
High School: West Seattle High School 
Graduation Year: 2015 
 

Ten Microsoft executives sat across from me. Clad in Hawaiian shirts, Sketchers, and day-old stubble, 
they looked more like middle-aged surfers. It was the final day of my internship, halfway through my exit 
interview. I was doing well, comfortably answering each question until, “How do you feel about your 
summer?” caught me off guard. Because these men were important, I wanted to tell them it was the perfect 
internship, but the reality was very different. 

I’d been in disbelief back in April when the acceptance email from Microsoft arrived. Attending a small 
public school without computer classes, I had only cursory coding skills. And, though I’d had some experience 
with engineering through extracurriculars, my “blue-collar” background gave me little exposure to the corporate 
world. My imagination ran wild; I pictured myself working on groundbreaking projects, constructing hardware, 
learning how to code in three languages, and walking away with a free Xbox. I strutted in that first day with my 
outrageous expectations, sporting a goofy smile, expertly de-frizzed hair, and a favorite pair of heels. 

The orientation ended quickly after the recruiter informed me, “We don’t have a spot for you, so just 
come back tomorrow and we’ll see what we can do.” That first day was rough. I wondered if my acceptance had 
been a mistake. With deflated hopes and shriveled confidence I later found myself lost in the middle of town 
looking for the bus. I hobbled aimlessly, regretting my earlier decision on shoes. 

I ended up as the only high school intern to be placed in University Recruiting, the team responsible for 
luring college students to the company. Despite the abundance of free pizza in the kitchens, the position was 
hard. I was never able to find out what the problem was with my placement. Without explanation, I was told I 
couldn’t interact with the other interns, or discuss my own projects with anybody. I ate lunch by myself 
everyday. 

I did a variety of odd jobs like cleaning supply closets, taking inventory, and installing software on 
computers. The most memorable, however, was working the annual Signature Event, a giant party thrown for 
college interns. In blazing heat I spent many infuriating hours wrestling with hundreds of giant, fluffy prize 
pandas. I was instructed to organize them into a massive pyramid, but as quickly as I hurled them to the top of 
the heap, panda after fuzzy pink panda would inevitably roll back down again. 

It’s true things didn’t turn as I’d expected, and I sure didn’t walk away with that Xbox. I didn’t work on 
ground-breaking research, construct hardware, or learn how to code. What I did learn doesn’t go on a resume, 
but it’s at least as valuable. I learned I can work a twelve-hour shift in direct sun with little food or water. I 
learned I can take inventory of over eight hundred serial numbers without going clinically insane. I learned I 
can teach myself to use a state-of-the-art software because my boss tells me to. 

The summer I imagined and the summer I had were in no way the same. But I was tested in ways that 
other high schoolers aren’t, and now I feel more confident facing the obstacles ahead. None of this was obvious 
at the time of my internship. It took time and reflection for me to realize what I’d gained from the experience. 
I’ve now had the chance to think and recognize changes in myself: a new sense of maturity, tenacity, and 
self-confidence. These are skills I’ll gratefully pack to college...along with an aversion to Domino's cheese 
pizza. 
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High School: Garfield HS 
Graduation Year: 2015 

Growing up I would seclude myself to gaze toward the silver mist-covered summits of mountains or 

practice skateboarding hoping to be like Tony Hawk. While my siblings played on the swings and in 

wood-chips, I would speed down hills without a helmet. I loved the adrenaline, with the wind against my face 

and my board aimed in the only direction I wanted to go. I felt invisible until I would collide with the cold hard 

unforgiving concrete. Sadly the toll on my knees and elbows was becoming a little too much, so my mom took 

my board away. I did not want to give up on my passion, so I decided that since snow was softer than concrete, 

I'd learn to snowboard. The mountain was still far-away for me, a far fetched dream that I yearned for.  

My mom could not afford to pay for my snowboard lessons as money was tight. She worked long hours 

to provide for my three siblings and me. We moved to America after the civil war of Somalia that had displaced 

us. We lived in Sandpoint shelter with my grandma who was diagnosed with ovarian cancer. My mom had a 

boulder of responsibilities on her shoulders and worked hard to do her best for us. When she would work long 

nights and stay at the hospital to be with my grandma, I would stay in  to do chores instead of playing outside 

with my brothers. Watching my grandmother battle cancer and my mother work hard helped chisel me into the 

person I am today and establish my work ethic for the future.  

 I forgot about the mountain for a while until one clear blue day I caught a glimpse of Mt.Rainier at a 

park. This spot became my place to do homework, ponder, and assess my future. The view of the mountain was 

beautiful, but what made it special in my eyes was how huge it was even from a far distance and how small I 

was compared to it. I would stare at it and get this feeling that even if I tried scaling it, there would be no limit. 

Finally, midway through junior year I joined The Service Board (TSB), a non-profit program that allowed me to 

participate in community service and advocate for various social justice issues.  TSB also offers access to the 

mountain to low-income students.  

