymous 
 
_________________________________ 
 
I was adopted. Well not really. 
Biologically born from Asian parents, I 
was adopted by a white mom and a half 
white, half Asian dad when I was a little 
more than two years old. I guess that 
means I still have white parents. I hated 
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when I had to bring them to school 
presentations and school shows. People 
looked at me funny. I didn’t like getting 
weird looks from people. My parents 
never seemed to notice. Still to this day, 
I contemplate whether I'm one hundred 
percent full Asian or at least half-white. 
When I tell people I have white parents, 
they don't believe me until they see my 
parents in the flesh. I don't have a 
problem with either race, but I feel as if 
I'm stuck in the middle, neither inclined 
to one race nor the other. Because my 
"real" parents were Asian, I think that I 
should be counted as full Asian, but 
growing up with my white parents has 
made me think otherwise. Compared to 
my Asian friends, my privileges are 
certainly much looser. I'm not expected 
to get straight A's or get into a 
prestigious college; I'm only encouraged 
to try my best, even if my best is getting 
a C. I don't have to fill  up my class 
schedule with 4 AP classes and 2 honors 
just so I can get into Stanford. I don't 
have to do any of that. School has been 
pretty easy for me. I don’t slack off or 
anything but I don’ t try 100%. I guess 
that's where my white influence comes 
in; my expectations aren't as high as 
some of my Asian friends' I'm not 
pressured to excel at anything; my 
parents will take me for whoever I am 
and what I can accomplish. I guess still 
haven't clearly figured out my racial 
identity. I will just have to keep going 
back and forth between Asian and white 
until I find a medium that I'm 
comfortable in, but as of now, I seem to 
be stable where I stand and enjoy the 
privileges that come with it. Life is easy 
and fun that way. 
 
_________________________________ 
 

yea im hispanic, not that many people at 
MV are hispanic so its kinda weird. my 
parents are really free with me, they 
mostly let me do w/e i want to do. i try at 
school, except in chemistry cause even 
as hard as i try i just dont get anything in 
that class. even though im really free and 
do what i want to do, i regret a lot of 
things ive done with people in the past, 
but i try not to think about them cause 
theyll just bring me down. ive seen a lot 
of things in my past 15 years of li fe that 
people here prolly havent and will never 
see. i come from a place most people 
would not want to live in, and ive lost a 
lot of close relatives and friends. ive 
started to try harder in school because i 
dont want to go back to where i came 
from. ive met a person that makes me 
keep trying even when i think its 
impossible to keep moving. ive never 
really had anyone like her since as a 
child i moved a lot because of problems 
at school and never really go to learn 
what having a good friend was like. she 
doesnt know but w/e. i guess being 
hispanic is kinda cool because im not 
stressed out that much with school and 
yea. so i guess i wouldnt change from 
being hispanic. i like the freedom and 
being able to learn about the world on 
my own and not with my parents 
stressing me the whole time. 
  
_________________________________ 
 
Racial Identity: 
who am i? I am a human being. I am an 
american. i am of asian decent. If you 
look at me on the surface, i am a 
minority. look again, look deep inside 
my mind, and you just might find me as 
part of the majority. If you ask me what i 
am here in the US, i would probably say 
chinese...but if you asked me in China, 
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or any other foreign country i would 
have to say American.  
Diversity is the first thing that comes to 
mind when I think of racial identity. 
Monta Vista is an extremely diverse 
school, and that comes with many pros 
and cons.  
   Walking around campus and hearing 
other languages spoken is not 
uncommon for me, and sometimes 
speaking foreign languages to friends 
has become a way of li fe. Sometimes, i'll 
admit, we do make fun of our "native" 
language, our teachers, and our 
parents and at the end of the day, i  do 
feel a sense of guilt and shame because 
of what I've done.  
    the other part of me wants to secretly 
giggle at people who arent part of the 
fifth of the population in the world that 
speaks chinese. this part of me does 
indeed gloat and smile. haha! i know 
chinese and you donttt we have a secret 
language. hardly at this school though.  
    If you are indeed an immigrant in the 
United States, i think monta vista is a 
shelter for you before you enter the real 
world. Beyond this campus, there arent a 
majority of foreigners or the second 
generation of immigrants. Beyond this 
campus there is a pile of racism, being 
the black sheep, and neglectfulness. so, 
with the pros and cons i said earlier, this 
can go both ways. Positively, it can 
shelter you from the evils of the world 
and let you live a happy childhood 
through high school, and negatively help 
you fail  in life when you find the truth. 
    english was my first language, and 
will probably be the most fluent 
language i know for the rest of my li fe. I 
am more comfortable in an american 
society, and it is easier to communicate 
in english. most of the time, i would 
prefer in-n-out over chow mien. so 

according to my passport and myself, I  
am an american.  
 
