
Ten thousand miles from DC to San Diego. This summer I was blessed with the 
opportunity to go on a cross country road trip with my two sisters. I had never traveled for such a 
long period of time; moving from place to place with such a high frequency. Within this 
vagabond lifestyle I noticed the interesting relation between a place and the time that flows over 
it.  

Time brought all sorts of unknowns with particular setbacks and supports: like the time a 
record hot day hit us in Nashville, the time code orange smoke warnings rang in Missoula 
Montana, or the time pristinely clear skies met us in Grand Teton National Park. Differing in 
many ways from time, the places themselves gave a sense of consistency: the country music 
blaring on Nashville’s Broadway Street, the very casual way Missoulians spoke of bears, and 
the mountains of The Grand Tetons’ all seemed to have been there through all the mysteries 
time brought. Being able to see these locations’ defining characteristics and cultures was so 
intriguing because for the most part it seemed that time had little effect. Let me clarify -- it 
seemed as if whatever time brought, each place continued to stay true to its core. 

In starting this school year, the relation between this particular time and our USD space 
has stayed in my mind. As my car rolled onto campus, the finish line of the road trip, I began to 
realize how incredible of a place we have at USD. Spurred by the wise reflections of my travel 
buddy and sister, who recently graduated college, I began to recognize how truly awesome it is 
to be in our USD place. How lucky we are to have a fully stocked library and top notch 
technologies at our disposal, to live in a place with other people our age who also share in a 
passion for education, and to be surrounded by dedicated professors who offer advice and 
mentorship. My mind continues to be boggled when thinking of all the resources we have on 
campus, whose sole purpose is to promote education and learning, and all the great effects this 
education can have on our world. 

It is at this point, with my mind spinning in theoretical circles, I kick into the grounding 
and calming reality of my experiences. I have learned that what makes all these resources 
come to life are the people. The USD community turns the potential of our resources into a 
kinetic reality. A community that encourages us to pursue our academic goals, challenges us to 
rethink our worldview, and reminds us to engage with the greater San Diego region.  

As scripted as this sounds, my Maher Social Justice LLC experience comes to mind 
when thinking of this enlivening and convergence of different resources on campus. I remember 
reading The Open Veins of Latin America by Eduardo Galeano in lecture with Dr. Meter where I 
learned the messy role USA plays in the history of Latin America, which still affect people today. 
Then traveling down to the border with the LLC where my RA, Crash, and I struck up a 
conversation with a border patrol officer. Here I saw that border patrol is not the only entity to 
blame for injustices to immigrants, but their bosses and government leader hold much of the 
responsibility. Followed by my SA, Adrianna, checking in with me the next day to debrief the 
Friendship Park Trip. Here I was relieved that I wasn’t alone in my the pain and weight I felt for 
immigrants who have no other option but to attempt a dangerous cross. With all these resources 
coming at me from different angles the issue of immigration became real to me, despite the fact 
that I had little awareness of it before. These people and process became part of my USD 
experience. One I now continue through UM Day Trips. Here I want to highlight that it is 



community led by student leaders that define USD, just as much as our award winning spanish 
architecture and landscaping does.  

While reflecting on what defines USD as a place, NPR was on in the car giving a recap 
of the violence in Charlottesville, VA. Time is bringing us all sorts of challenges up to the 
surface, some new and others old. This is a time with many voices loudly claiming different 
truths, with rhetoric becoming increasingly aggressive and political, and talk of it all becoming 
overwhelming and exhausting.This is worrisome and out right frightening at some points, but 
much like the places I visited this summer, I believe in the mission and core of USD. We are “a 
Roman Catholic institution committed to advancing academic excellence, expanding liberal and 
professional knowledge, creating a diverse and inclusive community and preparing leaders who 
are dedicated to ethical conduct and compassionate service.” I believe that despite the 
politically, racially, and socially tumultuous times that currently rolls over our USD campus, the 
pursuit of education within a community will stand true, active and loud.  

How incredible is it that we as RA’s, SA’s, TSA, ISO, SSS Bridge, Student Tech workers, 
AS and TPB officers have the privilege to play a role in the activation of education for all the 
students we will interact with. This is the thought that makes me love our position as student 
leaders so much and inspires me daily to strive to be the best student leader I can.  

In closing, I would like to share excerpts from a podcast I heard this past week during RA 
training that gave me faith in education and being a student leader. The podcast focuses on the 
life story of Derek Black, the son of one of the most prominent white nationalist figures. Derek, 
interviewed by Michael Barbaro, begins the interview with, “Yeah, I was born into one of the 
most prominent white nationalist families in the country… It’s a really tight knit movement of 
people”. Derek runs through memories of starting online white nationalist chat rooms across the 
world, until he got to college. “In 2010,” he says, “I moved across the state and started college 
at this little liberal arts college in Florida...Nobody knew who I was and I did not volunteer who I 
was or anything about my background. I made friends, hung out with people and played my 
guitar on my balcony in my dorm.” Michael Barbaro chimes in, “And so then of course … 
inevitably it happens. You’re found out [as a white nationalist]... you’re shunned on campus for a 
time. But then you get an invitation, right? Tell me about that”. Derek shares, “I had a friend on 
campus who I had gotten to know during my first semester when nobody knew who I was, he 
was an observant Jew who had Shabbat dinners pretty regularly whenever he was in town on 
Friday night and he would invite people of atheists and all sorts of different religions.” At these 
dinner Derek would enter into dialogue, discussion, and debates with his new friends at these 
weekly meals. Derek concludes with, “And we did that over a year or two” entering into dialogue 
and debate “on one thing after another until I got to a point where I didn’t believe [white 
nationalism] anymore”. 

What I found so inspiring in this story is the immense power generated when community 
or friendship and education are mixed. In Derek’s story, this mix overpowered years of social 
training and harbored idealism. It beautifully reinforces the tradition that we are honored to keep 
at this university. Namely, to take part in the process of education in our community and in doing 
so change our world for the better. My prayers and thoughts are with you all on this journey.  