I worked hard in TSB.  I sorted and organized food on the trucks that made deliveries to food banks. I 

learned to advocate and recognize problems within my community.  My hard work enabled me to take the 

long-awaited trip to Mt. Rainier.  The next winter, I met the mountain!  The sheer size and the feeling I 

experienced every time I tilted my head towards it  gave me a reassuring feeling. I was finally on this 

magnificent rock that I had gazed up at so often.  Learning to snowboard showed me a new perspective in 

approaching life.  Getting to and going up the mountain requires hard work; work that may or may not be 

rewarded. But, now in life, as I point my board downward with my dominant foot steering me forward and 
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facing whatever that comes my way, I am able to fly. Which is why my goal in the future is to rebuild my 

country that has been left in shambles after its  25 years of civil war. I know this will not be easy task, but I am 

excited because it will be another mountain I am prepared to face.  

High School: Garfield HS 

Graduation Year: 2015 
 

 Never in my life did I think there would be a time that I would be overwhelmed by the amount of 

people related to me. I am the youngest child in my family that was the only to be born and raised in Seattle, 

Washington. I never travelled outside of the country or met my grandparents until the summer before freshman 

year.  

Arriving in Addis Ababa, Ethiopia I was lost for words when it came to meeting my entire mother’s side 

of the family. The one I instantly became close with was my first cousin Ibro. He was around the age of 12 and 

loved playing soccer. Before meeting Ibro I always imagined what it would be like having a younger sibling. 

How we would communicate, or how we would treat each other and so on. When meeting Ibro, I never wanted 

to leave his side. He would challenge me like a younger sibling would and we would go around causing trouble, 

never getting caught. In the presence of Ibro there was only one thing that bothered me. It wasn’t his attitude, 

his overconfidence or his rudeness but his appearance. I’m not talking about the way he dresses but, in fact, his 

missing arm. I was interested to know how he lost his arm but was too afraid to personally ask. My mother told 

me that he had a huge cut that later became infected because of not using proper equipment. They were too late 

on curing the wound because of not having the money needed to pay all of the hospital bills. So instead of 

curing his wound, the only thing left was to cut off his entire arm.  

From a young age I would be uncomfortable looking at or associating with a person that didn’t look 

‘normal’. In my dictionary the word ‘normal’ meant to look like everyone else. While growing older I was able 

to understand that not everyone looks the same. Ibro’s story influenced me to become more of a pediatrician to 

help third world countries that lacked proper equipment’s and those that couldn’t afford it. It had a direct effect 
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on me since he was a part of my family. Becoming a pediatrician is a lifelong dream that was enhanced once I 

got a glimpse of the ways I could actually make a difference. 

 
 
High School: Garfield HS 
Graduation Year: 2015 
 

 Somali culture doesn't acknowledge that anxiety exists, but it’s been a condition I know all too well. I                  

have been self censoring for as long as I can remember because of fear. “You aren’t good enough” “Get out of                     

your head” “You are just over reacting” “Calm down!” Years of internalizing the self hate I felt for being                   

diagnosed with anxiety, blaming myself and asking why I couldn’t just be normal like everyone else, wasn’t                 

going to be cured overnight. But it’s something I knew I had to overcome. I had to start with small steps.                     

Despite the crippling fear I felt inside me. I went back to public school my junior year of high school after two                      

years of online schooling. This was my chance to start over and become a new person and fight my anxiety in                     

the process.  

As the first day began, I immediately felt confined, the halls were full of people pushing against me,                  

disregarding my presence. I felt my breathing become heavier; I was over thinking, over analyzing. My palms                 

started to get sweaty; an anxiety attack was coming at me full force and there was no space to turn to. I decided                       

to confide in a teacher and told her exactly what I was dealing with. She listened to me. She did not say, "Just                       

relax, breathe, and stop taking things so personally" like I expected; instead, she validated my feelings. She told                  

me, “It's ok to feel anxious at times, it does not mean you have messed up or failed in anyway". No one will                       

ever understand how deeply those words affected me. 

I decided to implement this into my life. I knew junior year in a public high school would be twice as hard                       

for me and that I would need to make an extra effort. It took me awhile to put myself out there and become                       

engaged in school, but when I did, I gave it my all! I joined a few clubs and even helped start the Muslim                       

Student Association. I had to work through my anxiety to raise awareness and create a platform where Muslims                  

and non-Muslim students can come together to better educate ourselves on the topic of Islam. I was never the                   

type of person to take a lead and leave my comfort zone so this new leadership position surprised the people                    

around me as much as it surprised myself. I was on my way to a full transformation. No more would I let my                       

anxiety dictate how I live my life. 
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I still am trying to unlearn the toxic and negative thoughts I had towards myself and my environment.                  

