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Finding Wholeness
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To mi familia Crespo.

To my loving wife, Maritza, who has always affirmed me in ministry and still “likes me.”

To my son Daniel who taught me to be honest even when it hurt.

To my son David who taught me to be myself no matter who might be watching.

To my parents, Francisco and Casilda, for loving me unconditionally.

To my brother, Edwin, and sisters Marilyn, Sandra and Milagro for always being there when I needed them most.




INTRODUCTION


Hispanic Americans have been here for so long, and yet kept their identity, that it is rather doubtful they will follow the same process of assimilation by which Swedes, Irish and Italians joined mainstream American society. Especially now that there is an increasing awareness of the value of one’s culture and traditions, it seems safe to predict that Hispanic Americans will be around mañana (tomorrow), and for as many mañanas as it pleases God to grant to this country…. Hispanic Americans… are going back to their historic roots and affirming their distinctive, not as something of which to be ashamed or to hide from view but as something of which to be proud and to exhibit at every possible opportunity.

JUSTO GONZÁLEZ, MAÑANA: CHRISTIAN THEOLOGY FROM A
HISPANIC PERSPECTIVE






In 1999 I saw a movie, Bicentennial Man starring Robin Williams, that struck a chord in me as a Latino in the United States. In the movie robots have become enormously sophisticated; their design includes human along with mechanical anatomy, intermingling and interconnecting. If either human or mechanical elements malfunctioned, the robot would stop working. In the climax of the movie a human robot, played by Williams, goes before a world congress, which debates the dignity and worth of these new hybrid beings and whether they deserve to have the same rights as fully human beings. The film’s most intriguing and underdeveloped aspect involves the portrayal of a society of humans who resist full acceptance of the humanized robots.

The U.S. Latino experience is like this. Those of us who have been born and raised in this country are a new breed of Latinos/Americans in whom both identities are in operation and who struggle for acceptance in both parent cultures. We are not one or the other. We are both. In Living in Spanglish: The Search for Latino Identity in America, Ed Morales puts it this way: “Latino culture, particularly our Spanglish American variation, has never been about choosing affiliation with a particular race—it is a space where multiple levels of identification are possible…. If the postmodern era is characterized by unprecedented heterogeneity and randomness, then Latinos are well prepared to take advantage of it.”1

I have spent much of my life in this space of multiple identifications, fighting not to choose one over the other, but living in the blessings and contradictions of both. I have decided that I love being somewhere in the middle of both my Latino and American worlds. It has been a place of sadness as I have had to face the cultural weaknesses of each, but somehow instead of becoming bitter, I have been filled with God’s comfort and strength as he has come close to me. I have come to realize that my Latino identity in this country—a conjoining of two ethnic identities— is about God designing a new breed he is pleased to use to influence both cultures and the world.

As a follower of Christ, I have chosen a new path of trust. This trust is no longer based on my own instinct, which is frequently distorted with my own fears, but on the reality that God is committed to my well-being. I have chosen courage because it is the thing I lack most. If I can be courageous—and this is where the cutting edge of my faith rests—then my obedience to Christ truly has meaning and his power can be manifest in and through me. I have reasons to pity myself, but my faith in Christ has blocked the natural course of my self-loathing. I know too much about God to sit back and do nothing. I have therefore chosen to walk into the confusion of biculturalism, trusting that God will be in those places waiting for me. The Apostle Paul said it well when he faced his weaknesses and said: “Three times I pleaded with the Lord to take it away from me. But he said to me, ‘My grace is sufficient for you, for my power is made perfect in weakeness.’ Therefore I will boast all the more gladly about my weaknesses, so that Christ’s power may rest on me. That is why, for Christ’s sake, I delight in weaknesses, in insults, in hardships, in persecutions, in difficulties. For when I am weak, then I am strong” (2 Corinthians 12:8-10).

