Over the past summer I had the opportunity to work at my local “Cold Stone”, an Ice Cream
Creamery. Given that our location required us workers to do tricks with our ice cream when
mixing it, or sing while serving, it was normal for us to receive a small tip for each customer we
served. This of course was factored into our paycheck and we were paid minimum wage. Over
time of course I got to the point I almost expected a tip and got very angry, truthfully furious,
when customers wouldn’t tip after I did one of my best tricks or served them extra. However
after going to a restaurant for dinner one night, I realized I wasn’t going to have enough cash to
leave a decent tip. In this moment it stuck me that my customers, despite whatever trick I
preform or accommodation I provide them, they might not be able to afford a tip, let alone the
expensive price coldstone already charges for ice cream. Now going forward form this, that
disappointment of a zero dollar tip still exists, however I’ve learned to take a step back and think
about it. Because that customer might have something going on right now financially, or they
even could just be distracted and forget to tip. While my personal philosophy will always keep
me tipping, I am able to now understand why one might might not tip and still respect the
restaurant workers.

My friend was very confused by why her friend got mad when she
showed up at a spot he goes to just sit when he needs a break. She
was one of the few people he told about this spot, as he mostly kept it
a secret, and when she asked where he was and he was there, she
went and showed up with another girl because she wanted to say hi.
He got really mad at her, which mad her get really angry at him
because all she wanted to do was say hi to him. She was telling me
about this, and I asked why he kept it a secret from most people. She
told me that he kept it a secret because he would go there when he
needed to get away from things and be alone. He didn’t have the best
home life even though he was close with his family, and would go to
the spot to be alone and wanted a place that was his space, not for
anyone else but him. He had brought her there before because he was
very close with her and wanted to show her his special spot, so she
didn’t understand why it was such a big deal. We talked about it and
tried to think about why he would be so upset and I explained how to
him, letting someone into his personal spot was a huge deal because
it was where he went to get away from things and it was something
that he could be in control of, unlike at home and most places he
goes, and when she brought another person there she took away the

one thing he felt he had control of. After talking about it, we both
understood why he reacted the way he did instead of being mad at
him for being mad for us trying to say hi to him, which is what it had
seemed like to us before.
A couple weeks ago, one of my very close friends was having trouble adjusting to college. I
thought she was just being a baby because she missed mommy and daddy and our friends at
home. I always asked her why she was being a baby since she would constantly cry and go
home every weekend. It was when I made an effort to have her open up to me that I realize she
was dealing with something bigger than being homesick. She has been battling depression and
I felt horrible for “otherizing” her by simply assuming she wasn't dealing with anything. I know
talk to her constantly to make sure she is doing okay and to see if she ever needs anything. I
truly believe we can all make a difference if we all just take a step back and realize that people
are dealing with much more stuff than what is on the surface of their character.
The other day I was working in a mechanical engineering lab on a project. There were 4 of us working on
taking apart an engine. While we were doing this one of the people in the group kept telling me to put
the tools I was using back into the container. From there I “otherized” them by thinking that they were
just being annoying and couldn’t get passed my own annoyance. I then took a step back and realized
they were just trying to keep the desk organized and really making sure that our group wasn’t losing
anything. I learned that you really do have to be careful letting emotions take over and not thinking
about what other people are thinking.

It all happened Spring quarter 2019 in Tsikawayu. I was a freshman in the new dorms
and my friend group had the tendency to hangout in each other’s rooms. My friend group and I
were tight. We would eat most meals together, go on trips together, go grocery shopping
together, etc. One day, my friend Noah and I were walking back to the dorms after picking up
some groceries at Campus Market. I got some cereal and milk and he got some chips and
gatorade. We got back to his room and I asked him if I could store my milk in his fridge and he
said, “Of course!”. I leave the milk there for a few days, knowing the expiration date. The day
before the milk was going to expire I went down to his room to retrieve it. When I arrived I
checked the fridge and found my milk with the rim covered in peanut butter. When I asked Noah
what happened to my milk, he said he ate some peanut butter and needed something to wash it
down. I was furious! I yelled at him and we got into this big argument about how I told him I

was going to come back for it. He explained that he checked the expiration date and it was the
next day, so he thought I forgot about it. That didn’t stop me from giving him a piece of my mind. In
retrospect, I know I overreacted and can look at the situation through the eyes of Noah. I could have
had some empathy. He really was just drinking some milk he thought was just going to go bad. His
actions were not malicious and therefore I could no longer be mad.