People have told me all my life that self-care should come last in my list of priorities. But I know that to be my                        

authentic self I must give myself time and be patient through it all. I know there may be bad days as well as                       

good ones, I will forgive myself and not dwell on it and continue to move forward in my road to self-discovery.                     

At University of Washington plan to not use my anxiety as an obstacle to keep me from having a positive and                     

worthwhile college experience. I am confident that I will use these new outlooks on life through leadership and                  

empathy to contribute to the diverse and vibrant student community. 

High School: Garfield HS 
Graduation Year: 2015 
 

After five grueling hours, our volunteer group finished our first complete network and computer install 
at Vinh Hoa Primary School in An Giang, Vietnam; we needed a break. But when we returned to show students 
how to use their new laptops, we learned a power outage had wiped out all of our work. 

“Everything all over again?” I thought in despair.  How could the students use their laptops if they kept 
losing power? What was the point of repeating our work if every outage erased our progress? Because of our 
oversight, the laptops we brought were useless. I slumped over in my chair and nearly broke into tears. The 
teachers had apologized about so many things, about their shoddy bathrooms, about their dirt playground and, 
now, this power outage. But it was our fault, I knew; we did not account for Vietnam’s unreliable infrastructure. 

After a series of deep breaths, I closed my eyes and said, “We have to find a way to teach the teachers 
how to reinstall the network when we are not here.” I could explain in English, but not in Vietnamese. I decided 
to sit between two laptops, one set to each language. I drew a vertical line in my notebook, writing down the 
commands in each language side-by-side. We successfully taught the teachers how to reconnect to the network, 
and I left my instructions with the school. I realized afterwards that if everything had gone as scheduled, we 
would have taught the kids how to use the Internet, but the next outage would have left the school with no idea 
how to fix the mess we unknowingly left. That outage once felt like the end of the world, but it forced me to 
improvise, trust myself and recognize what ultimately mattered: truly helping others. 

Being put in a position where I had no choice but to think on my feet put my parents’ experiences in 
perspective. That trip was the first time I visited my parents’ motherland which they fled during the Vietnam 
War. Despite failed attempts to leave the country and years spent in oppressive refugee camps separated from 
their families, my parents never thought, “What if?” They instead thought, “What now?” Looking back on the 
day of that power outage, I realize I have internalized the “what now?” mentality. 

When my parents left Vietnam, they struck out in blind faith for the possibility of a better future for the 
next generation. When I saw the schoolchildren in Vietnam staring at me, an American, I saw my father, I saw 
my mother and I saw the young girls who could have been me had my experiences been different.  
My cultural history has made me attentive to inequalities, fueling my passion to advocate for those whose 
educational and therefore life opportunities are limited. The inequity I witnessed at my own high school was my 
call to action. After interviewing students of color and analyzing district statistics, I reported in my school 
newspaper how discipline disproportionately affected students who needed the most help. As part of the 
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Building Leadership Team, I pushed to adopt a new set of policies that supported students by minimizing time 
spent out of the classroom. 

Through higher education, I want to find similar ways to use my analytical skills to translate my beliefs 
into real change. While my experiences in Vietnam exposed the roots of my commitment to education, they also 
made me think, “What now?” While my parents’ sacrifices gave me educational opportunities, I want to use my 
education as a platform to expose how educational opportunities for people of color are limited and fight for 
solutions. I want to explore career paths where I can build on my skills and interests to combat socioeconomic 
inequalities, so every person can have faith in a better future.  
 
 
 
  
High School: West Seattle High School 
Graduation Year: 2015 
 

I quickly sat up on my bed as I heard my mom’s voice calling my name. It was another day of 
elementary school, and I had already woken up late. My mom rushed me to get dressed, hands fussing over my 
appearance while also gently shoving me out the door. She walked me to the bus stop, and scurried to take 
public transit to her ESL class followed by a ten hour shift at a nail salon. My dad was constantly at work, 
cooking at Ivar’s Seafood Bar during the day and cleaning as a janitor at night. 

After school, I would take the bus home and let myself into our empty house. While anxiously waiting 
for my parents’ return, I held myself responsible for completing homework assignments and doing household 
chores. Usually, my mom would not make it home in time for dinner, so I cooked my own meal, usually 
consisting of Cup of Noodles. By the time my mom came home, the night was as dark as the circles under her 
eyes; by the time my dad came home, I was sound asleep. As a young child, I did not realize the positive and 
profound impact that my parents’ struggles and hard work would have on my growth and development. 

Despite their busy days and late nights, my parents continued to encourage me to excel in school, 
reminding me that a good education is the best path to success and improving one’s life. Witnessing my 
parents’ daily hardship motivated me to work tirelessly in school. They did the very best they could and I felt 
compelled to do the very best I could. Their absence, however, quickly taught me that I couldn’t always depend 
on them for help or guidance. My parents didn’t have the opportunity to attend school or college in the U.S., 
forcing me to work independently to find the best path for my own education. At times I felt as if I was lost and 
alone in a dark forest, trying to find my way out. While in high school, I developed my own class schedule, 
making sure that I would graduate and be able to attend college. Although I utilized my teachers and counselor 
for guidance on selecting advanced courses, I ultimately made the final decisions. This taught me to be more 
analytical. 

