Erica Decker
Cultural Self Study

1. As a preschool child I was well mannered.  I listened well to my mother’s orders. I was also curious, very active and I loved being outside.  My mother seemed to encourage initiative most of the time, however there were definitely times I was expected to play quietly on my own.  With my own children my parents are very different. There are many factors for this: we live far away, they are required to discipline my children. My parents let my children rule them.  My parents get sore from crawling around with my kids all day.  When my kids are around them, they are the center of the universe.

2. My home was constantly changing until I was about 13. I lived in apartments and houses, big and small. I lived in cold climates and hot climate. My mother read children’s literature to me every night. When I was old enough I got to read to myself for a set time every night before bed. My parents were always very private about their political views but were very environmentally conscious. Though my parents valued my growth and development, sharing knowledge and feelings was not something well tolerated or accepted in my family.  This was a great need for me and I looked elsewhere to fill it. 

3. I vaguely remember reading Zip Pop Go in elementary school it must have been a reading group but not the highest or lowest.  I know it was boring.  I loved my second grade teacher because she was beautiful, nice and treated me like a person with ideas and feelings, not just a ignorant kid.  She even wrote to me for years after our encounter.  Another elementary teacher that made a big impression was my fifth grade teacher. She was a witch.  She was mean and cruel.  I remember once I won an academic award and instead of congratulating me she told the class another girl should have got it but she hadn’t been at our school long enough so I got it. My elementary school in Texas was very diverse. My best friend was a little black boy named Rinardo. Then when I moved to upstate NY in there was little to no ethnic diversity in my school. In high-school I had some great teachers who made learning fun and I had some that were just horrible, like most kids. I was a social butterfly. I two especially close friends all through school. I was close to a lot of other kids but I was a floater between cliques.  I never wanted to be part of one group of kids. I learn well through listening and writing.  I learn the most from passionate teachers who desperately care about what they are teaching. If something is not important to a teacher it was not important to me. I loved music and band. I got average to above average grades depending on the teacher in high school.  

4. I don’t really have an ethnic identity.  I am European mutt.  My family was broken and rebuilt as a child. I moved probably 12 times before I was 13. When my parents finally settled down in NY we lived in secluded area on a mountain surrounded by woods.  The kids I went to school with lived far from me.  My parents were not religious, not into any social activities. They are private people.  My ancestors who did carry on traditions were too far away to really know. My grandparents would occasionally host Thanksgiving or Christmas, but nothing specifically traditional happened. The only thing constant in my life has been change. 

5. My experience with ethnic diversity has been somewhat scattered. The little boy mentioned earlier was my buddy when I was four. I am sure even before him there were others. In fact, I recently met my biological father and some of his close friends are of African, Latin and Middle Eastern decent; they all remembered me from when I was a baby until age four. My kindergarten teacher, Miss Carmen was a black woman. My best friend who I lived with when I was 16 had a black brother but he rarely visited.  He was a musician and much older.  During my first year of college I played basketball with a group of black guys and was spent a lot of time with one guys who I was very close with. I dated a Italian gentleman for a while with a very strong cultural background. When I lived in Florida in 1996 and 1997 I was close with a couple families from Argentina.  I roomed with one of their daughters for a few months prior to moving to Utah. In Florida my closest friend was Earl and he was from the Philippines. I worked in Florida for a couple of Swiss families as an office manager and a waitress. When I did move to Utah and worked in the restaurant industry as a waitress I ended up spending a lot of time with some Mexicans here on work/study visas. I have a Great Uncle who married a woman (Aunt Maria) from Saipan (Part of the Northern Mariana Islands) and they settled in Hawaii. I spent a month with them in Hawaii in 1995. Of course being in the Air National Guard for 7 years has also had me around a lot of diversity, the Air Force is very diverse. When I owned my preschool/child care center in Lindon, I hired a woman from Korea.  She was great! My students were also diverse. I had a ten year old from China that spent the summer with us and we helped him learn some English.  I also had a little girl who spoke Spanish and improved her English at our school (she was only four) It is weird for me to address my friends and family by classifying them into ethnic groups. I was no more different from any one of them then I was from any one of my Caucasian friends. All of my close relationships with any other people were based on common interest.  I never sought out specifically to be around diverse people, I just was around who I connected with.

6. I think the most contact I have with diversity now will be mainly within the school system. What I personally would like to achieve is more fluent Spanish speaking. I know the basics but would love to be able to communicate more comfortably with Spanish speakers. I desire to learn more about diversity through more experience.  I plan to go about this by teaching, getting my ESL endorsement and by continuing my education through both personal and professional means.