_________________________________ 
 
Race is something that really has an 
impact on a person’s life, even if they 
may not notice it. Although racism is not 
as bad as it used to be, it is still there, 
even at Monta Vista. For example, many 
people at this school think that all white 
people are stupid, and that all asian 
people are smart. I’m white, and I can 
say for many other people that not every 
white person does badly in school. It’s 
also not like every asain person does 
well in school either, I know plenty of 
asian people that get below average 
grades. It bothers me that people think 
this way; I mean, I just don’ t understand 
why people can’t jst see a person for 
who they are, not stereotype them into a 
certain category.  
 
_________________________________ 
 
I’ve never been shame to be the race that 
I am. I mean yeah sometimes I’ ll say I 
don’ t like it or I thnk it’s dumb but its 
usually only because I’ve got other 
things on my mind or other things that I 
want to do but if you were to aske me if 
I was actually ashame of my race, I 
would say no and that would be the 
truth. But what does really bu me is the 
fact that my race is a “sub-culture”  one 
that gets clumped into the larger “Asian”  
race group. And believe me, I’m not 
ashamed to be asian, either. But in a 
community like MV where the group 
and name asian is generally associate 
with negativity or the wrong images of 
students that study all the time with 
nothing else going on in their life except 
for preparing for next year’s AP exams, 
it gets a little frustrating. So when people 
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say I am asian, I instantly have a bad 
connotation attached to me. Ands then 
when theyl claims the race that I am is a 
sub-race and “not really asian because 
it’s not Chinese,”  I almost feel hurt 
because that’s not true- I still am asian. 
My parents are from a country in asia, 
therefore making it asian and making me 
asian. It’s a mixed feeling because 
sometime I like not having that “studies 
so much”  thought attached to me but on 
the other hand, I almost feel jipped when 
people say that I don’t study at all 
because I’m not Chinese, because I do, 
but nobody cares.  
 
_________________________________ 
 

Only in this past year have I been 
an American citizen. I used to be one of 
those kids that would always check the 
box “U.S. Resident”  on standardized 
testing and first felt American ground 
under my feet after a 14 hour 
international flight from Taipei. I’ve 
spent the majority of my li fe in the Bay 
Area where being Asian is the norm. 
While celebrities dyed their hair black, 
most people here tried instead to 
brighten their locks. Though I am fond 
of this place and this school, I wish that 
it had not been so. 

 Living in this environment, I am 
filled with stereotypical thinking. 
Subconsciously I can’t help but be weary 
when I meet someone that is not Asian, 
Indian, or Caucasian. I hate that I am 
filled with an indescribable sense of 
superiority of the Asian race deep within 
me. I am ashamed that I generalize every 
race into categories.  

Being Asian I feel like I should 
be ambitious, I should conquer the world 
by the strength of my test scores. And 
yet, I don’ t feel it. My identity should be 
something so intrinsic to me that I can 

easily find it within myself. But for these 
I can’ t. So when I try to fulfill them by 
taking on more and more responsibilities 
I end up hating it or at least becoming 
depressed and tired. In the course of my 
life I’ve built my image into someone 
who is ambitious and dedicated, who 
does well in class and who is actively 
pursing the American Dream. But so 
much of that is faked. So much of that 
was trying to morph into my family’s 
and friends’  perception of what a good, 
little Asian girl should be.  

Another part of my racial identity 
that I dislike is the lack of closeness in 
the Asian family. Maybe I’m wrong but 
at least for my family, we can’ t connect. 
We still love each other, but I don’t tell 
them my problems and we don’t hug or 
anything like that. I’m afraid that this 
has been so ingrained into my nature that 
my family will never be able to become 
close like that. Ever time I try, I just 
can’ t surpass it. When I wrote for 
another issue of Verdadera, I had 
intended to use my real name in my 
submission. But at the end I couldn’ t do 
it. Why? Not because of my peers; I 
wouldn’ t have cared what they thought. 
But because of my parents. I don’ t know 
if they wouldn’ t have even read it, but I 
was afraid that they could figure out the 
writer was me from the details in the 
submission. I wish that someday I will 
have the courage to just say, “YES, IT’S 
ME! THIS IS WHAT I’M FEELING, 
THIS IS WHO I AM”  but that day has 
yet to come. 

