
Understood. Connected. Valued. 

Growing up in Westport, I quickly learned what it meant to stand out. In a school of 

hundreds, I can count on one hand the number of students who looked like me. More often than 

not, it was just me-in classes, walking the halls, or sitting at lunch as the only girl of color in the 

room. Those moments made me more aware of the gap between how I saw myself and how I was 

seen by others. 

Westport prides itself on being a welcoming community, but belonging is not just about 

physically being in a space with ochers-it's about being understood. It's about being connected to 

your community. It's about being wilued. While I've never been directly told, "Yo11 don't bc/01�� here," 

I've felt it in a thousand quiet ways-the double takes when I say Westport is my hometown, the 

disbelief when I step into leadership roles or excel in AP courses, or the doubt people show when I 

pursue activities outside the norm for 'someone like me'. It's not outright hate; it's something more 

subtle yet just as isolating-a quiet bias that makes me feel like I must constantly prove my worth. 

And nowhere have I felt this more than in my sport. Fairfield County's athletic teams are 

known for their excellence-but not necessarily for their diversity. As a competitive swimmer, I step 

onto the pool deck knowing chat, more often than not, I am the only brown-skinned girl in the 

water. Even when I succeed, the reaction isn't admiration but disbelief-comments like, "How cm, 

yo11 possibly balance c11erytl1i11g? The academics, the atMctics, the extrawrriwlars?" No one asks others who 

succeed in mulciple areas these questions. It's as if my accomplishments are unexpected, as though 

they were not supposed to be possible for someone like me. 

3-17-2025 ~ Olasewere l












