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White Paint and Other Lies 

Gandhi I 

I used to believe that identity was something you could package neatly, something that 

could be shaped to fit whatever mold was required of you. After all, J had done it 

myself.-layering coats of white paint over a canvas splotched in black, covering the parts that 

didn't seem to belong. A fresh coat each time the paint started to peel. A fresh performance each 

time the mask began to slip. 

Moving to Westport was like stepping into a world that had already written its script. 

Individuality was celebrated, but only in its most polished form-never raw, never messy. There 

was a right way to be unique, a right way to be different. I learned early on that there were two 

versions of myself: the one that fit and the one that didn't. The one that could blend seamlessly 

into the rhythm of this town, and the one that pulsed just slightly offbeat. 

Being a "hyphenated American" means existing in the space between the lines. It means 

translating parts of yourself depending on the audience, slipping between languages, between 

customs, between ways of thinking. Jt means carrying the weight of two histories at once, even 

when the world only asks for one. In Westport, I have felt this duality in ways I never had before. 

My roots extend far beyond the pristine lawns and quiet affluence of this town, but here, those 

roots are invisible. The fast-paced, electrified streets of India live in my memories, the rhythmic 

clatter of rickshaws and the rich aroma of spice stalls feeling like echoes of another life. But in 

Westport, there is no space for those echoes. Here, I am expected to exist in a singular 

dimension. To be American in a way that is digestible. Acceptable. 

The challenge is not just being-different-it's being different in a way that others don't 

quite understand. It's the subtle mispronunciations of my name, the casual dismissal of my 