Outside of academics, I registered myself for different activities, such as sports, clubs, and piano 
lessons. I had to personally coordinate my busy schedule, making time to practice and contribute to the success 
of my teams and clubs. Similarly, I had to follow a strict curriculum and hold myself responsible for preparing 
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for my piano exams. Doing these activities forced me to self-reflect and spend extra time working on my 
weaknesses, while relishing and capitalizing on my strengths. 

This pattern of independence and self- reliance started in elementary school and continued throughout 
high school, shaping me as a young man. I became resourceful, relentless, and innovative in finding solutions. I 
learned to take full responsibility for my success and failures, and put in the work to seize the opportunities 
presented to me, that eluded my parents. 

My family history can be seen as being filled with substantial obstacles. To me, my history provides 
inspiration, challenges and learning opportunities. It has shaped the way that I view the world and its daily 
complications. The lessons of independence, hard work, and problem solving will be invaluable as I plan on 
studying engineering in college. I will continue to think critically and take the initiative in my work as a 
research engineer.  
 
 
 
 
 
High School: West Seattle High School 
Graduation Year: 2015 
  
 Humid heat, crowded streets and extreme poverty—this was the country where my parents grew up. In 
khakis and a dress shirt, I looked like an American tourist. At that moment, there was an ocean between me and 
Vietnam. 
  I uncomfortably squeezed through the tight spaces in the market, trying not to lose sight of my mom. 
Excuse me, could you spare some change, miss? Clothed with hand-me downs was a parched and famished boy. 
In a mere second, the well raised, educated, clothed and fed Vietnamese American had crossed the world of a 
child who was too poor to afford food. My fingers grazed against the crisp bills in my wallet to pull out 50,000 
dong($2.50 ). The boy looked up astonishingly at the amount I had handed him, thanked me and bowed before 
he left. 
 Even though we came from the same culture, we individually had different motivations and experiences. 
When he woke up, he wasn't pampered with toys, video games and junk food.And if the boy wanted to be a U.S 
Citizen, he’d have to face barriers like culture assimilation, a new language and institutional racism like my 
parents did. I avoided this by being born in the U.S. 
 Sadly most first generation Vietnamese students, usually called mỹ con (American child),do not know 
where their culture or how hard it was to strive for U.S Citizenship since we were already born with it.When I 
went to Vietnam, I realized that I was that kind of student. I was lucky to be able to see this with my own eyes 
during my first visit to Vietnam. I thought my mom was over exaggerating before the trip but every detail she 
told me was true.When she said that there would be children younger than me, begging for money, indeed there 
were. And when she said that we would be sleeping with other creatures, it was true; I woke up with a lizard on 
the wall above my head. 
 On the 15 hour flight, I realized that I spoke only Vietnamese the entire time in Vietnam. I also thought 
about how my more Americanized cousins struggled with fundamental Vietnamese customs like waiting for 
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elders to eat first.But I didn’t have to change my habits to fit in with the life style in Vietnam because I did 
those things growing up in the U.S.I went to temple on New Years in my traditional Vietnamese dress proudly. 
During Mid-Autumn festival, my brother and I lit paper lanterns and stuffed our mouths with mooncakes. I 
cooked rice at 10 years old and although I had toys, I found it more interesting to see what game my brother and 
I could play using stones and chalk. I bought apples for my favorite teacher on teacher’s day because I was 
taught to look up to my teachers as my parents. I remember thanking my uncle for forcing me to remember my 
multiplication tables a year earlier than I was supposed to. He smiled at me and opened his mouth to say 
something but I beat him to it, “Education is the key,” a phrase that he grew up with but didn't have the chance 
to carry it out. In truth, I wasn’t really a mỹ con . 
 Since first generation Vietnamese students like me are the products of war,in search of opportunities, my 
family fled by boat thousands of miles away from their homes. But they kept their cultural roots while adapting 
to a new way of life and I was fused into this mishmash of cultures making me feel like I was never separated in 
the first place. 
 