I have been lifeguarding at the same community pool since I was a freshman in high school.
This means that I have a lot of experience and know almost entirely how the system is
supposed to work and all the details. Due to that, I have to help teach and monitor all the
new guards when they start working at the pool. At the beginning of this most recent
summer, we got a whole new batch of guards, a few of which I was already friends with
because I knew them from my years on the swim team. A few weeks in we had a situation
where we had multiple guards watching the pool because there were so many people in the
pool and a person started to drown in one of the new guard's zone. However, they were not
paying any attention and the person was struggling heavily for a long time. Another guard
then noticed this and jumped in to save this person and we had to go through the whole
process. Afterward, I was super mad and started yelling at the new guard for not being
attentive and not knowing what they were doing. I then noticed how scared she looked and
the way that she was about to break into tears and I realized that when I was a brand new
guard I would have been absolutely terrified in that situation. I then calmed down a bit and
we spent an hour after our shift talking about the stress and fear that she was feeling. I then
explained to her the importance of watching the pool at all times and gave her advice on
what she needed to be doing. Since then I've tried to take a much more empathetic
leadership role with the new guards and I've tried to learn as much from these intense
experiences as the new guards do.

I have younger twin sisters who are now Seniors in high school. It’s crazy to think that they are
almost graduating because they really haven’t grown up a whole lot in my eyes. Colette the youngest in
the family matured more than Linnea however and I never really understood why. This was until I
looked through our childhood in her eyes. Colette always stirred up a whole lot of drama which never
helped Linnea but it’s beyond that. Linnea was never the most social person and has always struggled
for close friends while Colette and I have made friends quite easily. I can somewhat understand how she
felt as when I was younger my friends were mean to me but it was always in a joking way. For some
reason the girls in her grade have always had something against Linnea and I really wish I could’ve
helped her out more. She will get really close friends only to get in one big argument with them over
something so pointless and ruin the friendship. I have to empathize for her when I make stupid sarcastic
jokes and she gets mad at me. Instead of laughing at her and questioning why she is enraged at me I
have to take a step back. I need to realize exactly the words I’m saying to her as they could really hurt.

Along with this I need to talk to my sister Colette about empathy and why we need to watch what we
say around her as we don’t know what she’s going through. It’s super tough to do this because you just
want to have fun and laugh with your family but you have to realize that what you think funny the
people around you might not think it’s funny at all.

One major lapse in my ability to empathize with others (to “otherize”) occurred very recently. As a part
of my first PHYS 141 project, my group was tasked with observing and making conclusions on some
energy intensive activity. I was tasked with using tracker to find the kinematics of the activity and
analyzing the data. As I spent hours using tracker, managing the data to find the position, velocity, and
acceleration of the running, estimating kinetic energy, and the writing analysis of the data, I slowly
became more and more irritated with some of my teammates and their apparent lack of effort in the
project worth 5% of our grade. When we got our project back with a C, and seeing most of the required
fixes being areas that I needed to work on, I was upset enough to disregard the project for most of the
week and to let the grade stand. I then realized that there were areas for my teammates to work on the
project; they just didn’t know which areas to work on since I was handling several (potentially too many)
areas at once and thus wasn’t giving them a chance to put their work into the project. After speaking
with one person, we were able to more evenly divide work on the project and resubmit it. In my last
lapse in empathy in this episode, I neglected to print out our revised project and this other person left
one of their other classes (that I didn’t know they had at the time) to print out the revision. I talked to
them as we left class today, and I learned that they got a yelling for doing that, but nothing that affected
their standing in the class. I very deeply regret not considering that they may have had other obligations
at the time.

For most of the situations that make me upset, I try to see it through the eyes of other people
which usually calms me down.
However, I never understood why people became so angry over really small things. Like minor
inconveniences that happened to them, that took up no more than a minute of their day.
What I did not realize is that I was also like this, I was practically trained to always keep a
schedule and stick to it. This made me extremely irritable and stressed out over the smallest
change in plans.
What I have come to realize is that everyone is different; we all like and dislike different things.
We all have different past experiences that have shaped us into the people we are today.
Something that would have been no big deal to me could potentially have been a big deal for
someone else, we should try to understand a person before we make judgements about them.

