
I hear people often talk of cultural appropriation in the American and Hispanic circles of 

which I am a part. People who feel it has been done to them. People who think white people have 

ruined many things, white people who are trying to make a difference in the discourse. I am all for 

preserving culture. I have intense respect for other cultures and I recognize that they exist 

completely independently from my own. There is no comparison of which culture is better or worse 

in my mind.  

Now perhaps this is political, but I merely wish to speak from the heart, and not politically, 

so please do not take it as such.  

Will you allow this page to be a safe place? A place where I can speak and think freely 

without fear of reproach? 

I'm no expert, and I'm no professional, but I do like to think of myself as an everyday 

person, and I believe every everyday person has a unique experience to offer. So here is my offering 

to the discourse. 

I don’t quite fit in anywhere. I'm white; I'll say that much up front. My father is from 

Arizona and my mother is from New Jersey. My dad grew up on a Navajo reservation, but there is 

not a drop of Native American blood in his veins.  

In fourth grade, I began attending an International Spanish Academy—half of my teachers 

were from Spain or South America and were native speakers of Spanish. From then until ninth 

grade, I learned Spanish culture from people who lived it every day and had it in their blood. It is 

who they are. I became fluent in the language and I believe I obtained a good grasp on the culture 

through experiencing and observing it. All growing up, while attending the school, I celebrated 

Spanish and Mexican and South American holidays, ate food from the various countries, and learned 

their histories and geography. These cultures have been a part of me for as long as I can remember. 

But all of this didn’t mean that I was Hispanic. 



Not Quite Part of It 

I scored in the 96th percentile on the National Spanish Exam, a linguistics test which includes 

native speakers of Spanish. So I was fluent. My language skills were far above-par among my peers. 

But that didn’t make me a native speaker.  

Then I went to Spain and studied abroad. I believed I fit in pretty well. But I still wasn’t 

from the country.  

Some years later, I served a mission for my church organization, speaking Spanish and 

teaching the gospel I believe to anyone who wished to listen. I was well-accepted, and many people 

asked me if I was Hispanic. And yet I wasn’t. 

Now a place that is predominantly white is where I call my home. It is a place where I 

personally get attacked when I choose to celebrate holidays that aren't "my" culture's, because it's 

"offensive." And yet the culture is still a part of me. Can I not celebrate what is my personal culture 

to honor those around me? My soul and heart feel that if I don’t celebrate those holidays, I am 

betraying a part of myself. I don’t wish to forsake the whiteness that is in me, but I also cannot 

forget the Hispanic culture that I learned and love. It is an issue that sinks deeper than I have the 

ability to grasp. 

I have never been shot down by my Hispanic friends for taking part in a culture that I was 

raised alongside—it has always been my white friends. Some of what I celebrate may not be my 

white race's culture, but I believe it to be a part of my personal culture. This is a part of who I am.  

I may not be an immigrant to America like so many of my Hispanic friends and peers and 

mentors, but I still feel myself a part of the culture. I know, of course, that all Hispanic cultures 

cannot all be lumped into one—for there are many, and they are distinct and unique and beautiful. 

And having experienced so many of them for so long, though I am not native to them, I honestly 

feel that they have shaped me. 



Not Quite Part of It 

And so, to my white friends who shoot me down when I celebrate a part of myself that isn’t 

in my literal blood, I wish to say this: I am not trying to appropriate or make Hispanic culture more 

"white." I may not be a native speaker, I may not be Hispanic, I may not be an immigrant, but I am 

trying to celebrate and enjoy all of the things that I love and that have made me who I am.  

Who made us the gatekeepers of what is and isn’t someone’s culture? 