 
 
 
 
High School: West Seattle High School 
Graduation Year: 2015 
 
            My dad’s death was the collapse of my bridge to Vietnam. Seeing him during his final hours, I held 
tightly to his shaking hands. My father was a gentle, caring man who truly appreciated every day. Even on his 
death bed, he still had that warm, beautiful smile. Yet as I desperately clutched on to him, I did not truly 
appreciate the significance of this final embrace until many years later. While I knew my life would never be 
the same without him, burying his casket was the last time I was totally connected with my Vietnamese 
heritage. 
 Being raised by two Vietnamese parents just felt like any typical household, at least for me anyway. It 
was the perfect picture. They nurtured me as a strong Vietnamese child despite their history, which was 
corrupted by the exploding bombs and gunfire of the Vietnam War. They escaped to the United States in search 
of a better future for their children. As they settled in America, so did their culture. It was as if Vietnam never 
left them. They shared that part of their story with me so that I could pass it on to the next generation. Our 
habitual routine consisted of dining on Vietnamese cuisine, watching Vietnamese TV shows, speaking in 
Vietnamese; our home life revolved around Vietnam. 
 Growing up, I assumed my parents’ customs and traditions didn’t hold any cultural significance. It only 
struck me that not everyone followed a similar path after my mother remarried a Caucasian man. My 
Vietnamese heritage was no longer as apparent as my Asian culture steadily morphed into American culture. I 
didn’t realize soon enough that the “perfect picture” was fading. I was no longer able to sing Vietnamese 
lullabies with my grandma because I could barely use correct grammar with her, instead needing to insert my 
best attempt at a Vietnamese accent applied to English words. We switched to an English-speaking church 
because I couldn’t understand a single Vietnamese word. 
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For dinner, beef burgers were substituted for Phở and french fries replaced spring rolls. The traits that dated 
back to my parents’ youth were disappearing, as if a story told was being forgotten. 
 I realize now that the stories were not totally ignored but rather creating new chapters. I became older 
and began to question who I was, where I belong, and what I wanted to become. It was a tough time and a 
difficult process, but it has truly made me a more tolerant, open-minded, and adaptable person. From music, 
food, and entertainment, I came to appreciate American culture. Similarly, my stepfather was curious about 
Vietnamese culture so we continued celebrating Tết, eating at Vietnamese restaurants, and listening to 
Vietnamese news. Our cultural perspectives blended. As I grew outside the boundary of my Vietnamese culture, 
I became aware of different ethnicities and came to value diversity in this multi-cultural society. I admire those 
who are of multiple cultural backgrounds. I realized that living with parents of different cultures is more of a 
blessing than a curse. My Vietnamese heritage didn’t disappear, but it has merged with my American lifestyle. 
I’ve gained a whole new perspective; I’ve been gifted with a second culture and am not limited to one point of 
view. Everyone is surprised when they see that I have a Caucasian stepfather. My picture of a perfect family is 
not fading; it is two worlds colliding to add more colors, potentially creating a masterpiece. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
High School: West Seattle High School 
Graduation Year: 2015 

 
Al grito de guerra el acero aprestad y el bridón, y retiemble en sus centros la tierra...... As I held the 

Mexican flag of my ancestors with my two hands, I could hear the dragging of long blue Latino dresses. Twenty 

girls practiced for their folklorico dance. As the curtains raised revealing the eyes of 1200 students, I took a 

breath and  walked to the center of the stage. I looked straight into my peer’s eyes as she carried the American 

flag. When my feet came to a stop I extended out my arm and brought it to my chest in a linear position over 

my heart, and with great honor I sang the Mexican National Anthem. Singing and looking into the audience I 

heard the voices of other Mexican students singing the anthem and saw the other flags of Latin America as 

students looked up with pride. 

 In my sophomore year I had to move to a new school. When I first walked into the school I saw big a 

difference. When I walked into my first class and sat in my seat, instinctively I looked around to see if I 

recognized anyone there or if anybody spoke my language, so I at least would make a connection with someone, 

but there was no connection. As the first couple of days passed by I noticed that the Hispanics at West Seattle, 

other than being small in number, really didn't speak or show their culture or language. I felt foreign because 
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this wasn't my home; this place was foreign to me. As the months went by and Latino holidays passed I kept 

waiting for an assembly or something to celebrate it, but there wasn't, not even a Latino club. 

The following year I decided that I was going to change the school by bringing Latino culture and language 

to the school and making it known throughout the student body. I started a Latino club at school called the 

“Latin American Learning Society.” Through the club, I able to show other students, Latino or not, about the 

culture of different Latin American countries. I only talked in Spanish to the other Hispanic students, to see if 

that would increase the use of Spanish language in my school by other students also responding in Spanish. By 

the end of the year my friend Chris who is also Hispanic told me that he started speaking Spanish in school 

again because I would only speak Spanish to him. At that moment I knew that I had made an impact in my 

school. In college I hope to encourage other Latino students of the community to be proud of their culture and 

identities and to empower them to change their communities and to not be afraid to make a difference.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
High School: West Seattle High School 
Graduation Year: 2015 

 
On a sunny school day during my 3rd grade year, I courageously walked towards a group of classmates 

playing tetherball at recess. Despite getting good grades, I was lonely and unhappy. I wanted to laugh and play 
like the other kids in class, but no one looked or dressed like me; they had light skin and Nikes while I was 
Chinese wearing my Payless sneakers. To make matters worse, I stuttered and was petrified of embarrassing 
myself. As I ran up to them, the words “Can I p-p-p-play?” left my mouth. I became so overwhelmed with the 
fear of being made fun of that I wanted to run away. 