Last night, before going out with a group of friends, one of them expressed that she was having
some family problems because her grandma was sick. She said that she would be checking her
phone frequently to receive updates her condition. When she said this, of course we comforted
her, however, I didn’t take the time to truly see how she was feeling. I gave the standard, “Oh my
goodness, I’m so sorry, if you need anything, I’m here.”. I felt like a robot saying it because
that’s the only thing I’ve been taught to say. I think I meant it? I didn’t put myself in her shoes,
instead, I just said the polite words and tried to move on with the night.
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At the beginning of last year there was a new student that came to my high school. She was from New
Mexico, and to my friends and I who had grown up in the SF Bay Area all of our lives, had a very
different way of life. To be honest my friends and I never really thought much of it. She and the rest of
us found it fun to compare our different traditions and how we approached different topics in the Bay
Area vs Rural New Mexico and got a good laugh out of a difference every once in a while. But one day
she mentioned something to us that we all found very concerning: She would drive to and from her
work despite the fact that she was not an insured driver (which should it not be obvious, is very much
illegal). We immediately jumped on this comment and over the next few days demanded that she find
some way to become a member on her parent’s insurance so that she would not be breaking the law.
Our concern stemmed from a place of concern for her- we did not want her to get arrested for driving
uninsured or otherwise get into trouble that would mess up the college future that she continually
talked about- but after a couple of days I realized that it was not a very empathetic response to the
situation that she was in. Moving from New Mexico, the cost of living in the bay area was much higher
than anything that she had dealt with before, and her family had been struggling financially since they
arrived. It occurred to me that the extra $2-3k dollars that insurance costs for a teen yearly was not an
easy bill for them to foot. On top of that, her prior method of transportation that she used to get to and
from work, her bike, had been ruined when she had been hit by a car a few weeks before while biking to
work- fortunately she was alright.
After thinking about it, I realized that while I had meant well by my demands that she get insurance,
they did not come from a place of empathy given the situation that she was in. Instead some of us
volunteered to give her rides to and from work until she was later eventually able to get car insurance.
While I originally saw someone who was recklessly endangering themselves and others for selfish
interests, I needed to look from her view to see that she was trying her best to manage a job, her
finances, school and a now-broken bike. It was an experience that taught me the importance of
empathy and looking at a situation through another person’s eyes.

Last year, two of my friends introduced me to one of their friends from high school. I shook his
hand and kind of disregarded him thinking that I wouldn’t talk to him or have anything in
common. I felt that there was no need to put effort into a conversation because I would never
see him again. I couldn’t have been more wrong. The next day I met him again at a party and
we happened to start talking about fishing and hunting. This was a turning point because after

our conversation we realized that we had everything in common. From then on we became best
friends and over the past year I have grown extremely close with him. We go hunting and fishing
all the time. The funny part of this story is that he thought the same thing as I did. When we first
met he thought I was some random frat guy that he didn’t care for. He hung out with all of our
friends and we realized this was the start of a long friendship. Fortunately we were both wrong
and got over “otherizing” each other and now we are best friends.
When I was at the farmers market last week, I was enjoying some food with my friends and while we
were eating, a group of dancers with really tight close, of all genders and backgrounds, came out and
started dancing out on the street to some music. As they were walking out, I immediately began to
judge them and “otherize” them negatively. They were all wearing tight leather clothes and provocative
clothing, which I myself would never wear, that’s why I was judging them. Looking back at it, I realized
that I was judging them because they are different and doing something that I deemed weird, but
maybe it's not for them. Looking through their eyes, maybe the dancing and the clothing was an outlet
for them to express themselves. Maybe the dancing was a way to be apart of something and it's
something that they really enjoy. What I got from this was that you shouldn’t judge people for what
makes them happy. It may not be something that appeals to you, but that doesn’t mean someone else
isn’t allowed to enjoy it.

"I'm currently rooming with my high school friend. I didn't want to be their roommate but they
wanted to room with me. So I reluctantly said yes to rooming with them and was willing to try it
out for a year. I could tell there was already some tension between us during our senior year
when they started drifting away from our friend group. Anyways, I always wondered why they
wanted to room with me even though we were in constant arguments back in high school. I
came to a conclusion that they just wanted someone they knew back home close to them
whenever they were in need of familiarity, since we came to Cal Poly, which was around 200
miles away from home."