This is why I have chosen to think and write about my experience of growing as a Latino Christian, a journey of knowing more about the multidimensionality God has created in me. Understanding myself in the realm of ethnicity has informed me about the goodness and power of God. And knowing the love of God has led me to embrace who I am as a Latino. I want to share my sorrows and joys with you, hoping that my journey of self-understanding may help you snap together some pieces of the puzzle of your own life.

As a second-generation Latino, I write this book for other second- (and third- and fourth-) generation Latinos who are trying to hold in tension their dual identity. While the media is giving increased recognition to Latino culture in the United States, many young Latinos still do not know how to incorporate their ethnic identity into who they are as people. They often swing to extremes, from totally assimilating into American mainstream culture to believing that the Latino culture is superior to all others.

In this book I argue that most Latinos born in the United States will be happiest somewhere in between. I seek to point us toward a healthy balance as we gain a conceptual understanding of Latino ethnic identity and learn how to practically live out our God-given strengths and gifts.

Here is a brief synopsis of what you can expect. Chapter one tells of my own journey toward ethnic self-discovery. In chapter two I explore a new Latino identity that has less to do with the country of origin— although it starts there—and more to do with the Latino experience in the United States. My goal in this chapter is also to broaden the net of who is “Latino” when many are questioning if they are Latino enough. Please note that for the sake of brevity I am using the term Latino in a way that encompasses Latino males and Latina females in the United States.

Chapter three includes a grid to help you map out where you stand in your own journey of assimilation and identification. Since it is important to understand the roots of the sense of inferiority that continues to plague large portions of the Latino community, chapter four takes a look at the phenomenon of mestizaje, the mixing of races. In chapter five I turn to Scripture to meet biblical characters like Moses, Esther, Mordecai, Jesus and Paul who lived out of their ethnicity and allowed God to use it as a catalyst to accomplish his plans in their lives and his purposes in the world. Chapter six defines culture and describes how our ethnicity and our faith can work hand in hand to shape us into healthy, whole people, able to honor God and love our neighbors.

Chapters seven, eight and nine address very practical issues about how we need to move beyond ourselves. A strong bicultural Latino identity is not just about coming to terms with who we are but also about positioning ourselves to serve others through racial reconciliation. We can no longer remain on the margins of discussions about race, hesitant to contribute our views for fear of rejection or inadequacy. We must believe God has something to say to others through our gifts as a community.

Chapter nine offers ideas for how you can give back and facilitate growth in others who need to grow in their ethnic identity. Years ago a Latina professor, the only one at Colgate University at the time, ingrained in my head and heart that I was not in college just to advance myself; I was there to give back y para enriquecer la comunidad Latina (to enrich the Latino community). This entire book, in fact, is my way of giving something back to my Latino community, a community I love and respect and am proud to be a part of.

Finally, in chapter ten I call on Latinos to step into positions of leadership to contribute to making our communities, our churches and our nation stronger and healthier. I also issue a warning not to make ethnic identity an idol. We must invite God into our ethnic journey so that we give it the appropriate level of attention. In doing so we become healthy and whole people who embrace all we are without falling into idolatry of ethnicity and culture.

I have spent the last sixteen years serving in campus ministry with InterVarsity Christian Fellowship. Many of the stories I tell and examples I use come from that context. InterVarsity as a movement has worked very hard at issues of ethnic diversity. Our growth in this area has come from great successes but also difficult failures and painful problems that have felt insurmountable. Multiethnicity is, in fact, complex and messy. Nevertheless, most of what I have learned about Latino ethnic identity has come from dialogue and interaction with fellow campus ministers who are part of LaFe (Latino Fellowship), InterVarsity’s Latino ministry. I am indebted to them for entering into this journey with me, a journey that has elevated and enriched all of us with tears, deep emotions and growth toward wholeness.

Finally, I realize that my experience may be very different from yours, but perhaps there is enough that will ring true and give you greater insight into your experience. This is my journey, and I am inviting you to look into it and see what you can find to help in your own ethnic journey.

