
Last week I “otherized” my housemates on two occasions without being aware of it. I had a full 
week of midterms and assignments and they knew that I was studying for my midterms yet they 
continued to play music, invite people over, and stay up late being loud. I was frustrated with 
them and saw them as being inconsiderate. I am at part to blame, I did not tell them that it 
bothered me and that they were too loud because I didn’t want to be a buzz kill. However, 
looking back on it I know that they just wanted to have fun and blow off some steam, but 
because I was stressed out I blamed them instead. Next time instead of seeing them as 
unconnected to me and inconsiderate of my needs I will see it from their perspective that they 
wouldn’t know that it bothered me unless I spoke up about it. They probably did not know that 
they were being so loud or that it is more easily heard from my room. I will communicate better 
next time this happens. 
 
I found the empathy intervention to be quite fulfilling. While I've always made it a personal goal 
of mine to put myself in someone else's shoes, I found it especially beneficial to focus on that 
for a week. One experience that specifically stands out is was when my barber was talking to 
me about his personal politics. He was explaining the radical wealth redistribution that he 
believed should take place in the United States (effectively eliminating the billionaire class.) As 
an individual that believes capitalism (despite its many drawbacks) has brought some of the 
greatest quality of life increases to modern life, I was a bit taken aback at his comments. Yet as 
I thought about it more, I understood where he was coming from. Here was a 45 year old 
individual who struggled to make a living in San Luis Obispo cutting hair. It was easy to see why 
he resented billionaires in the way he did. He never had to opportunities afforded to him. He 
grew up in a poor household in a small town and couldn't attend college. As I began to think 
about his experience, I better understood his position on such a controversial issue. While I still 
don't completely agree with his contentions, being able to see his point of view really benefited 
my patterns of thinking. 
 
My experience is a little different than some others. I live with a young girl who has Bipolar 
Disorder. She often stays out really late until 4 in the morning and comes home super loud and 
wakes me and my other roommate up. One night, I went to bed early because I had an exam at 
8am the next day. Both my roommates knew how hard I had been studying for this and it was 
really important to do well on. However, the night before, this particular roommate had woken 
me up 4 times and started to have a manic episode. Of course, I wanted to be there to help her, 
but also had to think about myself and how it would affect my studies/exam in a few hours for 
my exam. At the time, I was really annoyed and angered that she would do this to me right 
before something huge, but now I look back and realize she wasn’t in control. She might have 
been scared or confused as to why my other roommate and I weren’t helping her, and maybe 
she just wanted someone to talk to to calm her down. I learned that a lot of the times, especially 
with mental illness, it isn’t the person themselves acting out in these ways—it was the illness 
itself causing her to enter a manic episode and lash out on us. As difficult as it was dealing with 
the whole situation at the time, I now have a new perspective whenever this happens again and 
I’ve learned to disassociate her actions with who she is as a person.  
 

Walking through the halls with more and more people passing pass I "otherised" a person 
walking slowly in front of me.  I was frustrated because I was tired and trying to get home and 
the fact that they were not walking as fast as me angered me for no direct reason.  The other 
person could have been dealing with a family issue or something pressing on their phone that 
caused them to not fully be aware of what was happening around them. They could have been 
incredibly upset or concerned about a very important event which was more prevalent than me 



getting home faster. That person could not fully be aware of whether or not they were walking 
slowly because they were feeling and experiencing a very emotional event that took their 
attention to focusing on how to deal with the news. This news was not pleasant or positive in 
any way, therefore their paced slowed and head sank, eliminating the buzz of their 
surroundings.  
I learned that no one truly knows what someone else is thinking, they could have an emergency 
or a highly stressful situation inside their mind.  Therefore, there is no need to always get fed 
up with anyone that causes a minor inconvenience that has no effect on the grand scheme of 
things.  It is important to take a breathe every now and then and slow down to realize that you 
are not the only one who has things happening in their life.  
 