For a few years now, I have been taking notice of more homeless people on the street when I
am shopping or in town for some other reason. I can’t help but feel bad for them, but I also
choose to ignore them and to not donate to any of them not out of spite or greed, but because
it is hard to tell which one’s are genuinely homeless or are begging to keep themselves alive.
I can’t quite imagine what it might be like for one of the genuinely homeless people out there,
who have to resort to begging from strangers to keep themselves alive just to be told that they
are probably going to spend the money on drugs or alcohol instead of what they need to live.
Sure, there are those out there who do spend their money on those things, but it makes living
much harder on those who really are trying to keep themselves alive on the streets. People
seem to treat them like they enjoy living on the streets, begging for scraps from people who
couldn’t give two cents about whether they live or die tomorrow. It is hard to imagine the

loneliness and pain that they must feel whenever they are generalized with the worst among
them, who very likely do not make up the majority of their population.

For this intervention, I decided to work on something that has been on my mind for many years
now. I’ve worked in the restaurant business for about 5 years now and it can be a very stressful
job a lot of the time. I feel this way because as servers we are always trying to make sure our
guests are having the best experience as possible as dining out is usually a treat to the
majority. I have realized that I have started to get frustrated when people do not leave tips or
leave anything under 15% of the bill, especially because I have always worked at finer
establishments where it’s about $50 per person without drinks. So my thought is that usually if
you are coming to this nice of a restaurant you would know that usually you should tip around
20% if they did a job well done. This mainly irritates me because I am now supporting myself
and tips are a huge part of my income in college. However, after thinking about this assignment
I have to realize that sometimes these diners may not have all that money especially the extra
amount to tip the servers. Some of these guests may be treating their significant other or
someone very special to them and has scraped up all of the piggy banks to come to a nice
outing. A very common instance I can think of is when seniors or tourists (mainly foreigners)
come to dine and they leave little to no tip, this is because they do not know that most people tip
15-20% to help the servers out. I have come to realize this is usually them not stiffing me but
because they may just not know the standards or maybe struggling to actually treat a friend with
the last of their funds.

My Mom came from a really tough upbringing, in which her mother suffered from severe bipolar
disorder and her father was never really there. My Mom had to take on many responsibilities for her
two younger siblings, such as cooking and cleaning, before she was even ten years old. She had to work
for everything she had, and was able to motivate herself to work tirelessly to gain a better life. Now, as a
happily-married mother and a recent college graduate, my Mom has finally reached a stable life she
once dreamed of. Because of this, however, she is often very protective and loving towards me and my
brother, to a point that most teenagers may find annoying. I have learned now, especially after leaving
home for college, that my mom really just wanted to make sure that I never had to endure the suffering
that she did, always providing me with whatever I need to pursue any opportunity. So, no matter how
much she may embarrass me, I am forever grateful for her sacrifices, and understand that her constant
support and protection is only because she wants a better life for me.

On the first day of summer break following my junior year of high school, I rode the city bus
home and during the ride I ended up having a conversation with older man sitting nearby. He
opened himself up to me, describing how he had been homeless for years, struggling to
continue but pushing forward. I even learned about his upbringing, growing up Latino in a
poverty-ridden area. We talked about how public transport should be free, how unfair it was
that the people who needed it the most couldn’t afford it. The bus ride flew by, and once it was

over, I was forced to really step back and contemplate how I’ve regarded homeless people in
the past; when I would pass them in public I would pretend like they weren’t even there, and
I’m ashamed of that now because it’s important to recognize that they are human too, and
have opinions and intelligence and are worthy of respect. Talking to him let me step off my high
horse and come to a more complete understanding of the value of human life, and the
importance of treating everyone as equals so that society can follow suit.

