Who I am is a big question.  An even bigger question is figuring out why I am the person I am today.  A lot of that has to do with experiences or how I was raised and the friends and family who I grew up with.  My mom and dad have been huge influences on my life.  It would be sad if they hadn’t been.  The influences have been obvious, like genetic inheritance, as well as emotional, spiritual, and behavioral.  I was ever so fortunate to inherit my mother’s panic attacks as well as epilepsy from her side of the family.  When I was younger I used the “why me” expression a lot.  Now I look at the positive aspects of problems I’ve had.  My mom liked to point out how these things were just making me stronger, to which I enjoyed replying, “Well, you don’t have to deal with them, do you?”

When my parents got married they were both Catholic, but then my mom started studying with a couple of Jehovah’s Witnesses and she decided to get baptized in that faith.  By the time I was born my mom had been a Witness for eight years and my dad didn’t go to church anymore.  So I’ve been going to a Kingdom Hall since I was a month old or so.  I can’t say I’ve never known other religions since the rest of my extended family on my mom’s side are Irish Catholics and on my dad’s they are Catholic and Polish, but being a Jehovah’s Witness was never something I questioned, though I know my mom and dad were willing to let me make my own choices.  As I listened to the discussion in class on Tuesday about some people’s fathers being more passive than their mother’s I started to think about how different my mom’s role in our family is from what she thought it would be.

We’re always taught at the Kingdom Hall that men are the heads of the household, especially when it comes to spiritual leadership.  In my mom’s case, she had to take on that role because my dad was indifferent to religion.  Fortunately I grew up only slightly confused.  Though I still to this day ask my mom something first.  She always tried to be respectful of my father even if he didn’t crave the leadership role.  I could never get away with just asking Mom.  She’d send me right over to Dad to ask him next.  I don’t think that my family will be exactly like that because I’m marrying someone of the same faith as me.  I won’t have to cover for my husband not being in my religion.  Dad never seemed to mind either way.  He’d just tell me, “Why are you asking?  You know you’re going to do what you want anyway.”  He’s very sarcastic.  I suppose that’s where I get it from.

Being one of Jehovah’s Witnesses probably makes up ninety percent of my life.  That’s why I’m glad I’m marrying someone of the same faith because I’d be spending so much time away from Ray if he weren’t a Witness too.  There are meetings three times a week (Sunday mornings and Tuesday and Thursday nights) and conventions and assemblies a few times a year.  Not to mention going out in service in the door-to-door ministry.  My mom has been an excellent example in my religion and just generally how to live my life.  She’s always encouraged me to try to see the other person’s point of view in a situation.   My dad is a different person from my mom and they compliment each other well.  I hope that I can have as successful a marriage as they’ve had for the past twenty-nine years.


Over the past two years or so I think I’ve said the expression, “My religion makes up ninety percent of my life” about a million times.  My best friend Sarah was raised as a Jehovah’s Witness just like me.  We’ve known each other forever it seems and we were inseparable just as long.  After high school she started dating a guy who wasn’t a Witness, which isn’t necessarily wrong.  It just makes things difficult.  She ended up moving in with him and getting pregnant when she wasn’t married, which isn’t looked upon well in my religion.  I’m not allowed to talk to her anymore.  Well, I suppose I could, but it’s frowned upon.  I wouldn’t want to anyway, because she’s such a completely different person now.  The “ninety percent” expression is what I have to say to her boyfriend Paul all the time.  He constantly asks me why I don’t talk to them anymore or why it’s wrong for them to be living together and it seems to me that I say the same things over and over again, but he doesn’t want to listen really.  He just wants to prove me wrong.  He made up a good portion of my life in high school because we all hung out together constantly.  Now all that’s changed and I don’t have a best friend anymore.  I have people who come close, but no one that would ever be able to replace Sarah. She shaped my life more than she ever knew when we talked and when I tried telling her how important she was to me when she first moved out she didn’t want to hear it.  