This last week I had a chance to be empathetic towards one my roommates and friends. My 
roommate and I had a disagreement on how she has been treating me recently and we were 
able to talk a little about what happened and how we felt. It turned out that we both were 
interpreting each other very differently. She was annoyed with me because she thought I had 
been yelling at her when I didn’t think I was at all and she explained how she felt and it was 
easier for me to understand where she was coming from. We were able to discuss each other’s 
feelings and help better understand why this was happening and how we can resolve it in the 
future. We realized we both have things we can each fix and a good way to handle the next 
misunderstanding is to better communicate. 
 
Last week, I was doing some group project for another class. We were collaborating our ideas in 
the library and trying to build a PowerPoint together. One of the group members has a lot of 
ideas which is great, but she was trying so hard to convince the rest four of us to use all her 
ideas. Half an hour later, she just started editing the PowerPoint without talking to the rest of the 
group. I got really frustrated and started changing everything back to its original. And everybody 
was started changing stuff in the PowerPoint. It was a mess. Fortunately, we finished the project 
after four hours of hard work. Standing at her point of view, she was trying to express her idea 
and contribute to our project. And she is trying her best to make our project better and better. If 
we did not have this kind of the drama. We may finish this project way early. I learned a lot by 
doing this intervention. On the one side, I felt that we should consider what the other people 
might think and do not always think in yourselves point of view, but also put yourself in other’s 
shoes to think about what they are going through, what is their goal, and why do they do such 
things. On the other side, I think I learned that communication is the key in a group project, we 
cannot just do what we want, but we need to collaborate to make the best project. 
 
I recently went up to UC Davis with our school's Japanese Student Association club. At this 
event, we got to meet up with other clubs in the same organization. Our school is on the smaller 
side compared to these other organizations, so I naturally classified them as the "other" 
organization members and felt conscious of our small numbers. I tried seeing through their eyes 
and realized that from a larger club's perspective, we are all from the same organization and 
trying to make friends. From this, I learned that it's easy to overthink things and assume people 
are paying attention to something like club size when everyone is actually just trying to socialize.  
 
People have their worst days and it happens a few times a month. I drive to school every day 
and people who drive to school should know that there is bad traffic right before each class 
time. When I’m having a good day or when I’m having a not bad day, I let the people who cut 



lines get in front of me. I would be really understandable, oh they had a rough morning and have 
a really important test today, I should help. But when I’m having a really stressful/bad day, when 
people tried to cut in front of me, I follow the car in front of me really tightly to not let them in, 
and if they try to get in roughly I beep. I thought cutting lines was unethical and is just really not 
polite to do it. I remember the most recent time I had this is two weeks before, I am about to 
have my 6-hour class straight with no break and each class had a test. I was really stressful 
from studying and lack of sleep. I’m late because of the traffic, and there was a car going by so 
fast on my right and tried to cut me through roughly. I got so mad that day and beeped him. I 
thought I am late for getting in the line and stay to the rule and how can you just cut me. I 
beeped him, in school, people looked at me. And beeping him did not make me feel better, 
either. I think back to that today, we have no idea what thing is going on on other people’s lives, 
they could be more stressful than we are. And that car cut me through might just cause 10 more 
seconds for everybody. It is just a time to taking a sip of your water. If I could breathe and let it 
go, that person might have a better day and nothing is gonna hurt me anyway. We all have 
things going on, it is important to understand each other. 
 
My roommates and I have different cleaning expectations, especially when it comes to doing the 
dishes. Almost everyone I’ve talked to at college has experienced a problem like this with at 
least one roommate, but that doesn’t make it any easier to find a solution! With a few 
exceptions, I do my dishes every night so I can use my hydro the next day and my dishes don’t 
clutter the sink. My roommates will leave their dirty dishes in the sink or on the counter for days 
at a time - including big pots and pans that take up the whole space. I don’t like the look of a 
dirty kitchen and feel like I am not in a position to ask them to do dishes every night because I 
have left my dishes in the sink overnight a few times when I was busy studying for a midterm. I 
would become frustrated when I saw all the dirty dishes thinking “It isn’t hard to wash your 
dishes - instead of watching TV, wash your dishes!” However, when I put myself in their shoes, 
watching TV might be their way to relax after a hard day of classes and they don’t want to do 
chores immediately after coming home. In addition, some days it feels like there is a lot of work 
and not enough time to do it, and I completely understand choosing to spend time studying 
rather than washing dishes. While I could speak up about the dish situation, I don’t want to 
become the roommate that nags the others about a small issue. By recognizing the reasons 
why my roommates wait a few days to do their dishes, I can let the issue not frustrate me. 
 