I often find it very easy to otherize people as I can be quite reserved. Those that I am
close with are those that mean the world to me, and it’s very easy to connect with them,
however this makes it so that if I don’t know people well it’s hard for me to describe
myself as connected to them. I empathize greatly for those who are close with me, and
those with struggles that I can relate with some of the things that I value most. For
example I will always put my parents and brother above all else, they mean the world to
me and I can’t imagine losing them, so my heart genuinely hurts for those who have lost
a sibling or a parent because I could never imagine that pain. I guess besides that
sometimes I can find it difficult to really connect with people or what’s happening. I
would always be willing to help and listen, it’s just for those I don’t know or those who
are struggling with something that I personally can’t relate to something that I’ve
experienced, I find it difficult to connect. This then becomes the case of viewing them as
an “other”, they’re someone else with struggles of their own.

I guess I’ve never really thought about it as anything bad as in my mind it was simply
just that everybody has a life with struggles of their own. I could always recognize that
somebody’s struggles could be really difficult and I’d feel sorry for them without a doubt,
it just never became a case of connecting it to myself. To sum it up it was just a “I’m so
sorry that you have to go through that” reaction. As I think about it now it seems a little
selfish as if I was struggling or hurting I would want someone to help me, even if they
personally hadn’t gone through the same thing as me, or maybe even if they didn’t know
me all that well, at the end of the day any encouragement and support is helpful. In this
crazy world we live in it’s important to support each other, because that’s how we as a
society will learn to thrive and work together. All too often society is viewed as an every
man for himself/survival of the fittest environment, but that’s only because we as people
make it that way.

I’m realizing now that instead of simply connecting with or worrying about helping those
who are close to me, I should be more willing to help anyone that I can see is in need of
help. I shouldn’t be separating myself from those I don’t know as much as I am. I tend to
hide in my comfort zone of friends and people, but in reality that isn’t going to get me far

and it’s definitely not going to allow me to help others. That needs to change, because if
everyone were to do otherize people in the way that I do, the world would feel lonely
and unwelcoming. Nobody wants to feel left out, or as if they couldn’t get help.
Otherizing people only causes harm, as in the end sometimes life can be an absolute
shit show, but we’re all in this boat together so why not work together.

Coming from a smaller tourist-city, my buddies and I always had to go out of town to do
anything fun. Something we did more often was go to the movies. I have always loved going
to the movie theatre, because there is just something about watching an epic story on the
big screen ten times more exciting. I remember one time my friends and I went to see the
first Guardians of the Galaxy movie, which I was extremely pumped to see. I had been
waiting all week to go see it. So we all bought tickets, went to the theatre and then quieted
down as the movie began to start. Soon as the movie started, however, some lady's kid
started crying too. It wasn't a soft cry either, so I was having a hard time trying to focus on
the movie. At the time, I was hoping that that woman would leave as the baby went off
every 10 minutes. I couldn't understand why she couldn't have just left the kid at home, or
just watched the movie at home. Looking back, I could have felt more empathy towards her
because I wasn't aware of her situation. Maybe she did not have money for a baby sitter or
have someone to leave the kid with. She could have been even more excited than me to see
the movie, but the only way she would be able to if she brought him with her. It is very easy
to look from my perspective because I'm myself, however I can't do this as it may invalidate
what others could be going through.

On Saturday, one of my friends from high school called me wanting to catch up because we hadn’t talked
in a couple of weeks. She had been having a hard time in school recently and was looking to talk to
someone that would cheer her up. When she called I was in the middle of something and at the time
didn’t feel like helping her out with problems I couldn’t relate to. Looking back on it, pretty mean. She
has been having trouble making friends and is having a hard time with her classes, and wanted to talk
about it. I didn’t really know what to say because I’ve been meeting a lot of people and have, dare I say,
been having fun in my classes and college in general. But since we had been talking about the empathy
reflection in class I tried to make an effort to go into her shoes. At first, it made me feel pretty bad since
it’s not fair to disregard someone else’s problems because you aren’t having them. It also made me realize
that the two of us have very different personalities. I would consider myself a very extroverted person and
love putting myself out there while she is much more reserved. She could have trouble making friends
because she’s more introverted, and it would be a whole lot harder for her to put herself out there with all
the stress of school included as well. I would have a tough time making friends if I was shy as well.
Another thing it helped me realize in her shoes is that she struggles with confidence a lot more than I do.
I’m a lot more confident in myself, which helps me put myself out there when I’m meeting new people.
Her on the other hand often overthinks things and doubts herself often. I came to realize that if I was
constantly over-analyzing things in my head, school would be pretty rough. After thinking about this
during our conversation, my advice to her was to try and just imagine that everyone wants to be your
friend and you never know if they’re going to like you until you put yourself out there. I don’t know if it’s
going to help or not but it helped me realize how differently some people can view the world.