It’s frustrating that I can’ t even 
come up with a racial issue of mine that 
isn’ t stereotypical! All  the problems that 
I’ve talked about are stereotypically 
Asian. I think that I gotten to the point 
where I’m trying so hard to not be 
offensive that I’ve ended up separating 
each race. I don’t say “white”  I say 
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“Caucasian” , I don’t say “black”  I say 
“African American”  and it goes on. But 
by doing so I’ve created a distance from 
myself and them. 

Racial identity- I just can’t break 
it. There are good parts and there are bad 
parts but I think in our politically correct 
times, we focus too much on it and make 
it more of problem than it could be. I am 
doomed to always be the cute little 
Asian girl no matter where I end up and 
how I choose to get there. That is my 
racial identity.  
 
_________________________________ 
 
Being an Asian at Monta Vista is not 
different. Everywhere I look in class, 
during brunch, during lunch, is a bobble 
of Asian heads. I admit that I fell 
comfortable here, where the school is 
built of the majority of Asians. But there 
is a part of me that wishes I was not 
completely Asian. The stereotypes of 
being Asian is an expectation that I feel 
like I have to live through. Needing to 
fulfill the success of becoming a medical 
doctor, lawyer, scientist, and getting a 
full score on my SATs, is very stressful 
for me. I am not one of those “Asians”  
that people think we all are, excelling in 
math and science. Those are my worst 
classes and I love literature and art. But 
the problem is that the environment and 
expectations that I live in is to become a 
doctor, lawyer, or something that I may 
dislike but will earn me a stable income 
and a stable future. I feel like I am 
yearning to pursue what I love, what I 
wish to become, but I know that I am not 
going to become what I want to be 
because of my culture. I know that I am 
going to have a career in an area that I 
do not like but will earn me a stable 
income. It is when I know what my 

future is and it is not what I want it to be, 
I wish I was not an Asian.  
 
_________________________________ 
 
Race was never an issue growing up in 
Cupertino. I went to schools where I was 
always part of the majority group. There 
was no discrimination, but plenty of 
distinctions. When I was little, I had 
almost no sense of racial identity. It was 
only when I became older (around 
middle school), when cliques started 
forming on racial lines and distinguished 
by academic promise that race gained 
prominence as an identifying feature. 
This is not necessarily a bad thing, but 
race is still an issue that differentiates us.  
 
_________________________________ 
 
What does it mean to be Asian a Monta 
Vista? To be measured in worth by one’s 
SAT scores and GPA and the number of 
AP classes one takes? To be judged by 
the prestige of the colleges to which one 
is admitted? Is this not pathetic? Have 
we lost it all? Have our parents lost it 
all? Our grandparents grew up in 
poverty; our parents came to this country 
for opportunity. It seems fitting that in 
the minds of first and second generation 
Asian Americans, the search for wealth 
and status continues to take priority. 
 
This is a struggle between the 
community and the individual: my 
parents thinking of nothing but money 
and career and myself yearning to be 
free from obligation, to be passionate, 
expressive, to make leaps and bounds, to 
discover the world…but this culture will 
not allow for it. The individual has no 
say. Our culture forces us to serve our 
parents and honor our family. Indeed the 
path to a stable, respectable existence 
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begins with SATs and AP classes. And 
here we are stuck, in America, seeing the 
carefree world of dances, dates, cars, and 
sports right before our eyes, but unable 
to break free. Not in this generation at 
least. 
 
_________________________________ 
 
Growing up in Cupertino, I did not go 
though discrimination because I was an 
Asian. But I realized that this school 
creates cliques based on race. Walking 
though the rally court, there are all these 
cliques based on race. We are all so 
separated by race that the nicknames of 
each clique, such as, Chinatown, 
Japantown, Indianville, Popular whites, 
Druggies, Blondes, Cool Koreans, Cool 
Asians, is how we define where we are 
in this school. How often is it that we see 
a clique with mixed races? How often is 
it that we see Asians and whites 
mingling together? It is only the few 
handful students that we see mingling 
between races. When I do exit this 
bubble of society, I realize how horrible 
racial discrimination is. How some 
people immediately snap back at me 
because I am an Asian and not their race. 
Race is till a problem that separates us 
from being whole. It is not time yet, at 
least not now , where race will not be a 
problem of who we are, our appearance, 
or skin color, will not define our 
stereotypes or where we belong.  
 