I have never hidden my mistakes from my two sons because I want them to be better men than I am myself. As you read this book I hope you will read the lines and between the lines. And after you have read, I hope the Holy Spirit, who is our Counselor, will take my simple words and make you a person who can love and receive love, a person who is not afraid of life. A person who can dream big. A person who hears God and can live to please him. By all means learn from my mistakes, my struggles and my insights. May this book help you find wholeness in your ethnic identity, lead you to glorify God and fill you with compassion for others in need.
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MY JOURNEY TOWARD A
LATINO ETHNIC IDENTITY


My frame was not hidden from you

when I was made in the secret place.

When I was woven together in the depths of the earth,

your eyes saw my unformed body.

PSALM 139:15-16





When I was seven years old my parents decided to move our family into a predominantly White neighborhood of Italian, Irish and Polish immigrants in Springfield, Massachusetts. Bursting with excitement and energy during the first week in our new home, we spent much of our time in our new backyard, vigorously raking up crabapples that had fallen from our apple tree. The lawn had not been raked for years, and the more we raked, the more layers of crabapples we uncovered. But it didn’t matter: this was our new home, an opportunity to reach for our dreams, a place where my four siblings and I could live in safety with a backyard to play in. It was truly an exciting season of our lives, and we couldn’t wait to get everything in order, even those mushy, smelly crabapples.

As we raked and filled bag after bag with apples, neighbors passed by, peering into our backyard to see who their new neighbors were. They saw that we looked Latino, and no one approached us to welcome us. A neighbor across the street was outright angry when he discovered we were “Spics” (a derogatory name used for Hispanics in the 1970s). He revealed his disgust every time we played stickball on the street and the ball accidentally rolled onto his property. With resentment and hatred in his eyes he would glare at us and order us to get out of his yard and his neighborhood. “You don’t belong here. Go back to Puerto Rico where you belong!” he’d say, unaware that we had been born and raised in Springfield and had never even visited Puerto Rico.

At such moments I felt confused. I couldn’t understand why he was so disgusted with us. What was so bad about a ball going into his front yard? I made a mental note to stay out of this man’s way. I was afraid that next time he might try to hurt me.

This neighbor watched us like a hawk, taking note of every little thing we did. It became so extreme and frustrating for my family that we nicknamed him Nosy Charlie, which conveniently described both his attitude and his large protruding nose. Only decades later did I fully comprehend the concept of racism and the impact of bigotry in my life, beginning in those first weeks of moving into our new home. Not long after my family moved in, the neighbor and his family moved out.

A 1972 article in New York magazine captured the sentiments of millions of Whites who were similarly being forced to interact with Puerto Ricans moving into their neighborhoods.

These people were “Spanish.” They came in swarms like ants turning the sidewalks brown, and they settled in, multiplied, whole sections of the city fallen to their shiny black raincoats and chewing-gum speech. We called them “meedahs,” [from the word mira, meaning “look” or “look over here”] because they were always shouting “mee-dah, mee-dah.”… I only knew they grew in numbers rather than stature, that they were neither white nor black but some indelicate tan, and that they were here, irrevocably; the best you could do to avoid contamination was to keep them out of mind.1


To survive such hatred of Puerto Ricans, I learned to live in two worlds even as an adolescent. At home I spoke Spanish, ate Puerto Rican food, danced salsa and merengue with my three sisters, and enjoyed cultural events like Parrandas—fiestas during the Christmas season—with my extended family. But when I walked out the front door and joined my White friends in the neighborhood, I left behind my Puerto Rican identity and tried to assimilate as thoroughly as possible. In fact, because of my light complexion some of my new friends in junior high school did not notice that I was Puerto Rican. I enjoyed letting them assume I was White, because they treated me as one of their own.

The moment they discovered I was Puerto Rican, the look on their faces and their attitudes changed. “You’re Puerto Rican? I can’t believe it. I thought you were White.” In other words, I thought you were OK. Now I don’t know anymore. They were not mean to me, but something felt different. They seemed more aloof and less interested in me. They didn’t seek me out the way they used to. As a young teenager very attuned to my emotions, I could feel the difference and I hated it. But instead of brushing this off and seeing their ignorance, I internalized my feelings and saw myself as “less than.”