A few days ago I got into an argument with one of my friends. Usually these types of arguments
get resolved when we find common ground, usually by backtracking our reasoning to the point
where we agree on something, or find where our paths first diverge. Not this one, however. No
matter how far back we traced our reasoning, we took completely different stances on each part
of the argument. I came from a place where pretty much everyone was raised in a very similar
way, so I’m used to being able to trace differences in thinking to specific points where our
families’ values differed. Needless to say, we both left the argument very frustrated and unable
to understand why we couldn’t see eye to eye—seemingly on anything. At first, I just brushed it
off as them being unreasonable. But, as I thought further on the subject, I remembered some of
the stories they had told me about their family, and considering the impact that probably had on
their upbringing, I realized that we are exact opposites in our ways of thinking. Honestly, I don’t
think we can ever fully understand the 18 years of development that has lead to our unique ways
of thinking enough to agree on most things. But, knowing that, we no longer need to argue about
anything. Since we are never going to see eye to eye, and we won’t understand each others’ line
of reasoning, we can just accept each others’ different viewpoint as their own, and move past
them as friends.
For the past few weeks, I’ve found myself judging liberal arts and business majors pretty harshly
when they complain about workload or homework. I used to get irritated when they would
complain, since most STEM majors have it much harder. Living in a dorm that consists of almost
all liberal arts majors also doesn’t help, because honestly I get jealous when they have so much
free time, and a lot of times I’ve thought to myself “why would you even come to Cal Poly if
you were just going to be a liberal arts major?”. However, when I look back at that thought now,
and place myself in their positions, I realized that I was letting jealousy cloud my judgement of
them. They came to this university to study what they love, and get a degree in what they’re
passionate about from a good college, just like STEM majors, and just like me. It’s no one’s fault
that our workloads or free times vary,. From now on, I won’t be quick to judge when a history
major vents to me about their homework, because we’re all in the same boat and all knew what
we signed up for.

I have recently been involved with a situation in which one of my friends was talking to this girl for a few
years and they got close. I was happy for them, but they decided not to date for certain reasons that I
will not disclose, but the girl has been acting differently recently. I assumed it was because she did not
like him, and I encouraged my friend to ask her himself in order to know the full story. It turns out she
was having family problems and did not really want to talk about them, which made her situation worse.
Instead of goading my friend to confront the situation, I should have encouraged him to be more
supportive of her in what she is going through.

Last year, one of my friends and I were getting fed up with our other friends. We were getting
annoyed with her and we started gossiping about her to each other. We over-amplified

everything she said to us. She would annoy us, and we would judge her for things we said about
her crushes and her personal decisions. I think the main thing I regret was judging her about her
college decision. This girl had been accepted into Cal Poly, UCLA, and many other colleges, but
she decided to go to the University of New Mexico. My other friend and I judged her for it
because she could have gone to a better college that had a higher ranking. However, I should
have had more empathy for her because her family was struggling financially and her only
choice was to go to the University of New Mexico because otherwise, she would have gone into
a large amount of debt. Looking from her side, it made a lot more sense to go to New Mexico.
Next time I start to judge someone’s decision, I will look at their perspective and try to
understand it from their side.

Last summer I had the opportunity to work at a ropes course up in the Corralitos Mountains.
My first day on the job I meet my supervisor and trainer. I saw him with a full rope climbing
harness on, as well as a helmet and a walkie talkie on his belt. He told me he had been working
there for thirteen years now and he looked to be in his forties or fifties. I immediately wrote
this man's entire story in my head and already pinned him as some insanely passionate rope
course instructor who would be extremely hard to work for because of his exact specifications
for how things should run on his ropes course. Part of that turned out to be true as he trained
me for the next two weeks with extremely precise step by step by tutorials on how he did
everything around the ropes course. A couple of days in I started to get extremely frustrated
with him as I would use a different process occasionally to complete the same task that he did
and he would insist that I did everything his way. I was very close to quitting as I thought to
myself "Who can work for a guy like this?" and then I realized that all the other employees at
the ropes course apparently could. I thought that if all them could complete the training then it
wasn't anything wrong with the manager himself, there is a problem with how I am perceiving
him. I asked myself why he was so particular with every little detail of setup and cleanup and it
came to me that his years of experience at the course has lead him to partake in many hours of
activities up there and he would know through the years which way is the easiest way to get
things done. It is also a dangerous job working as a rope course instructor so I gained an
appreciation for how much importance he put into every little detail so that the important
safety precautions would come together routinely. I now have a greater amount of empathy for
when employees are working at their jobs because they will almost always have infinitely more
experience at it than I do.

