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Reflection Blog Post  
 
 Throughout my life, I have constantly been asked the question of who I am. In middle 
school, I would respond with my name and a few hobbies. In high school, I would talk about the 
school I attended and where I lived. However, over the past few months, this question has 
perpetually pervaded my mind. When I heard about this fellowship, I felt immediately inclined 
because I realized how oblivious I was to my culture and my identity. As a Muslim, I have 
always put my religion at the forefront of my identity, and I never acknowledged that my Indian 
heritage deserved more attention than I allowed it. The “Indian” in “Indian American” was a part 
of my identity I neglected, possibly because no one could challenge or question it. Working with 
Rising Voices as a Youth Leadership Fellow was the missing piece to the puzzle. 
 

             As a high school soccer player, I think of this fellowship as the training for my big game 
day. The training that kept me in shape by reminding me of my true identity. It was rigorous: 
challenging my existing perspectives, pushing me to exercise my skills and practice new ones, 
and equipping me to fight hard in the game of life - a game where my skills would be put to the 
test as I face individuals with contrasting backgrounds and perspectives. Each player in the 
game is crucial; when one is absent, the entire game experiences the shift. When fighting for 
change, we fight as a team. However, the collective group must be trained and well-educated to 
attain and celebrate victory. Through this program, I met other fellows that could potentially be 
my teammates in the future. I was able to receive the training I needed, and now my role is to 
apply it to my everyday life. There will be some games we lose and some that we win, but what 
is most important is the lessons that we derive from those losses and how we implement them 
in our next big game. 
 

 This experience enlightened me about myself and my heritage. One of the most 
insightful activities, in my opinion, was watching and reflecting upon the PBS documentary 
called Asian Americans, portraying both the struggle that Asian immigrants had to overcome to 
be accepted into American society as well as the passion they possessed when fighting against 
injustice. Currently, injustice prevails often unchallenged. We can only transform this 
unfortunate reality by straining and sweating our societies and supplying synergy. Throughout 
Asian American history, the only way we progressed in society was through prolific communal 
determination and effort, be it through rallies, organizations, or protests. I was taken aback 
when I learned that the Asian American movement was sparked by the Civil Rights Movement; 
it was eye-opening and mind-blowing to see that during such a time of difficulty, coming 
together as one was the most effective solution. It all comes down to the fact that we minorities 
sympathize the same status in society: we have all been subject to predominant discrimination 
due to our place of origin. Rather than scrutinizing  our differences, we, majority and minority 
alike, should collaborate and celebrate our similarities.  
 

 Beyond the unison, another topic that was frequently discussed in the documentary was 
the model minority myth. This concept is one that I believe should be taught in all schools. At 
the mention of this during several one-on-ones with subject members of minorities, nearly half of 
those very people it addressed were unfamiliar with the term. In fact, I am becoming 
increasingly aware of the implications of the model minority myth myself throughout this past 



 

month. My parents have always stressed the importance of diligence and dedication. Similarly, I 
know that many Asian Americans are overwhelmed by the pressure that their culturally informed 
parents infamously  burden them when with it comes to attaining an education and succeeding 
in life. As a model minority, Asian Americans are frequently viewed and stereotyped as 
“intelligent”, “nerds”, or “overachievers”. These expectations are rooted in the history of Asian 
Americans and their personal endeavors to America. Through my cognizance and 
comprehension of this myth, I am better able to perceive certain problems from newer 
paradigms, a skill that is crucial when it comes to enacting activism and establishing alliance.  
 

 In the following month of this fellowship, I engaged in more experiential learning 
activities, such as facilitating listening sessions, conducting one-on-ones, and phone/text 
banking. I am now realizing that these activities not only have an invigorating impact on society 
but have fortified  my communication and organization skills. I interacted with hoards of new 
people in order to amplify awareness and apprehend people’s perspectives. I have always been 
a comparatively introverted person, especially with new people, but I sincerely recognize that 
my skills have flourished through this fellowship. Although there requires an abundance of 
exertion through the future to come, my confidence in speaking up when necessary has 
blossomed. I intend to intensify and extend this skill so that I can apply it to almost any 
circumstance as a weapon against oppression. As Elie Wiesel wisely observed, "What hurts the 
victim most is not the cruelty of the oppressor, but the silence of the bystander". Speaking up 
against injustice is a powerful skill, as it sets an example for all other witnesses, consequently 
reaping an entire collective voice of strength. 
 

 Overall, this fellowship has dynamically emphasized the significance of being an ally. 
Interestingly, it all starts with education, the primary outlet Asian parents notoriously propagate. 
As aforementioned, I would never voluntarily explore my Indian heritage as an adolescent. The 
environment in which I was brought up was very supportive of who I was simply because it 
consisted of people who looked like me. It feels as though I have lived in a bubble: a safe haven 
where - despite, and yet entirely because of, my Muslim and Indian identity - I have always been 
accepted. For this reason, I have never felt out of place, but this experience has taught me that 
most others are not as fortunate to have that supportive community. Thus, in order to be an ally, 
it all begins with education. Once we educate ourselves of our own history, the history of other 
minorities, and the history of the collective altogether, only then will we be able to acknowledge 
and identify discriminatory acts and truly understand the implications of systemic racism in 
America. In the future, I hope to be active in future elections in terms of making sure that my 
friends and family vote. I will look for opportunities to phonebank or text-bank in the upcoming 
years as well. Additionally, I want to be able to actively tackle implicit biases that I may have and 
educate my family and friends first and foremost. Just as I was able to acknowledge my identity 
and my role in this battle against injustice, I intend to amass that pride in my friends and family 
as well. At the end of the day, I am of a small society, but that should not be a reason to remain 
small-voiced. This eye-opening experience has highlighted the importance of my voice and the 
voice of all minorities in this world of injustice. Now, I can proudly answer that question I never 
quite could before. Who am I? I am an Indian American Muslim woman who believes in equality 
and allyship. 