_________________________________ 
 
Jew, or No Jew? 
 
 I am an American, a Christian, 
and born to a strictly Christian family. I 
was baptized as a newborn child and 
have gone to the “Church of the 
Ascension” , for my entire. My mother 

and father escaped from the violent 
streets of Iraq during the 1980’s, to 
pursue a better life in America, withour 
the oppressive rule of then-dictator, 
Saddam Hussein. Even today, five of my 
uncles (on my mother’s side) still remain 
in war-torn Iraq, unable to immigrate to 
the United States, due to financial 
difficulties and governmental 
restrictions. An uncle on my mother’s 
side is a Roman-Catholic priest in Iraq, 
risking persecution from Islamic radicals 
in order to preach his faith. Furthermore, 
two of my close cousins have been by 
terrorist insurgents because of their 
Christian faith.  
 Today in the United States, 
people are free to choose their own 
religions without fear of duress or 
mistreatment. However, such a diverse 
and free environment can breed 
stereotypes and racism that I often find 
myself subject to, even among my close 
friends. I am proud of my religion and 
my unique Iraqi heritage, and of the 
terri fic sacrifices my family has made in 
for me to have a free and safe life.  
 Everyday I attend Monta Vista 
High School, a school of minorities, O 
do not always feel a sense of correct 
“placement” . Here I feel I am considered 
as “white”  and ironically, I find my 
newfound “Caucasian”  status to be 
among the fewest of the races at this 
school. My “white-ness”  is hardly 
distressing to me compared to the face 
that I am often labeled as a “Jew.”  
However, I do not understand why these 
people do so, their sole justification is 
that I “ look like a Jew.”  I don’ t 
understand what stereotypical train of 
logic makes me “ look like a Jew,”  or i f 
my behavior is somehow reflective of a 
“Jew’s behavior.”  I am not an Anti-
Semite, nor do I particularly esteem the 
Zionist movement, as I take a relatively 
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neutral and “balanced”  position on these 
topics. However, I do find it 
uncomfortable and mildly offensive to 
be labeled as a member of another 
religion, especially after all the blood my 
family has spilt for me to follow the 
Christian faith. 
 Again I reiterate the face that I 
am proud of my Iraqi blood and the great 
faith in which I believe. I am so grateful 
of the freedom that our country grants to 
us, yet I do beseech them. Let me be 
who I am. Let me be a Christian, and 
stop labeling me as a “white-Jew.”  Let 
me pride in my Iraqi heritage, but most 
of all, let me be proud to be an 
American.  
_________________________________ 
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Professional Page 
                                    The “Burden”  of Race 
                                              by Maureen R. Johnston, MFT 
                                                         (408) 871-9180 
 