I am a very mindful person with very buddhist worldviews and this assignment is 
essentially what I do on a regular basis. I rarely become angry or frustrated with people 
(literally have not been mad for months), or even “otherize” them, because I am so used 
to snapping into a position of empathy with people. This being said, I will discuss three 
of my most recent instances of interacting with people that were the most relatively 
difficult to empathize with. 
 
Last week, I had a coworker who did not show up to an important meeting. I tried to place 
my mind in his body (which was hungover, because he went out the night before) and 
figure out why he felt that this was okay. I imagined the feeling of being hungover, and 
the feeling of guilt that he must be feeling for missing the meeting, and was not envious 
of him and his situation. I was not even frustrated—I would have to be in the position that 
he was in. 
 
This past weekend, I attended the Lightning in a Bottle music festival. Almost 
immediately upon setting up camp, our neighbor befriended us. He was probably in his 
mid fifties, camping alone, and smoking a cigarette when he introduced himself. As he 



was significantly different from myself in many aspects, I did end up “otherizing” him, 
and put him in a category of person different from myself. This caused me to question 
why he was approaching us and asking us questions, trying to insert himself into our 
already established social group. Remembering this assignment, however, I stopped this 
before I let my opinion of him be cemented. I began talking to him, and putting myself in 
his mind. He was certainly just someone who wanted to make friends and have a good 
time at this music festival. He must have seen my friends and I having a lot of fun and 
laughing, and decided that we would be a good group of people to make the 
acquaintance of. I approached the situation with this mentality, and ended up having a 
great time with him throughout the weekend, both in conversation in camp and on the 
dancefloor.  On a different note, on Sunday night I took some time to myself (meaning 
that I didn’t hangout with my friends for the longest period of the whole four day 
weekend) and walked around, exploring the festival grounds and art installations at a 
pace that I liked. We had agreed to meet back up at 9 to see an artist that we all liked a 
lot. I arrived at our meeting location right at nine, and began pacing around, excited to 
see the artist and tell them about my adventures. I received a text right at nine, “comin 
for you man!”, and figured that they must be running a little late. A little ended up being 
quite an understatement. I quickly grew a little impatient, overwhelmed by the thousands 
of people walking by, and wished that I had just kept on exploring. I began to wonder 
why they were so late. By the time that they arrived at 9:25, I had tried to put myself in 
their minds, and imagined them thinking I was probably going to be late, them getting 
stuck talking to other people, or trying to wrangle more people together to see this artist. 
Once they had arrived, I had removed all notion of anger and disappointment from my 
mind through this empathy exercise.” 
 
My roommate Britt tends to wake up before Riley and me on most mornings, and 
sometimes she likes to leave us notes with things such as "have a great day" etc. The first 
time she did it I thought it was so thoughtful and kind of her. However, when it turned into 
a weekly thing, I was over it. Mainly because she wastes paper, more specifically printer 
paper, that costs money and essentially trees. I get frustrated because I would rather have 
no sweet message at all if it means wasting paper. I also don't enjoy it when she runs 
through a roll of paper towels a week, or dish soap. Her ways of cleaning, cooking and living 
in general, are very wasteful, and it is very easy to get frustrated with her. Then I try to 
empathize with her, after all, I love her, she's such an amazing friend and roommate and 
these small discrepancies between our lifestyles can be talked through and I could teach 
her how to save money and be less harsh on the environment (again). I empathize and 
think to myself that this is the way she was raised by her family, using a lot of paper towels 
to cook and clean, instead of reusable cloths. Maybe income was not an issue as she was 
growing up, that the thought of saving up a couple of dollars a month on limiting the 
amount of dish soap and paper towels she uses is insignificant. Moreover, maybe her 
knowledge of environmental issues is also limited, thus she wouldn't associate her paper 
towels as the cause of deforestation in the Amazon. I empathize with Britt, and I will 
continue to appreciate her kind thoughts when she writes us notes, but I will suggest more 
efficient ways, like a GIF, or a text, there are so many ways she could get creative using her 
phone. 
 