Prior to that momentous day on the playground, I was a loner and made little impact on my community. 
My primary concern was getting good grades to satisfy my parents’ demands. One day, my friends asked me to 
join Key Club. I was hesitant at first, but it became a life changing moment. 

Initially, I only attended the meetings at school but never participated in any events. When I arrived 
home, I remember regretfully scrolling through my Facebook news feed, which was filled with pictures of my 
friends making a positive impact on the community. My sophomore year, I started to attend local community 
service events with my friends, but my heart yearned to do more. 

The first big event I signed up for was the Jingle Bell Run in Downtown Seattle. I thought my job was a 
piece of cake since it was called “Hype Crew”; all I had to do was monitor the track. I arrived in Downtown 
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Seattle at six o’clock in the morning and was quickly escorted to a cold and empty tunnel with no one in sight 
for miles. I remember standing alone on the deserted trail thinking, “This is boring. All I’m going to do is watch 
people run.”  

When the first group of runners arrived, I was amazed by the effort put in by participants jogging this 
early morning marathon in 30 degree weather! People dressed up as Christmas gifts, elves, and Santa Claus, all 
running to help raise money for the Arthritis Foundation. At the top of my lungs, I started encouraging runners, 
“KEEP ON GOING GUYS! YOU GUYS ARE AMAZING!” Runners thanked me with their smiles, high fives, 
and candy canes. At the end of the day, I learned that over 12,000 runners participated, and this was only all 
made possible with the help of hundreds of volunteers. I realized how important every volunteer is during an 
event. We’re not the supporting characters, we’re actually the stars.  

After the Jingle Bell Run, I decided to run for Key Club president with the intent of expanding our 
activity and encouraging other students to lend a hand to the community. I managed to escape my comfort zone 
and was elected to lead Key Club. I expanded the club through advertising and contributed to the community by 
organizing volunteering events at local community centers. Throughout my childhood, my traditional Chinese 
parents told me that getting good grades was the key to happiness and to not let others distract me from my 
academic mission. However, by exposing myself to the world and helping others, I have been lifted to find my 
passion. Whether it’s asking someone to play with me for the first time or yelling my lungs out during a charity 
event, the smiles of the people that I have the opportunity to help motivate me to wake up in the morning with a 
smile on my face. 

 
 
 
 

 
 
High School: West Seattle High School 
Graduation Year: 2015 
 

Sometimes I wonder why boys ever existed! I leave my food alone for barely five seconds and he pigs 
out on it. I knew if I told my mom about it, she wouldn't do anything. So I'm going to have to handle this on my 
own. I walked up to him - the idiot gnawing at my cupcake - barely said a word, and got punched on the arm. I 
mean he's like the equivalent to 10 of me, what kind of brother hits their little sister anyway; At least now he's 
given me the ammunition for getting him in trouble with mom. 

I have 3 older brothers and I grew up as the youngest and only girl. I've never had my own room and 
that comes with the odors, messiness, and the overall annoyingness of boys. My big brothers are lean, mean, 
teasing machines but they did push me to always strive to be unique and fight for what I want. Since they are 4 
of us, we all tend to get a little crazy trying to be the sole benefactor of our parent's attention. 

The things my brothers and I all have in common are our general loudness and friendliness. My brothers 
are all good at different things, which they totally command attention in, and it took a while for me to find my 
own thing. I had always tried to find a way to stand out and get attention from my parents but I recently realized 
that I could stand out to make myself happy. This pushed me to try and stand out in all aspects of my life for my 
own benefit. 
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The competition between my brothers and I sparked a fire under me to advance socially. I made sure I 
always spoke in class, pushing me out of my comfort zone, until I became an extremely outgoing person in and 
out of class. Believe it or not I used to be a shy, albeit extremely gregarious, child. Now I'm an undeniable 
extrovert and try to pursue different ways for me to branch out. That change lead to me and a good friend 
creating the Latino Club in our school because we wanted everyone to be able to learn about Latin American 
cultures. I realized that social status wasn't the only thing I could learn to do better than my brothers. I started 
out with singing and dancing, which I still do. 

One thing that I have done for a while is acting. I've always been good at it but it was more of a hobby 
than anything else. I got into acting when one of my drama teachers in fourth grade told me that she thought my 
loud voice would be great for being on stage. I got a lead role in the first play I auditioned for and have been 
auditioning for lead roles ever since. The first play I tried out for, when I moved to Seattle sophomore year, I 
didn't get in. Of course I was devastated and it just made me determined to keep trying until I finally got into a 
school play. After 2 more attempts, I got into the play about Anne Frank. My perseverance made my triumph 
way more satisfying, the perseverance that I gained from the competitions between my brothers and me. 