 I was thrilled when I received the phone call from the Verdadera staff inviting me 
to attend their recent meeting. I enjoy working with teens in my private psychotherapy 
practice and I have a particular interest in the Monta Vista community since my husband 
is a teacher at the school. When I heard that “Racial Identity”  was the topic, I was even 
more excited. This issue has intrigued me since I arrived in the Bay Area many years ago. 
I grew up in an area where “ race”  meant either white or black and nothing else, so I was 
amazed when I moved here and encountered so many different ways of perceiving race. 
My ignorance and curiosity has led me to many different kinds of trainings and 
experiences. As I speak with more and more people about their racial experiences, I 
alternate between an uplifting sense of the universality of the human experience, and 
dismay at the level of ignorance, fear, and intolerance that continues to pervade our 
society. 
 As I listened to the submissions, and the staff’s discussion of their own personal 
experiences afterward, I had a number of different impressions. I was not surprised to 
hear students chaffing against the stereotypes associated with their race, but I was 
saddened to hear that many of them seemed to view their race as a burden. I was 
encouraged by the apparent absence of overt racism. However, although it was not 
unexpected, I was still disappointed to hear of the strong student tendency to self-
segregate. I was also interested in what sounded like an echo of what I’ve heard and read 
concerning the American minority experience, but with a twist. Due to the demographics 
of Monta Vista, the experiences in the larger world almost seemed turned upside-down at 
the school; white students’  descriptions of their experiences as the “minority”  at the 
school were almost word for word what people of color often say about their experience 
in a white-dominated environment.  
 Sitting there listening to the students read the submissions and the subsequent 
conversation, something wasn’t clicking for me and as I later tried to make sense of my 
impressions, it struck me that many of the writers, and the Verdadera staff members 
seemed to be using “ race”  and “culture”  synonymously. I find this true for most adults as 
well; the words appear to have become interchangeable. Yet, they actually refer to very 
different, but related subjects. When scientists speak on this issue, they are adamant that 
race is really a “social construct” ; there is no biological basis for dividing the world’s 
people into racial groups. Undeniably there are particular physical traits by which we can 
group people (hair, skin color, shape of eyes and face, etc.), but there are not any 
fundamental biological distinctions between groups we often refer to as separate “races” . 
In fact, when we take the time to look more closely, we see more physical differences 
within these groups than between them. Throughout humankind’s history, we have been 
on the move, intermingly, blending and adapting to the environment. What clearly does 
divide us is not some set of biological traits, but sets of behaviors and attitudes that allow 
us to identify with a particular group or groups, and which we use to distinguish 
ourselves as different from other groups. 
 Many of the students’ entries described experiences they felt came as a result of 
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their “ race” , but upon closer examination, I would argue that what they were really 
describing was their culture, ethnic heritage, religion or even class. For instance, many of 
the students bristled under the highly competitive, hardworking, grade-obsessed “Asian 
student”  stereotype, feeling not only that it did not accurately describe them, but that it 
left them pigeon-holed into a narrowly defined set of behaviors. Many bemoaned the 
intense pressure they feel from their Chinese or Indian parents, yet perceived this as a 
function of their “ race” , when in fact it seemed to me more a function of their culture. I 
wonder for instance, how much this discord with their parents is affected by the students 
growing up in an “American”  culture while their parents are still very much a part of their 
“native”  culture. It seems that what leads any parent (and their teenager) to act in a 
particular manner has much more to do with their culture than their “ race”  or ethnicity. 
 When I refer to “culture”  in this context, I am speaking of a wide variety of 
behaviors, attitudes and thought patterns that together seem to define a particular group. 
Culture encompasses our language and ethnic heritage, our religious and political beliefs, 
our customs and rituals, our traditions and celebrations. Our perspectives about 
education, music, and art are a part of our culture. Our personal, familial, and community 
history are an integral part of our culture. The food we eat, the clothes we wear, and the 
sports we participate in are a part of it. It influences the way we hold ourselves, how 
close we’ ll stand to each other, how we speak and who we address first. Our culture is so 
much a part of who we are that it is only when we come in contact with a different one 
that we can even begin to see how it has influenced our thinking, feeling and behaving. 
 I was deeply saddened by the number of students who seem to feel completely 
defined by their “ race” . To see oneself as so limited by something you have no control 
over is downright depressing. Whatever we call it, race, culture, ethnicity or something 
else, it is only one part of who we are as a person, and it doesn’t need to be something 
that limits us. It is a multifaceted aspect of who we are and the sooner we can see, 
understand and accept both the positives and negatives of whatever group we’re born 
into, the sooner we can appreciate who we are as individuals within a group - which is 
ultimately what we really are anyway. And, as I write this, I’m aware that this is an 
incredibly American perspective, but as this is the culture in which I have been immersed 
my entire life, it is difficult for me to believe otherwise. However, without some 
knowledge of other cultures, I would not even have been aware that my way of thinking 
