
 

Intolerance Can Take Many Forms 

 I love San Francisco: the Golden Gate Bridge, Ghirardelli Square, Boudin’s, Pier 39 - all 

of it. It was my third time visiting this beautiful city, this time for a Model United Nations 

conference at Berkeley. Walking along Fisherman’s Wharf, sniffing the salty air, my friends and 

I heard hip hop music emanating from the bay. Of course, we followed the sound to amuse our 

teenage curiosity. Arriving at the music’s source, a group of male break dancers of color were 

putting on a street show. Three of us stood off to the side to avoid being involved. Assembling a 

crowd and seeing us in the distance, the break dancers hollered, “Yo, white girls, come over 

here.” Awkward. Uncomfortable. Being called out like that, we felt we didn’t have much of a 

choice. Meandering over, they mocked us for blushing, as if it was wrong to be embarrassed. 

They continued their offensive antics, when they asked for a “white guy” from the crowd to 

participate. A physically disabled woman wanted to be involved, but they were reluctant to let 

her partake. She persisted, and they complied when she argued they were being discriminatory. 

No matter how talented they were, I felt uncomfortable as I watched. Now, I have this memory 

to add to my recollection of San Francisco. 

 Some may say I should brush off the dancers’ comments, but they made me feel uneasy. I 

did absolutely nothing to give them, complete strangers, the right to call me that; I was hurt by 

their choice of words. When I hear the phrase “white girl,” I instantly think of all the negative 

connotations that come with it: being a bad dancer, being shallow, and being helpless and 

dependent on others. These are stereotypes that certainly don’t apply to me. These presumptions 

really affected me because I’m a dancer, I’m not superficial, and I take pride in my own 

achievements. 



 

Intolerance can take place in any form and is not exclusive to certain groups of people. In 

the past, their ancestors may have suffered, and mine may have been at fault. However, that was 

then and this is now. I would think that their experience with intolerance would make them more 

tolerant of others. By identifying the difference in the color of our skin, gender, and physical 

limitations, they only separate us more. We’re all humans, and we’re all equal. That’s all that 

should matter.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