On the way home after one of these incidents I imagined what it would be like to be White all the time and not just at certain times. I’ll never tell anyone I’m Puerto Rican unless they figure it out on their own, I thought. That way I can feel like one of them and fit in all the time. Somehow I knew this idea would never work and would only lead to greater pain in the end.

I was not proud to be Puerto Rican. We were told we were dirty, loud, uneducated, immoral and unable to speak English “good.” These were the stereotypes I internalized and learned to live with every day as I stepped out into the White world. But at home I received a different message. Our mother, Casilda, loved us and valued education highly. She taught us to study hard. Our father, Francisco, worked himself to the bone to allow us a better life. Our grandparents, Ramón and Alejandra, had a marriage that had endured despite social pressure on their family. My older brother, Edwin, took me wherever he went and was my protector. My sisters, Marilyn, Sandra and Milagro, affirmed me in all I did and believed in me when I could not. In all it was the love of mi familia, their warmth, nurture and sacrifices, that initially sheltered me from the hard blows of prejudice, racism and alienation.

I wish I could write that the alienation I felt from prejudice didn’t hurt me, but it did. It left its ugly imprint on my soul. It seems that some Latinos have been able to let hurtful events roll off their backs like water. I admire and commend them, but I am not one of them.

Given my struggles, I am surprised at how successful I have been and how much I have accomplished. I have received numerous athletic, drama and ministry awards. How can someone overcome by low selfworth succeed in so much? It is because God has revealed his love for all that I am—including my Latino identity at crucial moments in my life.

In times of reflection, as I have allowed my pain to surface, God has kept bringing me back to the truth that he made me with great intentionality and purpose. When I wanted to abandon my identity as a Latino, God picked up all the pieces I wanted to leave behind.

My faith in Jesus Christ and my identity are inextricably bound up together. I am not only a Christian: I am a Christian who is Latino, and I am a Latino who is a Christian.

In this chapter I invite you to take a journey with me as I revisit the events, relationships and circumstances that God used to build my ethnic identity. Like any long journey, mine is filled with rocky terrain of pain and setbacks but also smooth terrain of joy and long strides forward. As if with bright yellow paint used to mark a trail in a wooded area, I will mark the experiences that contributed most to my Latino identity and have moved me toward what theologian Orlando Costas calls a cultural conversion, an awakening to one’s ethnic self. Here are the yellow markers for the trail I have discovered on my journey.


	1.connecting with others like me


	2.embracing the pain of my people


	3.understanding Latino complexity and alienation


	4.receiving encouragement for the journey




My hope is that these “yellow markers” will help direct your path and make your journey toward wholeness that much easier.


MY TRIP TO PUERTO RICO: CONNECTING WITH OTHERS LIKE ME


When I was thirteen years old, my mother decided it was time for my sisters and me to spend a summer with Tio Diego, Tia Juanita y nuestra familia en Puerto Rico. My sisters arrived in Puerto Rico a week earlier than I did. I had to fly alone, having decided to stay to play one more week of Little League baseball.

I was extremely nervous when I got on the plane. I had no idea what to expect and began to feel as if I’d made a terrible mistake. I even thought about asking the flight attendant if I could just stay on the plane and fly back with the crew.

But from the moment I stepped off the plane, something began to stir deep inside of me. Puerto Rico was beautiful. The air was warm and the sun shone brightly. The people were friendly, and they all looked like my family. They spoke Spanish, the language of my parents, the language I resented and thought was stupid. Here Spanish was the norm and Puerto Ricans were the majority. I met family members who were lawyers and studying to be doctors. For the first time in my life I saw welldressed Puerto Rican businessmen and politicians. So this is the island my parents talked about with such nostalgia, I marveled. A lot of things began to make sense as I saw the close resemblance of my parents’ cultural ways to the habits of Puerto Ricans I met. Cousins, aunts and uncles I had only heard about loved me without knowing me and welcomed me with kindness, affection and hospitality like I had never experienced before. One of my aunts took me to the very shack where my mother and her family lived. My mom had told me about this place and the hardships they had faced. I felt I got to know my mom a little better and loved her a lot more. This was the summer that I fell in love with my people, my culture, my parents and my land—Puerto Rico, la Isla del Encanto (the Island of Enchantment).