about individualism and autonomy is not universal. 
 Since the meeting, I have found myself thinking a lot about how many students 
perceived barriers between the different groups. Many of the writers appeared to be 
struggling with a sense of isolation and alienation because of seemingly unbridgeable 
divides. (I think of this as a relatively common experience for adolescents, but then again, 
maybe this is another example of my “American”  cultural perspective.) Both the staff and 
the writers expressed a desire to be able to mix more freely among the social groups, but 
held themselves back, and attributed their reticence at least partially to the racial/cultural 
differences. Some of the staff seemed frustrated by how students say that although they 
feel comfortable with the different groups, most still seem to hang out only with those of 
the same group as themselves. What came out more clearly in the discussion than it did in 
the writings was that it apparently wasn’t just about “ race” . For instance, even amongst 
those with the same ancestral heritage, recent immigrants tended to band together, while 
students whose families have been here for generations seemed more likely to form their 
own “clique” . The Verdadera staff had a lot of curiosity about why this occurs and spent 
a fair amount of time debating this issue. 
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 I also have been wondering why not just the students, but also many adults self-
segregate, and so I have been quizzing my friends and colleagues on this subject. 
Everyone seems to have their own theory, based at least partially upon their own personal 
experiences. On the most basic level, there’s a fair amount of research indicating that our 
brains are hardwired to look for similarities and to form categories and classify stimuli. It 
is normal and natural for us to look for, and gravitate toward, people who “ look like us” , 
a phrase which can have multiple meanings. We tend to find comfort in the familiar. 
Even when what is familiar is not necessarily pleasing, it is often preferable to the 
dangers of the unknown. Thus, when we are with others of our own 
culture/ethnicity/race/class/age/gender/sock-style, there is a certain basic level of safety; 
we know what to expect, we know the rules without even having to think about them. 
With people who are “different” , we are forced to think about our actions, we become 
more conscious of our words, behaviors, attitudes. We don’t want to offend and we don’ t 
want to be judged. Thus, unless we are feeling brave or we are forced to, we usually do 
not willingly put ourselves in these potentially uncomfortable situations. 
 As an illustration, let me share what happened the night of the Verdadera meeting. 
I had neglected to learn the name of the parent advisor, and so when I arrived at her 
home, I had no idea what “culture”  I was walking into. I looked around when one of the 
student members opened the door, but I did not see any shoes in the foyer, so I left mine 
on. After I sat down, our hostess came into the dining room and the other students 
arrived, each stopping to take off their shoes at the door. Well, I felt like an idiot. 
Unwittingly, I had committed a faux pas! I was afraid that I had offended my hostess. I 
worried that she would see me as uncouth or even unhygienic. I imagined that the kids 
would think I was ignorant and rude. Of course, Ms Chien was very gracious and 
reassured me that many of her “Caucasian guests”  leave their shoes on and she was 
perfectly fine with it.  
 This seemingly simple little interaction and all that followed in the meeting, 
reinforced for me the complexities of the issue of cultural/racial identity and everything 
that is connected with it. The students, like the adults around them, are struggling to make 
sense of the world around them while maintaining a sense of integrity and compassion. 
Many see how their parents’  culture differs from their own and are working to integrate 
sometimes disparate world views as they form their own identities. They want to be seen 
for who they are as individuals with their own thoughts, opinions, and needs. While it is 
easy to focus on and remember the negatives associated with the racial stereotypes, many 
of the students are also clearly very proud of who they are, where they come from and the 
community they are members of. They do not see their culture/race as a “burden” , but as 
a gift they have gratefully received. 
 One final important component that adds to the difficulty in exploring and 
discussing race and culture is the question of the words we use. While writing this, I 
struggled with how to phrase my sentences so that my ideas would not be misconstrued 
or misinterpreted. I didn’ t want to use language that was offensive or discriminatory. I 
tried to stay mindful of how different groups would be affected by the words I chose. In 
my mind at least, while this discussion may be difficult, due to this being such a highly 
charged, controversial subject, I believe it is imperative that we continue to discuss 
racial/cultural differences. We need to stay sensitive to large and small differences, and 
find ways to talk about them so we can use them to enhance the whole community. 
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Resources 
 
Book: The Secret Life of Bees by Sue Monk Kidd 
 
Journal of Cultural Diversity, Fall, 2002  by Rolanda L. Johnson 
  
Book: Black Skin, White Masks by Frantz Fanon  
   
Book: Snow Falling on Ciders by David Guterson 
  
Book: New Perspectives on Racial Identity Development: A Theoretical and Practical 
Anthology 
  
Article: Talking about Stereotypes--Getting Past Generalizations 
Can be found at 
 http://li fe.familyeducation.com/respecting-equality/conflict-resolution/34278.html 
  
Article: Black History Month: Important people "breaking the color barrier" 
February is Black History Month. More Information can be found, including the article 
below, at  
 http://www.biography.com/black_history/bhm_barrier.jsp> 
 
Chinese New Year is also this month. An article about the Chinese New Year historical 
background, go to 
 <http://www.new-year.co.uk/chinese/history.htm> 
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