Last weekend I went to Isla Vista to visit some friends. I’m not really into partying 
or getting drunk so being there on the weekend and observing people was an 
experience. We stopped at my friend’s house in afternoon and there was a girl 



sitting around the beer die game watching and singing along to the music. She 
wasn’t wearing much clothing. I started to otherize her because she was spending 
her day doing something I wouldn’t choose to do. I caught myself though, when I 
remembered this assignment and how I have no right to judge her. If I were her I 
would be wondering how other people viewed me. “Hey! I know this song! I wonder 
what that girl is thinking about? I bet you she’s judging me. I’ve never seen her 
before and she’s wearing a Cal Poly shirt. I wonder what she’s doing here. I’m kind 
of hungry but these boys are taking so long at their game. Hopefully we can leave 
soon. It’s cold but I didn’t think I’d need a jacket cuz it was so warm when I left the 
house this morning. Oh well.” 

Thinking about this stuff makes me more aware of how I can easily judge 
others with no background knowledge on them. I find that when I get to know the 
people I otherize, I tend to really enjoy getting to know them and am typically very 
wrong about what I think about them. 
 
This past week, I’m sitting on a bench waiting for my next class, and in front of me is 
another student sitting that I do not know. Usually, I would dismiss this person because 
they have no effect on my life, but this time I want to put myself in his shoes and try to 
understand how he may be feeling in the present moment. This student is sitting in the 
sun on the grass. He has his headphones on, his backpack off, and his lunch out. He’s 
relaxed and enjoying his food that he packed for the day. It’s the middle of the hour so 
he’s probably waiting for his next class just like me. I can tell he’s probably in a good 
mood because I can hear him singing from pretty far away. So often in our world, 
people pass by each other without saying a word, and ignoring the fact that one another 
exists. I am no exception, but this assignment requires me to think differently. Empathy 
is so important because by understanding how others may be feeling at times we can 
respond to different encounters appropriately.  
I have been thinking about this assignment since last weekend. I knew that I wanted to 
focus on my relationship with my roommate and see if I could catch myself “otherizing” 
him. Last weekend, my roommate left for home and left our apartment a mess. I thought 
to myself, “What a dirty, irresponsible, rude college student.” I realized that just because 
he had forgot to do his chores before he left doesn’t mean I should generalize him into a 
negative grouping. As the weekend progressed, I ended up cleaning up the whole 
apartment. I decided that I would make our place spotless so that when he returned, I 
could let him know that I understand he was excited to see his family but he should do 
his part to keep our apartment clean since he hasn’t cleaned since winter quarter. But 
when he returned, he seemed distant and in a bad mood. I decided to give him a day or 
two realize how clean our apartment was. This whole week he didn’t say anything. I was 
frustrated but I waited. I don’t know what I was waiting for exactly, maybe the right time 
to tell him that he should do his chores. But then, yesterday I realized that my roommate 
is going through a tough time. When he went home this weekend for Mother’s Day, he 
got into a fight with his dad, whom he doesn’t have the best relationship with. The things 
that his dad said to him made me realize that my roommate is dealing with issues that 
would make me lose all motivation if it happened to me. I decided that instead of finding 
moments when I can tell my roommate what to do, I should lead by example rather than 
orders.  
 



Recently, I have been getting easily annoyed by my roommates. The house is consistently 
messy. One of the biggest things was the dishes. No one was doing their dishes. In my mind, I 
was thinking, "how hard is it to do your dishes? Finish your food and then wash your dish". 
Then, I put myself in their shoes. What is going on in their lives right now? Is there a real reason 
why they cannot do their dishes? While thinking this, I realized how busy they all are. It is the 
midst of midterm season, everyone is cramming to be able to pass their tests. My roommates 
have been home pretty much only to sleep and eat. The rest of their days are spent either in 
class or the library. Once I put this together, I started to feel sympathetic for them. They are all 
so busy and stressed out, I should not add to their stress by nagging them to clean up and do 
their dishes. Once I realized this, I felt closer to them and I know they will clean up when they 
have the time. 
 