This was also the summer I began to love myself and my ethnic identity. I had discovered I belonged to a land and a people who were gracious, intelligent and hospitable. I began to embrace who I was and realize to whom I belonged.

Discovering the beauty of my people and culture was a vital first step in my cultural conversion. It was a decisive moment that God used to offset the overpowering experience of being part of a minority that was looked down on by White America. Through it God began to shape me into a healthy human being and a Christian no longer in denial of his culture and ethnicity.

In Puerto Rico I discovered the value of interacting with others who are like you, who simply by being themselves unfold something in you. What you thought was a personal quirk in yourself or your parents reveals itself as a cultural quality. There is no better way to grow in your ethnic identity than through interactions with others who share your ethnicity.

In recent years when I have led conferences on ethnic identity in various parts of the United States, Latinos arrive reluctant to embrace their identity. By the end of the conference, having interacted with other Latinos, they begin to cherish these new friendships and their shared values and experiences. They discover something about themselves they had no idea was missing. I have seen them weep uncontrollably because they do not want to leave each other. Now that they have found the missing piece, they no longer want to live without it. For many, such connections and the feelings of familia mark the beginning of their journey, just as my journey began the moment I stepped off the plane in Puerto Rico.




LATINO HISTORY: EMBRACING THE PAIN OF MY PEOPLE


Understanding the history of racism against Latinos in the United States is another important factor that has helped me embrace my heritage. Learning of such oppression against my people has made me intensely angry and bitter at times. But it has filled me with compassion and love for my people and for others who have suffered injustices.

Several years ago PBS aired a documentary about Puerto Rico called Mis Dos Casas (My Two Homes). It reviewed some of the struggle for an independent Puerto Rico and the injustices inflicted by the U.S. government. The Ponce Massacre of 1937 was particularly disturbing. As Puerto Ricans marched peacefully in protest against the arrest and imprisonment of Pedro Albizo Campos, leader of the Puerto Rican Nationalist Party, 150 policemen armed with rifles, machineguns, hand grenades and tear gas bombs opened fire on the unarmed crowd of men, women and children. When the shooting stopped, 20 people were dead and 150 were wounded. As the women who were not shot helped the dying and bleeding, their white dresses turned a crimson red. After watching the program I wept in pain for an hour, as if I had just been told that a family member had been killed in a terrible accident.

In the 1930s U.S. laboratories and chemical companies used Puerto Rican women as guinea pigs to test birth control pills. Once the pill was judged safe for use in the United States, it was no longer available on the island; there sterilization became the chief method to prevent births. The U.S. government developed a sterilization campaign to limit the number of births of Puerto Ricans. Researchers years later report, “Commonwealth officials told [Puerto Rican women] that their welfare payments would be cut off unless they agreed to sterilization. Others were told that they had cancer, and that sterilization would save their lives. With still other women, the operation was performed in hospitals immediately after delivery. The mother, exhausted by hours of labor, would submit to the doctor’s cold ‘logic.’” By 1976 35 percent of Puerto Rican women and 20 percent of the men had undergone sterilization—the highest rate of sterilization in the world.2

I still have much to learn about Puerto Rican history. But the more I learn, the more I want to become an advocate for change. Puerto Rico’s history is my history because I have chosen to identify fully with the Puerto Rican experience. To do so means I must embrace all of the sadness and the pain of our history. It also means I am willing to speak out against the injustices that have been perpetrated against my people. It is not enough to feel the pain; I must recognize that God is committed to bringing justice. The psalmist in the Old Testament understood God as the Deliverer who conspired against oppressors by ruining their schemes and meeting the needs of those who called on him in a time of need: “I know that the Lord secures justice for the poor and upholds the cause of the needy” (Psalm 140:12).