This past summer I worked as a maintenance guy for a retirement home. My day consisted of
receiving work orders and completing as many as I could be the end of the day. One day I got a
work order from an elderly woman telling me that her garbage disposal was not working. When
I got there she was yelling at me and telling me that I took to long to get there and she has not
been able to use her sink. I was initially irritated because of the fact that I had been working all
day and did my best to get to her apartment as soon as possible. Instead of getting frustrated
with her I should put my self in her shoes. In her eyes, she had probably waited there all day
without being able to use her sink. She might have felt as though she was forgotten. She might
have been frustrated because she could no longer fix it herself. There are a number of things
that could have happened for her that day that I am unaware of. It is important to be conscious
of that and be empathetic, rather than irritated.

I would always get very mad at my mom because she wouldn’t let me drive late at night. It was
very frustrating and I would always argue with her about why she cant just treat me like the adult
I am. However, I eventually came to look at the situation from her perspective and understand
why she wouldn’t want us to be out. She has experienced friends dying in car crashes and other
accidents and she just doesn’t want the same thing to happen to me.

I started living with new roommates this year and have started to familiarize myself with the
dietary choices they make when they buy groceries. One of my roommates eats very
unhealthily. When he goes on a grocery run, he almost always buys junk food and avoids
nutritional foods like vegetables and fruit. I decided to try empathizing with his food choices
because I try to make healthy choices for myself when I go shopping.

At first, I thought maybe he's a picky eater and just chooses to not eat healthily. However, he
told me that he buys those foods because he doesn't have much money and buys junk food
because it's often the cheapest. When he was growing up at home, his parents often bought
the same things, not knowing there are many other healthy alternatives that can also be cheap.

So next time he went to Food4Less, I joined with him and advised him on these alternatives.
Rice and beans instead of cookies and soda. He still bought some junk that apparently he can't
live without, but overall I felt like I helped him try to be a little healthier. This experience made
me realize that people that eat unhealthily might not be doing so intentionally, it may just be
how they've been raised or due to monetary circumstances; sometimes it's both of these. So I
empathize with him on that front, but I'm glad I was able to steer him in the right direction for
when he goes out shopping again.

In the past year or so, I have found myself butting heads with my mom a lot over some pretty
unimportant things. I would just get mad at her for small things like coming into my room after
a long day or asking me questions about my life that I have answered before. Thinking of it from
her perspective though, I forget how many things she juggles at one time and how she has to
deal with her life, my life and both of my sisters lives on top of working. I have seen the lists of
things she makes of things she needs to do in a day and it amazes me how long some of the
things can take. Being in college has really made me realize how time management is so
important especially when you have a lot on your plate. Now that I have spent time to think
about this, I try to make everything as easy as I can for her by just taking some of the things she
usually does and planning them out myself.

Anyone who has a sibling knows that it’s normal to get in fights with them, and my brother and I
are no different. Often times, my brother would be doing anything, from homework to playing
video games, and I would try to give him tips on how he could do things better, or make things
easier for himself. He would mostly ignore me, and this was frustrating to me as well as him,
because I just couldn’t stand to see him do something that I thought was wrong. I would plead
with him to listen to me as it would make his life so much easier, but of course he didn’t and
inevitably we would get into a fight. What’s different about my brother, however, is that he has
ADHD and his brain simply doesn’t work the same way mine does. I always knew he had
ADHD, but I recently learned about myself that I was otherizing him. Since then I’ve tried to
learn a lot about how ADHD brains work, but that doesn’t compare to being inside his brain
specifically. Even still, I feel as if I have more of an insight as to how his mind works, and I can
better understand why he makes the choices he does.