This quarter, I’m taking a theater class for GE units, I’m not a theater major.  So when I entered 
another group of people in that class who seemed very tightly knit and familiar with each other, 
naturally I categorized these classmates as “them and me” vs “us”.  It’s funny, in retrospect, 
seeing how a simple title is all it takes to change the way one views a group of other people.  
The more time I spent in the class and working on our assignments outside of class, I came to 
learn how similar we were to each other.  We are all on the same playing field as human beings 
in college.  I only felt separate from them because they had known each other going into this 
class, but it wasn’t always like that.  They all were in my shoes the year before when they were 
freshmen on this campus getting to know each other for the first time.  It’s weird how our 
minds fall under this way of thinking everyone else has known each other lifetimes before you 
met them when we’re introduced to a new group of people. 
 
I went to Las Vegas last weekend for my friends birthday, and I met and observed a range of 
individuals. I noticed I was otherizing a lot of  them very quickly, usually after a glance or a few 
seconds of watching them. It was usually based on some action of theirs I felt was foolish, 
specifically gambling because thats what essentially everyone is doing in Vegas. I have never 
gambled and personally do not see the appeal, so when I observed so many people gambling so 
much, I easily otherised them. Once I noticed this habit I looked to reflect on how it was 
affecting my experience. I began to detach myself from my own views and tried to see the many 
possibilities that would lead someone to gamble. For one, its Vegas and many people could be in 
a similar position to my own which was making an exception to gamble because they were in 
Vegas. It could also just be an enjoyable but controlled hobby of that persons, as it would be 
unfair and destructive to assume that everyone who gambles does so excessively. Once I 
considered these possibilities, I felt more comfortable in the Vegas environment and was able to 
enjoy it more myself.   
 
Ideally when living in community, everyone contributes. I live in a house with a bunch of people 
and more often than not, it feels like there are only a few people who contribute while the 
‘others’ reap the same benefits of living in the house. Of course everyone contributes in their 
own way in terms of their presence and interactions, but I’m more talking about the practical 
everyday contributing related to cleaning and other responsibilities. For example, our house 
throws a party and somehow, the whole day leading up to it everybody is gone while me and a 
couple other roommates get everything good to go. But then magically, all of the roommates 



show up for the party and partake. One other roommate did show up during the cleaning process 
and ask if he could help. I asked if he could clean some dishes that had been piled up. He cleaned 
like 3 mason jars and left. As can be expected, I found myself harboring a little judgment. As I 
put myself in his shoes, I realized that his understanding of what it takes to enable a house this 
big to function is probably a lot different than mine. He probably views it more as a place to 
crash rather than to live and cultivate, which is perfectly ok. That’s how I have viewed many 
places before, and when you’re just crashing at a place, there’s less incentive to keep the 
environment in a more pristine condition. I also realized more deeply that nothing will be equal. I 
do not need recognition for all of the work I put into this place, but rather can find satisfaction in 
how the fruits of my efforts can be shared with others, whether they know it or not.  
 
At an event, I was granted the opportunity to work with people of all different types of 
disabilities and give them that extra push they need at such events. One patron in particular stood 
out to me most. My boss was telling me that Roderigo is coming and we should all be excited for 
his arrival. I wasn’t sure who Roderigo was but I was looking forward to meeting him. It 
sounded like he was going to be part of our campsite and would be hanging out with us 
frequently. I went with one of my coworkers to greet Roderigo on the bus coming from LA and 
Roderigo arrives, by himself, with a backpack and some bags on his wheelchair. The best way to 
describe Roderigo is that he has a Stephen Hawkings kind of aesthetic. He can’t move out of his 
wheelchair, can barely move his arms, it is very difficult to understand what he says, and he was 
going to be camping with us. My boss asked me and Kate to help Roderigo get his campsite set 
up near us and so we helped set his camp while struggling to understand what he wanted from us 
throughout setup. Once I had finished pitching his tent, pumping his air mattress, and setting up 
his sleeping bag, it was time for me to make myself some lunch. While I was preparing my food, 
I was thinking about how in the world can Roderigo come to a physically intensive event by 
himself and still enjoy himself? He can’t move, he can barely speak, it’s difficult for him to feed 
himself. Mid-lunch, Roderigo comes and talks to me. We have an awesome conversation about 
his experience at many events like this. The fact that he isn’t afraid for asking for help and the 
fact that he still lives life to his maximum ability, despite his physical state. He still goes into 
crowds at concerts and tries to get himself to the front; he has even crowd surfed before in his 
massive 200lb wheelchair. He may not be able to physically move, but he knows how to dance 
and bring such energy to the people around him. He knows how to be patient and how to 
adventure on his own, without the need for help. Roderigo doesn’t pity himself; he allows 
himself to live his best life, despite the challenges that he is faced on a daily basis.  
 
