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 The worth of an individual is always more than the worth of their experiences: this is 

something that I have gradually come to accept through my personal experiences. For the 

entirety of my life, I’ve always wondered why things happened the way they did, and if there 

was ever any way to prevent horrible things from happening. Now, upon reflection of my 

thoughts, I realize that everything happens for a distinct reason, and while it’s possible that 

an individual may never come to understand why things happen, sometimes the best thing to 

do is to merely accept what happens and to move on. I sometimes wonder whether or not I 

could’ve come to this conclusion had I grown up in a different environment. At first glance, 

I would not strike someone as a particularly unique individual per say. In all honesty, I do 

not live a lavish lifestyle nor have I lived a perfect life. I have had my fair share of ups and 

downs, and I have sacrificed as much as I have benefited in my life. However, if there is 

anything I am grateful for, it is my experiences. I would not ask to have lived any differently 

or in any different environment.  

 If there were any valid starting point, the best place to start in my life would be my 

transition into Catholic School starting my fourth grade year. I was brought up into a 

Christian family, and as such, my parents strived for religious integrity in my household. I 

went to Church every Sunday and on every holiday in the Christian calendar. My parents 

were certainly not religious fanatics, but they did value Christian doctrines above all else. 

Until my transition into Catholic School, I had never really considered how important the 

religion of Christianity was to many people, so I was excited to hear that I would be starting 

at a seemingly virtuous school where I would meet people with the same beliefs as my 

family. At first glance, it seemed like the best decision for my sister and I, and in truth, I 

expected my time in Catholic School to be the best time of my life thus far. Unfortunately, I 

would come to find that Catholic School would turn out to be the most enduring experience 

of my life. 

 There was nothing unusual about my first few months at St. Anne. Aside from 

weekly mass and school uniforms, it was virtually a harmless transition. The workload was 

essentially the same as my pervious school, and the students were seemingly accepting. I 

remember my conversations with the other students for the first few months were entirely 



casual, with simple greetings and the occasional “How was your weekend?” or even a “That 

test was hard! How do you think you did?”. I would do anything I could to open up to 

people in hopes of making friends or even acquaintances. It wasn’t until several months later 

that I had my first bad experience. In my reading class, we were assigned to choose an 

individual who stood out as a role model during their lifetime. Having just started playing 

baseball, I decided to choose Jackie Robinson (the first African American baseball player). 

Upon being called to the front of the class, I presented my “role model” and explained why I 

chose Jackie Robinson. I did just fine, but I could hear snickering coming from some of the 

students. After I took my seat, I asked some of my friends why they were laughing, and they 

responded saying, “Because you chose a n****r as your role model.” I had read about this 

word in the biography of Jackie Robinson, but I had never heard another person say it, and 

didn’t really know how hateful and derogatory it was. As such, I was absolutely shocked to 

hear my classmates, who were no older than nine years old, using it in a joking manner. It 

was at this moment that I began to truly see all the arrogance and ignorance inside my school 

that had been obscured by the notions and teachings of Christianity.  

 My misfortunes did not end in fourth grade, however. I spent the next four years at 

St. Anne, and in such a short amount of time, I found that I had deliberately gone out of my 

way to become someone other than myself. The students and staff at St. Anne were 

inherently spiteful people, and it was the nature of their beliefs that had driven them to this 

state. As such, I was forced to become someone I wasn’t in order to simply “fit in”. Instead 

of opening up to people, I would remain distant and keep people at arms’ length out fear 

that I would be betrayed by those who I made attempts to become friends with, and I would 

spend the remainder of my time at St. Anne blended in with the crowd, never speaking or 

acting out my own thoughts. In truth, this was perhaps the hardest time of my life. But from 

bearing witness to the hypocrisy, as well as the unforgiving nature of those around me, I 

scored a huge victory on a personal level. 

 As long as I could remember, my parents always stressed to me the importance of 

treating other how you’d wish to be treated. From my time in St. Anne, I was able to witness 

the harsh practicality of the Catholic School environment, and thus, I was able to decide 

how I would treat others based off of how I was treated at my school. In many ways, St. 

Anne served as both an eye opener and also as a preparation for the real world. The notion 

of Christianity was so heavily emphasized within my school that the people had in turn 



become isolated behind the curtain of morals proposed by their beliefs. Therefore, they 

became discontent with the real world and anything else associated outside the realm of the 

notion of their beliefs, for their faith restricted them from understanding reality from a 

variety of new perspectives.  

I do not entirely blame my classmates for their actions, as they did not have the 

capacity to understand the moral injustice that their actions carried. Nonetheless, I also have 

many of them to thank for showing me that growing up in one environment will not 

guarantee satisfaction with the world. I was brought up into a low class family, and I 

believed that I find content with the world and myself by associating with those who had the 

same faith. Unfortunately, after experiencing firsthand the underlying qualities associated 

with such a faith, I would come to realize that no individual notion or environment would 

guarantee salvation or peace. Only through experience, and ultimately disappointment and 

pain, can one come to truly accept and appreciate oneself and the world. Through bitter 

treatment, an individual can learn to understand and love every other individual as I have. 


