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Growing up, my mother always told me that if I worked hard enough I could someday become a life-saving doctor, a lawyer that sought justice, an intelligent professor, or even the President of the United States! But she forgot to mention the part where the accent in my voice and the brand name of my clothing would potentially put me at a huge disadvantage despite the ever-changing educational reforms. But none the less, I listened to my mother’s words with a grain of hope in my heart and a passionate determination in my soul—I would go to college and break the vicious cycle that I have witnessed one too many times. 
 It was beautiful morning for a college tour with my upward bound math and science group
 and I found myself gazing into an affluent garden that only contained one type of flower; such a large garden only to be deprived of the exquisiteness of diversity was disturbing. This was my first tour at a private University. The campus was absolutely breath-taking. Everyone gazed up at the magnificent structures that nearly took our breath away; even though the sun kept getting in our eyes. We strolled through the campus full of hope and purpose; I turned to my best friend and smiled because I knew he was thinking the exact same thing as I was—if we worked hard enough, we could go to school here, and nothing would stop us because we were invincible. Or so we thought.

 Every year, my Upward Bound math and science group takes the time to visit a few private schools, on the list of mostly local public schools, to help students get a broader view of the college spectrum. They believe that our education should not be limited by our financial resources. The school that we visited, in all of its grandeur, was like nothing I had ever seen before or even knew existed. For the longest time, I wanted to attend a private university, simply because I had never had the opportunity to even consider the prospect of it growing up in a low-income household. I know this reasoning almost seems childish, but at the time, I didn't know how to express the difference in class sizes, financial aid assistance, and pure opportunity that a private school could offer in comparison to a public school. I remember my first college tour of a private university very clearly because I had never been so insulted in my life and it altered the way I viewed man’s mechanical ability to erroneously judge others—even my own. 

After the tour, my group was led into a dimly lit room, where the light almost appeared artificial and a fellow with a snazzy business suit and novelty tie strolled in with a malicious ego that filled the room where the light overlooked. He was a very confident man. Before he introduced himself, he took a quick glance around the room and said, “Y'all look like Upward Bound kids, so the first thing you'll notice from the brochures is that this school is very very expense. And you'll have to have really good grades and high SAT scores to even be considered as a suitable applicant.” He was telling us the truth; but the manner in which the facts were presented felt as though this college recruiter was almost telling us we couldn't get into this school. My best friend, with his belt-less pants and tattered shoes, sullenly sat next to me as we helplessly watched the college recruiter disregard our academic abilities based on our lack of fashion and poise. Without a second thought he had decisively established stereotypes about us. 

The college recruiter left the room for a moment, as we were filling out information cards, but he did not shut the door properly and we overheard him speaking to a colleague. To him, we were a bunch of “…free loading Mexicans…” and he laughed about it as if it were a joke. Ironically, I am Guatemalan and both of my parents are legal citizens that work over 70 hours a week to put food on our table. Honestly, I did not know how to respond to the situation. I was overwhelmed with anger, disgust, and sadness. All I could do was sit there with my thoughts. I never really thought that an individual with a college level education would see our group as freeloaders opposed to students trying to find a purpose in life. Once again, I turned to my best friend; but this time I was not smiling, I was nearly in tears. What had we done to make this college recruiter believe that we were not good enough to attend this school? As we were about to leave, I walked up to the college recruiter and shook his hand and I said, “This school is absolutely amazing! I get good grades and work really hard in school and I may be a lot of things but a freeloader is not one of them. Thank you for the presentation, sir.” I hid my tears the whole bus ride and when I finally got home, I let myself cry. All I have ever wanted was to belong but I did not his words defeat me. In the world, outside of my small town, exists a reality that I have been sheltered from my whole life; the reality in which not everyone shares the same beliefs and moral values as one another. I may never see that college recruiter, ever again, but his words and judgments will always remain in the back of my mind—as a reminder that, as motivational speaker, Wayne Dyer once said, “Judgments prevent us from seeing the good that lies beyond appearances” and I hope to never forget that truth. 

That day, I felt as though my UBMS program was treated unfairly and wrongly stereotyped. I don't think the college recruiter understood that the whole reason we joined the program was to get help to overcome hardships and go to college. I believe everything happens for a reason; and that door was meant to be left slightly opened so I could realize that, although my GPA and SAT scores said one thing about me, the accent in my voice and the value of my clothing said another. I realized that my journey to achieving my goals was not going to be laid out on a red carpet for me. I am going to struggle; but in the end, I know that overcoming adversity to succeed will make my victory all the more sweeter. In a way, I have already won because I did not allow his words defeat me or discourage me from pursuing my goals. I am not a freeloading Mexican; I am Lucy Carreno-Roca. 
In teaching to change the world, the myth of Merit is something that is regarded as holding individuals accountable for their own success because the theory is that if one works hard enough they can accomplish great things. But the variable that is not accounted for in this simple equation in which putting in hard work results in desired outcomes is the social injustices that impact people of color in the United States in school settings and in their everyday lives.
� Upward Bound Math and Science is a college prep opportunity funded by the government offered to Low-income, First Generation, Students of color in Texas. 