We all have implicit biases, meaning that we unconsciously hold stereotypes about others that 
may affect our attitudes, understanding, or behaviors. For this reason, people regard those who 
may look, act, or identify in a different way than themselves as the "other." I consider myself an 
intersectional feminist, and an ally to marginalized individuals and communities, so my version 
of othering may be different than some. I am extremely culturally conscious, and many of my 
friends and the people I associate with on campus are from communities that are typically 
othered. I find myself frequently othering those with opposing views with me, and in the past 
couple of weeks I have frequently come into contact with clubs on campus who are boothing for 
causes that I strongly disagree with. This week I walked past one of those groups doing a 
"change my mind" event, asking students to engage in topics about controversial issues and 
responding from a closed-minded place. I othered these people, because I cannot fathom how 
anyone could disrespect the lives/identities of others and sometimes it can be hard for me to 
understand the other side. However, this intervention helped me to consider the fact that 



perhaps they have different backgrounds and experiences which have created such views for 
them, and perhaps they don't understand the ways in which their words may harm others. I 
learned the importance of keeping open discussion among different sides, and that the only way 
for us to thrive as humans is attempting to close the divisions that are so prevalent in this 
country and on this campus. Today I took part in an on-campus demonstration, organizing to 
ask admin to invest more in black and brown students through funding the Cross Cultural 
Centers, as well as survivors of sexual violence through hiring two full-time SAFER 
professionals. I found myself frequently othering our school's administration, and after putting 
myself in their shoes, I learned to remember that they may have pressure from interest groups 
and investors/alumni. I feel that these are important lessons, and working together would help to 
alleviate these issues and result in a more equitable campus for all students. I think that 
recognizing our implicit biases and that we all do naturally "other" people is the first step to 
cross-cultural understanding and to healing. This assignment is so important, and I will continue 
to check myself in this way on a daily basis! 
 
This past weekend I ended up “otherising” somebody without even realizing I was doing so. I 
struggled with this assignment for a little while trying to figure out exactly how I would approach 
this and who I would make an effort to empathize with. It ended up being my roommate who in 
the last month or two hasn’t seemed herself. Our living situation at the beginning of the year had 
been two girls & two guys but about 2 months ago one of the girls moved out to take the quarter 
off. Ever since then it's felt like our girl roomate had been very hostile towards me and my fellow 
guy roomate. For a while we were pretty frustrated with her because it seemed as if she was 
always unhappy with us about something. I had never really thought about what she might have 
been going through these past couple months so for about half the quarter we became quite 
distant. This past weekend I had left to go to a graduation ceremony and contemplated the living 
situation I was in. I thought about the fact that it must be really difficult for her to be in a situation 
where she is the only girl and how lonely I would feel at times if I were stuck in a situation with 
all the opposite gender. I also thought about how extremely difficult her major is and specifically 
her schedule this quarter and realized that if I were in her situation I might seem a little 
frustrated or hostile at times too. I’m grateful for the fact that I was able to empathize with her 
more because now that I know how she might be feeling I can try and repair our great 
friendship.  
 