At this point I was doing acting because I genuinely loved it and not because it would get me noticed. 
I've done quite a few plays but it hasn't been until recently that my family went to one of my plays and saw me 
acting. My mother told me that she never knew I could act that well and I could see it in the huge smile on her 
face. Although my brothers teased me, they admitted that they were really happy I found something that was all 
mine. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
High School: Franklin High School 
Graduation Year: 2015 

The drumbeat, gong, and the cymbalist came to a stop. I spun the golden head around my sweaty body, 

revealing my pink, exhausted face to the audience after what had felt like an endless lion dance performance. 

Bowing to the crowd, I heard various people yelling, “Wait, that was a girl?” I felt their surprised expressions 

and approval shine down on me as the result of the intense training I endured. As lion dancer, I never imagined 

feeling so triumphant. 

Growing up, my family was always there to belittle my sense of worth. My older sister, Jennifer, successfully 

got my classmates to call me “Nobody”, which instigated bullying that lasted from elementary school to the end 

of my 8th grade year. My father has called me stupid since the time I asked for help with my homework in first 

grade. For this reason, he never considered me as his daughter. My mother convinced me that I would never be 
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better than my older sister. Everything we did became a one-sided competition; I just wanted to be better than 

her at something. I felt and saw that everything I did, she did better. I yearned to be recognized by my parents. 

            After years of being convinced that everything they said was true, my friend extended his arm and called 

me to join the dying lion dance team at our high school when I was a sophomore. By the end of the year, I felt a 

change in my personality, attitude, and perspective on life. I looked back on my negative thoughts and realized 

that in my parents’ eyes, I might not be as good as my older sister, but I would be more satisfied with my life 

than her. 

            Throughout the year, our team president didn’t take excuses and put us through an immense amount of 

training. As a team, everyone worked their hardest to perform to the best of their abilities. Although we had our 

serious times, the team became the family I had desired. Unlike my birth family, this new family was 

considerate enough to listen to my problems and thoughts, and give me advice on what I should do with my life. 

Not only did I create strong bonds with my team members, but I felt my self esteem escalating. I was able to 

grow as a strong human being and think and speak for myself for the first time in my life. After years of being 

shunned by my family and bullied by my classmates, I was able to be myself and embrace who I truly am. 

            Joining the lion dance team was a major turning point in my life. Through lion dancing, I was able to 

express myself without anyone knowing who I was. The lion head is a way for me to hide my identity, but my 

vehemence in dancing is from the motivation my family members’ criticism gave me, which made me want to 

do better. Because of the love and support I received from the lion dance team, I am more open-minded about 

the world. It allowed me to overcome my shyness and instilled me with the confidence and happiness I have 

today. 

            “Let’s give a round of applause to our lion dancers!” the announcer said into the microphone. My tail 

and I walked off with confidence, exchanging high fives and compliments. My lion dance guardians greeted me 

with the same thing as well. I always thought every performance would feel the same; exhausting. In my future 

performances, I strive to feel their surprised expressions and approval shine down on me once more. 

High School: Franklin High School 

Graduation Year: 2015  
 

Luck of a Granddaughter 
  
Western Washington University Essay Prompt: Share a meaningful experience and how this has helped shape 
you in your preparation for college – this could be related to your passions, commitments, leadership 
experience, family, or cultural background. (399/500) 
  
“Brother, you are gifted with these grandkids to care for your health. Eventually you will get better,” my 
grandfather’s brother said into the camera while holding back the tears for his sick brother he has not seen in 
over twenty years. My visit to my grandfather’s village in China made me realize that I have many 
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opportunities to fulfill and live a comfortable life in America and that I can make something of myself, to make 
myself and my family proud that I do not have to live in such poverty and in ill health. Majority of my family 
comes from very little but those who were able to make a life in America have not taken advantage of the 
freedom and opportunities that are presented to them. Those opportunities are the same that I face and instead of 
having the next generations come to pass to take them, I have decided to take every gift given to me in this life 
as a way to escape what my family faced. 
I am committed to my family and my studies. I have shaped myself and my life to make sure I am prepared for 
college. My passions are in science, art and history. I appreciate how those three subjects can help those in need 
in either sickness or knowledge. My life is filled with the knowledge that each generation can improve the 
technology the world has to help find new cures, improve mistakes so history does not repeat itself and find 
happiness in the lives of everyone in this world. 
Those I surround myself with affect my choices for the better because I always want to give back to those who 
have given me freedom to choose what I want and can do in my life. My grandfather especially has made the 
greatest impact on my life than anyone else. His condition has affected me more than I realize because I am not 
an empathetic person despite the reason. He had hoped to remove his family from the poverty he had faced 
growing up. His wishes were for his grandchildren to be happy and never become victims to greed. I made a 
promise to myself and my grandfather to give back, especially to him for the decisions he had made to allow 
myself to be where I am today to make decisions that will fulfill both of our dreams.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
High School: Nathan Hale High School 
Graduation Year: 2015 

