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Socio-Religious Autobiography

Creating a socio-religious autobiography is very difficult for me because I see myself as a stereotype. My home life was traditional as a white middle class male. My father, a doctor put in hard hours to earn a good living, so that his children could live in a nice home, go through the local Christian school, and have luxuries most children around us could not afford, like a large swimming pool and spa. We were always the first to have the new luxurious technologies; by the time all of my friends had computers, each member of our family had one. When the first DVD’s were coming out, I already had one in my room. I have never had to worry about money; it has always been there for me. I suppose that the idea of me not being wealthy had never crossed my mind. I would expect this is true for most people in Zeeland, Michigan, where I grew up, because the job market is very large and unemployment is almost unheard of. 

In Zeeland, the idea of diversity is unheard of and looked down upon as a whole town, or so I felt growing up, even though no parent would admit it himself or herself. I remember once, in elementary school a group of us were standing outside the front doors of Zeeland Christian Elementary School, where we mechanically stood waiting for the school bus. My friend Josh and I were talking about one of our friends, Paul. Paul happened to be adopted as a young Indian child, but in 2nd grade we automatically associated a darker skin color to the word Black. I was joking around saying he was the only Black person in Zeeland because I was young and thought that Zeeland Christian Elementary School had a very diverse synthetic combination of the towns population. Josh said I was wrong and that there was a Black person that moved in next door almost a year ago, but already had his house for sale. I replied by telling Josh that then, Paul would be the only Black person in town. How naïve was I, thinking that the world was so small it revolved around my little elementary school? My parent’s lack of teaching me about race was normal in Zeeland, Michigan. It has to do with our social location, Zeeland and Holland are notorious for teaching their children to ignore race. As a Reformed Christian I was taught to be moral and not be racist, so in trying to avoid being sinful and racist I ignored race. 

It is embarrassing to analyze my thoughts and what I was taught about class because it is terrible, wrong, and unrighteous. Class was never verbally taught to me, but going through the Christian school system there were two classes, middle class and upper class. There were no true poor folks in our schools, and if there were they were able to cover it up. It is embarrassing to say, but we were always taught that the only poor people in the community were not white. It was drilled into our brains that the social class lines could never be broken. For example, if we saw a Black or Hispanic male driving a Mercedes, he was automatically flagged a drug dealer in our minds. Then if we would see a Black or Hispanic woman driving a Mercedes, we would automatically assume that she was the wife of a drug dealer, its ridiculous and terrible, and unfortunately true.  

Gender roles were initially taught to me by watching my mother. I believe this is true for everyone; we look to our mother actions to learn gender roles. My mother was a traditional housewife; she graduated from Butler University in Indiana with a degree in teaching business machines (typewriters at the time). My father, being a doctor, did not need a second income so my mother decided to stay home and “take care of the kids.” Then as our family matured and I, the youngest child, began my later elementary years, my mother decided that she did not need to stay home all the time, and she decided to obtain a job working with my father in his medical office. During my later elementary years my mental pictures of women with jobs became clear because my mother got a job. A woman with a career is not something I look down on by any means; it is something I uphold. A woman, like my mother, who works and holds the weight of a household on her shoulders, is someone who should be praised and honored. 

Interracial relationships are unheard of in my family. I have never known or heard of anyone in my immediate or non-immediate family who has had a relationship with anyone who was of another race. Not that my family, and this time I mean entire family, would ever directly object to interracial relationships within our families, but I have a dark suspicion inside the gossip circle someone would whisper how in the Old Testament the Hebrews were not allowed to mix races and that means that we should not do it today. On the topic of relationships, I also have never heard of any same gender relationships in my family. A same gender relationship event would result in the same effect to and inside the family as the interracial relationships would, shock and judgment. Am I immune to judging the actions of my family? By all means no, unfortunately because we learn most of our morals from our family, I would fall under the same speculations I put onto my other family members. 

I have never been in a natural disaster, nor ever been in poverty. Actually as far as hardships go, I have had so little hardships I can only think of one, diabetes. It was one month away from my third birthday when I was diagnosed with Type I diabetes. Growing up and all through my elementary school years I went without any sugar, it was such an inconvenience. Whenever it was someone’s birthday, they would pass around treats for the class, but I would get skipped because I could not have candy, like normal students. That was usually when the teacher would reach into her bottom drawer and pull out a piece of “sugar free” candy, which is an oxymoron. It was embarrassing to be the minority of the class in that way, not being able to be normal like everyone else, but does this even compare to the persecution or feeling of isolation other minority groups feel? No, it is the only hardship I have ever had to deal with, and I declare that it is not the same. Even though it was a hardship, it is not a hardship that is persecuted like other minorities. 

As before I had talked about how my social location of Zeeland, Michigan had taught me to ignore race, racial issues and homosexuality. This effect was brought upon by three different factors: school, family, and church. My school’s lack of diversity left students hesitant to talk on racial issues or homosexuality because we did not have the perspective of those minorities so we could not touch on those issues. I am not saying that they did not exist, but they did not make themselves known. My family and church taught me to ignore issues like homosexuality and racism because they would say that they were immoral or made me do immoral acts. Because homosexuality was taught to me as immoral, I believed that I should say nothing good about it because I would then be supporting an immoral act. In that state of mind to be moral I would have to ignore the issue and say nothing. In the same respect, when I looked at people of another race, I did not want to pass judgment on them, so to be moral I had to ignore the situation. Still to this day when I am walking down the street I must walk with my head down because I cannot look a minority in the eye in case I were to see a minority and commit a sin by passing judgment upon that individual. 