Even though Sarah and I don’t talk anymore she’s still my best friend.  We’ve done everything together since we were two. I think the only bad influence she had on me was making me shyer in a way.  Whenever we were invited out with a big group of people she never wanted to go.  So we’d stay home, just the two of us, and watch movies or something.  I keep thinking these past two years that I’ve had to live without her that maybe if I had forced her to go out and associate with people more (or something) she might not be in the bad situation she is today. Memories of our friendship remain with me, though, and have certainly helped me to shape the friendships I have today.

I’ve always had lots of acquaintances; mostly through the Kingdom Halls when there are several congregations at a large assembly or just people I’ve met through little get togethers and what not.  I’ve had very few people through my life that I could call best friends, but the few I’ve had have influenced me tremendously.  Mostly these would be my fiancé Ray, two girls I’m still good friends with (Brynn and Jessica), a girl who was like a big sister to me, Ericka, and my best friend Sarah of course.  All of them were or are Jehovah’s Witnesses and except for Ray I’ve known them all since I was at least five.  

Ericka was like a big sister and she looked out for Brynn and I when we were younger. Her parents were great too.  In fact, until I was eighteen it said in my parents’ will that I’d live with Ericka and her family if anything happened to my mom and dad.  I don’t get to see Ericka much anymore since she kind of left my religion for a while and hasn’t fully returned, but she’ll always be my big sister.

I don’t know what I’d do without Ray.  We met when I was thirteen and waited from when I was sixteen to when I turned eighteen to start dating.  He’s my best friend now.  We came into each other’s lives at really rough points. Sarah was starting to drift away from me and I was experiencing panic attacks nearly everyday.  I just didn’t have any motivation to do anything. Ray’s father had recently passed away and he had broken up with a friend of mine, Ericka actually.  So we were both dealing with things the best we could.  When we met my mom said something that I thought was really cheesy at the time about God bringing us together to help each other.  It’s not that I didn’t think that was possible, just that it wasn’t possible to happen to me.  Things like that happen in stories in the bible about miracles and such, not to me.  But the day I met him again when I was sixteen was definitely a turning point in my life.

When I was younger I never paid much attention to what nationalities I was from.  I heard the occasional, “Well, you’re certainly dressed like a little Polish girl today” when my clothes didn’t match, but other than that it never crossed my mind.  My Grandfather, my mom’s dad, was a really sweet guy.  He was easily my favorite grandparent.  He treated all of his grandchildren, and he had quite a few, equally, even when some of us didn’t deserve it sometimes.  He was Irish Catholic and I can remember bringing a friend of mine, Jacob, up to meet Gramps in Maine one summer.  As soon as Gramps found out Jacob was half Irish and half Mexican it was over.  There was no winning him over after that. Gramps just couldn’t understand how a “nice Irish Girl” could marry “a wetback”.  Despite all this, I never thought of Gramps as prejudiced.  He was just funny like that.  He died a couple years ago and it was definitely the type of thing where every once in a while around the holidays or in the summer in Maine one of us will start to say something about going over to visit Grandpa.  Then we remember.  He was actually my mom’s step dad, but he always treated her and her sister like his own kids.  I never thought of him as anything but my grandfather.  

I have another friend who’s helped me through some things in my life and I’d like to think I’ve helped her too.  She’s from the Kingdom Hall that I go to now.  When Jessica and I met in high school, we were in the same shop; we figured out that we used to play with each other at assemblies and conventions when we were kids.  We just never associated names with faces because we were ten and we didn’t have to worry about that stuff.  We just knew that we’d see each other again in another six months or so.  She’s my maid of honor now.  There’s no one I’d trust with the job more.  She keeps me grounded, but she’s fun too.

I wasn’t sure what counted as an ethnobiogaphy, but if it’s simply defined as what makes me then these people and situations are who I am. All these people have only helped to shape my life.  I’d like to think that I’ve made some really good decisions for myself.  The bad ones I’ve made have only helped me to get better the next time, to deal with things in a healthier way.  As I said, I’ve had few best friends in my life.  The ones that really count are in this paper and I know they’re the ones that will be with me forever in some way at least.  The lessons and influences they’ve had on me will stay with me just as long and I am a better and more diverse person because of them.