I “otherised” my friend when she could not pick me and my roommates up from an event in paso 
robles. We were in a bad situation because bad weather stopped us from being able to call an 
uber due to bad reception. One of my friends was not feeling well and we were stranded, so we 
really needed to leave. From my view, we were in a bad situation and needed help. However, the 
reception was bad and nobody was communicating, so my friend said she could not come get us. 
From her view, we were being irresponsible and taking advantage of her. We called her out of 
nowhere after not speaking to her for a week or inviting her to hang out with us and then 
expected to be picked up. I was thinking about it from my point of view because I knew that we 
needed help and did not think about how i was portraying the situation. When I called her I was 
frustrated and frantic, so I did not explain anything. This obviously came off the wrong way. In 
her eyes, we were using her and being extremely rude. I did not stop to think about how she was 
perceiving the situation. She had plans and was annoyed that we would expect her to drop 
everything for us, without her even knowing what was going on or how bad our situation was.  
 



I am someone who tends to hold grudges and get very frusterated easily when I dont get along 
with people. This past week some mutual friends I had recently made ended up talking lowly 
about me behind my back to our other mutual friend. The other mutual friend happens to be one 
of my best friends and he ended up telling me. I immediately got extrememly angry because I 
can never believe when people try and talk behind backs to undermine someone without ever 
saying something to their face. Recently I have been trying to better myself and not judge things 
so quickly and because of this experiment i decided to step back look at it as if in their minds 
they are just joking. With some people it is very hard to tell when someone is actually joking or 
if they are actually trying to hurt someone. So when I put myself in their shoes I decided they 
were just trying to have a good laugh. This is good becasuse it immedtiately made me less angry 
and allows me to look at this new friendship from an outside point of view to see if it can 
continue, or if it will be a toxic friendship. 
 
My “otherising” happened at church and I’m really not proud of it. I was sitting in the front row 
of my church with my family and brother’s girlfriend. It was their first time there and I really 
wanted them to appreciate my church. There was a family sitting behind us that most likely was 
from a pentecostal church. In that church denomination, they typically yell out durning the 
middle of service things like “Amen”, “Preach”, or whatever else they feel surging through them. 
I grew up in a baptist church where that never happened, so this occurrence was out of the 
ordinary for me and my family. I found myself getting slightly annoyed and thinking things like 
“Why are they at this church?” or “We don’t do that around here”. I’m not proud of these 
thoughts and  I caught myself almost as soon as these thoughts occurred, but they still happened 
and I have to admit that. I was too worried about having my church make a good impression on 
my parents that I didn’t stop to think about the thing that makes it so amazing to begin with, the 
fact that it is home and solitude to anyone and everyone.  
 
The empathy self intervention has been quite a challenge during last week since we tend to mind 
our own business such as school, family, friends and club activities. It’s quite odd to distract 
myself from what I am focusing on and think of what other people might be going through. I had 
a few reflections while I was watching a reality show in chinese which showed the working 
environment of solid waste handling sites. No only their working environment is unpleasant, it 
was just very sad to see all of the trash that we produced every day is being handled. The feeling 
of weakness and hopeless when facing mountains of landfill trash and food waste, there are so 
much sacrifice behind the ease of our lives. The most stressful part is seeing people around me 
unable to recognize the importance of reducing trash and sometimes produce unexpected trash. 
Even myself, I feel guilty for forgetting to bring the grocery bag when I go buy grocery, 
receiving gifts that has a lot of packing, buying things I really want that probably produced a lot 
of trash. In contrast, there are people in this world who suffers from the trash we produce and 
deal with the nasty smell, pickout the unrecyclable materials from the recyclables. This 
discourage me and encourage me at the same time to think of other people’s life, which in turns 
change my ways of doing things to help them.  
 
I’ve considered what it may feel like to be in the mind and position of people you see passing by 
on a day to day basis, whether fellow students or people working throughout SLO or those who 
are simply out for a night downtown. After all, these people are all humans too, for that is what 
we all are just fellow human beings. Yet the thought of otherizing people still occurs, mostly on 