LATINO IDENTITY: UNDERSTANDING ITS COMPLEXITY AND ALIENATION


I am also learning to accept the complexity and alienation of being Latino in America. I have accepted that I belong to a new and complex breed that God has put together. I am not just Latino, I am also American. I love and appreciate both cultures. Yet I do not feel completely at home in either one.

When I visit Puerto Rico I am called a Nuyorican, a name Puerto Ricans on the island call those of us who grew up in New York City or anywhere other than Puerto Rico. In fact when people found out I was not from New York City but from Massachusetts, they modified this term to fit me better: I was a Massarican. While islanders welcome us as family, they do not recognize the dual nature of our identity. The way they see it, if you were not born in Puerto Rico, you are not really Puerto Rican, you are American.

I must constantly function in two worlds, both of which reject me at some level and to neither of which I truly belong. White Americans often see me not as a fellow citizen but as someone of Hispanic descent. Puerto Ricans have been American citizens for over sixty years, yet I am often asked if I am a citizen. When I ride my bike through a White neighborhood I am looked at with suspicion. Ruben Martinez puts it this way in his book about the new Los Angeles: “As for myself it is all too often that I yearn for the other even when I am with the other; nowhere do I feel complete.”3

Father Virgilio P. Elizondo, founder of the Mexican American Cultural Center in San Antonio and currently rector of the Cathedral of San Fernando in that city, uses the term mestizaje (the mixing of people of Spanish and Indian descent) to summarize the struggles of identity many Latinos face in the United States.


The cultural parent groups of the mestizo normally tend to reject their cultural child and its cultural identity because it does not appear to be the perfect mirror of their own identity. The mestizo is partly their own, but it is partly other and foreign. As a mestizo you are allowed to live, but you are not allowed to have a life of your own. You will always appear deficient by the norms of both parent groups and therefore never fully acceptable to either. Yet the parent cultures are not destroyed in the mestizo, but mutually combined so as to form a new identity.

The great tragedy of mestizo existence is that the parent cultures do not see their child in a loving way, but rather tend to look upon it as a mixture of “good and bad,” a misfit, a nonequal. If cultural-spiritual poverty is the worst type of oppression, mestizaje is the worst type of human rejection because it brings with it a double alienation and margination.4



Living in alienation and marginalization, between two worlds, is often very difficult and lonely. However, the Scriptures have been a source of strength and encouragement in my journey of understanding and embracing myself and my people. Moses’ story in particular inspires me. While Moses was not a mestizo (someone who is biracial), he did struggle with issues of identity similar to those Latinos face. He was born a Hebrew, was raised as an Egyptian and became a Midianite. And it was this man of three cultures that God called out to confront the pharaoh and free the Hebrew people from slavery:


“So now, go. I am sending you to Pharaoh to bring my people the Israelites out of Egypt.”

But Moses said to God, “Who am I, that I should go to Pharaoh and bring the Israelites out of Egypt?”

And God said, “I will be with you. And this will be the sign to you that it is I who have sent you: When you have brought the people out of Egypt, you will worship God on this mountain.” (Exodus 3:10-12)



Moses is asking about his identity when he asks God: “Who am I?” In effect he is saying, “Are you sending me back to the pharaoh as an Egyptian prince, as a Jewish slave or as a Midianite shepherd?” This would have enormous implications for the words he would use and the approach he would take in confronting the pharaoh. It is an honest and important question. What is intriguing to me is that God never gives him an answer. He simply tells Moses to go and that his presence will be with Moses.

God is affirming Moses’ triculturalism: “I have created you the way you are, Moses. You are the person I need for this task right now. Go and I will give you all that you need to accomplish what I have set before you.”

God uses us where we are, in all our complexity and confusion, especially in our ethnic identity, and does great and wonderful things through us. I have begun to view being Latino and American as a gift and an opportunity God has opened up for me to minister to very different groups of people, to draw them to Christ and toward reconciliation with each other.

