Reflection #1
	Even though integration of schools happened a long time ago, there are still some communities that are a majority of one race. When that happens, the families must have a talk with their children before they go into the real world, and tell them that outside their community is more than just that race. I then thought about my own life and wondered how racism was discussed in my home, what I thought about my community, and my high school lifestyle. 
	When I thought about how racism was discussed in my home growing up, it really was not discussed much at all. I moved around a lot as a child until I got into middle school, so I saw a wide variety of people in my elementary years. I was born in Northern California where there was mostly white people living there. I then moved to San Antonio, Texas where there were a lot of Hispanic people. From there, I went to Waldorf, Maryland where there was more black people than I was used to. I then went to Herndon, Virginia which is diverse, but soon after, I moved to Richmond, Virginia where there were a lot of black people. Then finally arriving at Leesburg, Virginia where there is a wide variety of races. Since I moved around so much, my parents knew that I would adapt to my environment, and unless there was a problem, they would not have to talk to me about race. From a young age, I was introduced to multiple types of areas with different races being the majority. We never had any problem fitting in, my dad always told me that we were like chameleons, and we would just change on the outside to fit in with our community at the time. We never had any problems with other races, we were always friendly to our neighbors, and accepted everyone’s way of life. I suppose we never discussed race in our home because we learned from what we saw. As long as my parents were acting with respect to the other races, we were going to respect the other races. There was no need to have a conversation about something that was second nature for us. 
	I consider my community Northern Virginia, since I lived there the longest. Since I moved around so much as a child, I always felt like an outsider since I would only be in one place for up to 3 years. When I moved to Leesburg, my mom told me that we would be there for a long time, and to make Leesburg feel like my new home. Even though I would have loved to believe my mom, I had moved so many times before that, and it was very hard for me to commit to one area. Around eighth grade, I finally felt a part of the community, and that Leesburg is my home. In school, I felt like I fit in for the most part even though I was even more socially awkward than I am now. Even though I kept to myself for all of middle school, people were still very nice to me to my face, but I would hear things behind my back that would hurt my feelings. I was a new kid in this community, I was fat, I had braces, and I was awkward, so people were not rushing to come talk to me. I made a couple of friends, but none of them that were my close friends until eighth grade. In sixth grade I remember someone in my grade said they were ashamed to have the same last name as me because of how awkward, fat, and uncool I was. Once middle school ended however; I was welcomed by everyone in high school. My neighborhood community was different though. I was never welcomed in my neighborhood. I would try to play basketball with my neighborhood peers, I would not fit in. I do not think it was a race issue, but I was the only white one in my townhouse community, and I did feel left out. There was nothing weird about my communities though, that is all a part of a normal childhood. People are going to be the odd ones out, or not fit in somewhere, it is just a part of life. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]	High school is where I stepped out of my comfort zone, and became the person I am today. I went to Heritage High School in Leesburg, Virginia, and I enjoyed my time there. I hung out with multiple different groups throughout my four years there. Freshman year, I played freshman football where I met a lot of new people and my friends at the time. After the season, I realized that I had changed. I had become someone I was not. I just wanted to be one of the cool kids, and I became an arrogant football player. I didn’t even like playing football. I had this revelation near the end of freshman year, and that is when I decided to join the marching band instead. All of freshman year, I hung out with the football players that I got along with, but I never felt like I belonged in that group. Joining marching band was the best decision I made in my high school career. Marching band is where I was able to finally be a part of a group I belonged in. I quickly made friends with some of my three best friends I still have today. Once I got this group of friends, I slowly started gaining confidence, and started branching out to new people. By the summer of sophomore year, I met the group of friends that I now talk to every day. We all played League of Legends, and that common subject brought us all closer together. I did not become an equal in the group until the end of junior year. It took a year for me to really feel welcome by everyone inside that group. That same group of people is who I spent most of my time with for the rest of my high school days. There were a few things about the school that I did not like, such as the high population of people who smoked marijuana. So many people smoked, that other schools saw our school as the “pot heads.” 
	My high school did not have the best reputation, but I still loved almost every moment of it. On the other hand, my community was not as accepting as my high school. Unlike my community, my family is very accepting of every race, and that might be due to our traveling to many different areas. In the end, it doesn’t matter what someone looks like, it only matters how someone acts. If someone acts respectfully then they should be treated with respect, and vice versa. 