a how is there life compared to mine, are they happier or worse for wear? Will my days get better 
as there’s get worse? In the end one can’t truly know if they never see or speak to said person to 
find out, but even then, time and life will go on.  
For the intervention this week I kept track of any time that I otherized someone and decided 
upon one in which it took me a while to realize how I had otherized said person. I occasionally 
eat at Pokerito and have come to recognize some of the employees there, but I never truly see 
them beyond that role and never give a thought to there existence beyond those times I interact 
with them. It may sound cruel, but do we ever really consider every person we meet beyond the 
moment we encounter them? In this case an older woman who worked at Pokerito had to get my 
attention when I had left my credit card at the register, thankfully I had eaten in the restaurant or 
else I would have left without it. This event broke the normal interactions I had come to expect at 
Pokerito and caused me to consider how I thought about these people as almost machines in a 
way. This woman was probably used to the routine of working there by now, serving all the folk 
who would frequent the place as well as those who decided to try something new for a change. 
Her thoughts may have revolved around taking a job like this to help support herself and her 
family. Maybe she had a spouse and kids that she wanted to make sure had a roof over their head 
and food to eat. How many college students like me does she work alongside or serve on a day to 
day basis? She might even consider us bright youngsters who are trying to gain a better 
education to further ourselves in life. Perhaps she is more considerate of our existences than we 
tend to be of hers? When she handed me back my card, she may have felt joy at having helped 
someone even if they were just a stranger. To live a nice and quiet life where she works and then 
goes back home before the cycle repeats, sometimes that’s all one wants in life a sense of 
stability and content. She may also still wish for a higher position within her workplace with 
better pay and benefits to live a little more luxuriously. In the end I cannot truly say what 
thoughts run through her mind nor what life she leads, but I can at least look at them and 
acknowledge that they are a human just like me and through that we are made equals. 
 
A common frustration for me in my house is when my roommates don't pitch in to help clean. 
Myself and one of my other roommates, Mackenzie, seem to be the only two out of the six of 
us who are concerned with keeping a clean living space. When it comes to dishes, sweeping the 
floors, cleaning the counters, picking up clutter, etc. no one else helps us to clean. Mackenzie 
and I have had several discussions with each other about needing a clean environment to help 
us focus and feel less stressed out. While it was initially easy for me to be critical and upset at 
the rest of my roommates for not helping to clean, I shifted my mindset to be empathetic. For 
them, in the midst of their busy lives, cleaning our house is not as high of a need or priority on 
their list as it is for me. I was able to see from their perspective that they are not intentionally 
trying to push off all of the housework onto me and Mackenzie, they just don't have the same 
priority and urgency to maintain the space in the same way that we do. My other roommates 
are feeling preoccupied and stressed out, feeling like it would be a waste of their time to spend 
their free moments cleaning the house. This project helped me to learn to see past my initial 
frustrations in order to understand my roommates better and work towards compromise in the 
future, both accommodating my feelings and theirs.  
 
For my self intervention, the instance in which I otherized a person was when I had been 
watching a lot of YouTube videos required by teachers,(only one of which was by you I believe) 
and my friend started talking to me. I missed something they said and I instinctively pressed the 



left arrow key on my keyboard, which rewinds a YouTube video by 5-10 seconds depending on 
the video. In that instance, I viewed them as an other, or even just anOTHER YouTube video. 
 
If I would have been in their shoes. I probably would have rolled my eyes and thought,"Oh, my 
gosh, this person needs to lay off the electronics." However, having known this person for two 
years. I know the thought process was a little more like,"I hope this story isn't too 
boring.*remembering more details of the story* Oh but he'll find this part funny." At this point he 
had looked away remembering the details and giving himself a smile. And didn't even see me 
press rewind. And I started laughing. "Wait I didn't get to the funny part yet, why is he laughing. 
It most be important since he's interrupting the story." *I tell him what I did* "Haha that's funny, I 
didn't even noticed." * He proceeds to inform me how he didn't notice and wouldn't have if I 
didn't say anything* "Oh my gosh Deric is a strange dude."  
Note: all quotes are me putting myself in his mindspace. 
 
I think I liked this intervention since it focuses on human interaction and attempting to see the 
world for a different perspective. I wish we didn't have to come across an instance of otherizing 
people because that was my first otherizing all week. I wish it would have more options, like find 
an instance of someone being frustrated or angry. And put your self in their shoes. Why are 
they(you) angry? How are they(you) going to handle their(your) emotions? 
 