Embracing my ethnic identity in all its complexity has become an opportunity to witness to God’s greatness. As Moses’ confidence came from God, so our trust must be in him to do great things through us even in the midst of our confusion and doubts about who we are. If God embraces us in our complexity and is able to accomplish his purposes through us, how much more should we accept ourselves culturally and ethnically?




RECEIVING ENCOURAGEMENT FOR THE JOURNEY


Another vital element in my journey toward wholeness has been help from others who have embarked on their own ethnic journey. When I first started ministry, I had no idea how much I would grow in my ethnic identity. In campus ministry I discovered it was difficult to avoid coming to terms with who I was as a Latino. I am grateful that many of my colleagues and supervisors encouraged me to explore my roots as a Latino. Frequently I would be asked to speak about the Latino experience in front of students and other campus ministers. These were important moments for me to understand and embrace my identity.

One time my supervisor asked me to give an address about my Latino experience to a group of InterVarsity campus ministers. I was extremely reluctant to do so, sobered by the fact that when I had first started working with Latino students, I failed to capitalize on the momentum several volunteers and others had worked so hard to build. Our Latino student ministry in New York City, LaFe, had collapsed after I took charge. Still, my supervisor’s persistence and the encouragement of others gave me the courage not only to share my Latino experience with others but also to surrender to God the heartache attached to my early failure.

At a more recent InterVarsity Multiethnic Staff Conference—where ethnic-specific departments gather to deal with multi-ethnicity within our movement—a new campus staffworker, Layla Hanash, experienced the affirmation she desperately needed in her ethnic journey. As a biracial person she struggled with fitting in at the conference. But here is how she summed up the experience in the end:


I want to tell you how much it meant to me that you included Middle Easterners in the prayer time on the last day. It was funny though, because on the last day of the conference when Alec Hill (president of InterVarsity) introduced the different people groups we’d be praying for and said “Middle Eastern people,” I thought, Whoa, you mean there are other Middle Easterners and I didn’t meet them? I have got to meet them! So the time came, and I waited to see who it was. Then I realized it was me!

I felt so many things in one second, standing alone. I felt a little scared, and even alone. I also felt excited, because I had been hearing that week about how the LaFe group had been pretty much just Orlando Crespo and a few others for a while, and now they are growing. God is growing them! I wanted that for Middle Easterners too! That prayer time was so helpful for me also because it was the first time that I really felt affirmed for being Middle Eastern in InterVarsity. Not just acknowledged, but affirmed in it. It was a great time for me.



It has been a difficult journey, and I have come a long way in understanding and embracing my Latino identity. I have learned much about myself, about God’s affirmation of me and about my rich Puerto Rican heritage. I have learned to live above the victimization and accomplish great things in God’s strength and grace. He is a God who is for me and travels with me.

Sometimes, though, I wish there were a way to go back to that little Puerto Rican boy raking crabapples and playing stickball, that seven-year-old boy who was me. I would take him by the hand and walk him through his new neighborhood. I would tell him, “Don’t be afraid. You’re going to be OK. One day you will know who you are and to whom you belong.”




QUESTIONS FOR REFLECTION AND DISCUSSION



	1.What are the stereotypes, prejudices or bigotry you and your family have had to endure? What effect has this had on you?


	2.In what ways have you denied or turned away from your culture and ethnicity?


	3.What experiences have made you open to further exploring your ethnic identity?


	4.What has been particularly confusing for you as you try to understand yourself ethnically?


	5.How has God affirmed you in your ethnic identity?


	6.What are some ways you hope to grow in your ethnic identity as you read this book?










OEBPS/images/figptit.jpg





OEBPS/images/logo_books.jpg
W

IVP Books

An imprint of InterVarsity Press
Downers Grove, Illinois





OEBPS/images/chap.jpg





OEBPS/cover/cover.jpg
Finding
f l G Wholeness
in Your
Ethnic
ﬂ‘l-l N 0 Identity








