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My mother and father are the hardest working people I know. I can count on one hand the
days that they have taken off of work due to illness. My father is skilled at his trade; he
specializes in machinery. My mother spent many years homeschooling and raising six children,
she later would join the workforce in the United States Postal Service. My parents, who I look up
to, admire, and respect, did not go to college. This meant that when the time came, I would
become a first generation college student, and I would be doing it on my own.
I am the youngest of all my siblings. Of the six of us, three attempted college before
dropping out, and one successfully graduated. Typically, I follow in their footsteps for most
things, but not this. When I began applying for universities, I felt as if I were forging my own
path, where no one in my family had really gone before. Admittedly, I was very naïve. First, I
applied to private Christian universities. They were both out of state. Tuition was expensive, on
campus housing was astronomical. Eventually and begrudgingly, I would come to the conclusion
that I could never afford to spend four years at these institutions to earn my bachelor’s degree.
Even if I did find a way, I would surely spend the rest of my life in debt. My Plan A would never
come to fruition, it was time for Plan B. Consequently, I put in an application at a small private
school located in my hometown that took rolling applications. I lived at home for my first two
years of college and went to class during the evenings and on weekends. It was not ideal. Like a
small pond which has never felt the wind, I felt grossly stale. Stagnant. And going nowhere fast.
In my junior year, I transferred to a public liberal arts university. From the very
beginning, this university has invested in me, by rewarding me with an academic scholarship. I
was able to move out of my parents’ home and live on my own. I am not exaggerating at all
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when I say that transferring colleges was the inciting incident that made me grow and change in
ways I never dreamed.
Coming from a small, predominantly Caucasian town, I had developed a very rigid way
of thinking. Right and wrong. Black and white. Within my first few days as a new student here,
that all began to change. My professors engaged me in classroom discussions that made me
question my previous views on major controversial topics. Was homosexuality a sin? Should
welfare recipients be routinely drug tested? Are women still being marginalized and oppressed
based on gender? And just how many genders are there, anyway? Had I been asked my opinion,
ethical dilemmas that I previously would have given a definitive answer on now were making me
stop and think. That is the beauty of pursuing a higher education. I no longer take information at
face value or subscribe to uninformed opinions. I’ve been taught to critically analyze facts based
on research, not personal bias.
I identify as a non-denominational Christian. In church every Sunday, a counselor at a
Christian camp in the summers, and I even had wanted to be a pastor at one point. One of my
most memorable assignments at this university was for a Diversity and Social Welfare course. I
had to attend an event outside of my comfort zone to gain a new perspective on diverse
populations. I decided to attend a service for a Unitarian Universalist church. Christian doctrine
says there is but one way to everlasting life (Christ) whereas the UUC preaches the complete
opposite (different ways). So yes, I would be out of my comfort zone. I am so glad that I went. It
was strange, it was new, I did not agree with everything they believed, but that experience
opened my mind a little further. Truthfully, before my professor tasked me with this assignment,
I had never even heard of that religion. That professor, that class, and this college have all shown
me that the world is larger than I thought.
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Although I had barely passed French in high school, I signed myself up for a beginner’s
Spanish course at the start of my junior year of college. This class was not required for my
major, social work, but I wanted to broaden my horizons. What better time to do it than while in
college? (Besides, of course, from childhood, which is clearly the preferred method of language
learning). This class quickly became not only my most challenging but also most rewarding. My
professor was well traveled, well versed, and well spoken. Three times a week, I got the chance
to learn this beautiful language from him. I fell in love with the Spanish language and culture.
Someday, I hope to be bilingual. I would love to teach English as a Second Language and travel
to Spanish speaking countries. When people ask me to describe myself, I include that I am
passionate about learning Spanish. This passion I now have for a foreign language would never
have been discovered and explored had it not been for a public liberal arts education. Arguably,
my fond memory of the class stems partially from the fact that I met the love of my life there but
truly, the overall experience was so enriching for me as a whole.
Both my diversity class and my Spanish class occurred within my first semester at a new
school. I joined clubs, as many as I could. I made friends within the school and the community. I
was learning more and more about myself every day. I was growing, I was changing, and there
was no mistaking it. I even look different now. I have come into my own.
Ultimately, I am incredibly satisfied as a student at a public liberal arts university in this
gorgeous country I’m lucky enough to call home. There is a quote, original author unknown, that
I adore. This always resonates with me, “She designed a life she loved.” My education has given
me the tools to make this quote a personal reality. Through this experience, I have grown into a
woman I am proud of. And I think my parents are proud of me too.