My Confidence and I 
  
Letting go of that hand was a difficult thing for me to do. I would always hold on to the hand or I would always 
follow it. I never thought there would be a time where I had to let go of it and start to pave on to my own 
journey. I had always listened to my parents’ advice and they knew what was best for me. I was always 
confident in my parents’ opinion, but not in my own opinion. Then on the first day of first grade I was afraid of 
letting go of my mother’s hand because she was my confidence and I was afraid of building up my own 
confidence. But I am proud to say letting go was the first step of finding myself. 
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It was the first day of 8th grade and people started to stare and look at me as a different person. I never 
understood why I was being stared at as if something was on my head. Then I realized there was something on 
my head and it was a hijab (a scarf wrapped around my head). This made me laugh because I was really curious 
why I looked so different to everyone. It was that I had already forgotten that I was wearing a hijab and I was 
being comfortable as who I was. Then as the year went by I became more proud of being unique and different 
when my friends started to ask, “What is that the thing on your head?” or “Why are you wearing 
the…hijab...thing, because you didn’t wear it before?” It was at first an awkward experience when I was asked 
about the hijab because I was not mentally prepared that people would be asking these questions. But I became 
happier when I was being asked because people wanted to know more about me and my uniqueness, I thought, 
instead of my religion. 
  
I was amazed by whom I became in the last three years of high school from my last thirteen years of my life. I 
was like raindrops and every time the rain drops fell it started to form into a small puddle. That is what I believe 
I did in the last thirteen years of my life; I just did not have the right amount of confidence in order to fill the 
puddle. But, then when I started to wear my hijab, it was the huge rain drop that formed all the raindrops into 
one small puddle. Then as time went by I was more of myself, never thinking that I would be admired by others 
for being myself. It just never came into my mind. Some of my friends would say, “You are confident” and I 
did not believe it because I would always say, “I am not confident, I am just being myself.” But when it really 
had hit me was when I was reading my yearbook and it was the end of junior year. I was reading one of my 
friends comments and they said that “You are a strong and confident person,” then I said out loud to myself, 
“No, I am not and I am just being myself.” Then everything clicked. While I was being myself it had shined 
through that I was confident in myself. 
  
I learned that individuality should not be feared, but looked at as a strong aspect of your character. I finally 
understood I was becoming more of myself, when I was creating fashion styles that went under the guidelines 
of my religion. I had many creative ideas and I would go through them all and see if it was possible. Then I 
would try all of them with my best ability, until I would say “I failed this time, but let’s move on and try harder 
next time,” because each time I overcame a difficult challenge, I learned more of myself. In the end, in order to 
be confident you don’t have to be someone who puffs up their chest and says “Look at me, I am not afraid!” 
Instead, believing in yourself is the true meaning of being confident. 
  
 
High School: Nathan Hale High School 
Graduation Year: 2015 

Saddest Day 

I woke up suddenly at 1:00 A.M. to my mom saying, “I want to go to my sister. Where is my son?” I was 

unsure what was happening to her, but I could tell that she wasn’t ok. She had seen her sister in the evening, and 

my brother was at home. I didn't know what to do or say. I understood that mom was in trouble but the only 

thing I could do was cry. I stopped going to school and I didn’t eat for three days. My entire family was worried 

about me because I was almost going crazy.  
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Unfortunately my mom’s health got worse. My mom was loud: talking, crying, and insulting. When I saw her, I 

didn’t know her because she looked like a deranged person. Everything seemed like a movie to me because my 

mom was alright one day and totally changed the next day. I couldn’t express how sad I was. Our entire family 

felt guilty and sad. After one week I realized my crying couldn't change anything, and I started to go to school 

although I was feeling hurt. 

 

After one month suddenly my mom stopped talking. I was so sad that my tears were rushing out like a waterfall. 

The situation was worse than death! Then we took her to hospital, but they didn’t know the cause or how to cure 

it. After that mom never spoke even one word. 

 

The whole responsibility of the family was on me. I had to shop, manage money, make food, and take care of 

the whole family. I cleaned the house, washed the clothes by my hand, and went to school. Even though it was 

very hard to be responsible while I was young, the situation forced me to face it. Then I started to organize 

everything. In school I didn’t fail any classes. I didn’t have time at home, but I was doing my homework during 

breaks in school. Before mom got sick, I was a very successful student. I continued like that for two and half 

years, with a sad and accepting heart. 

 

Soon I heard we would go to Sudan. I was shaken because I didn’t know anything about Sudan. I was a stranger 

to the people, language, culture, and religion of Sudan. Sudan’s language is Arabic, which was the main 

problem for me, but I learned it quickly. Being responsible was easy for me because I already had experience, 

but living in a new society was challenging for me. But I adapted very quickly. I learned how to take on 

different roles. My daily activities and mistakes taught me how to be a mother, a sister, and a friend at fourteen 

years old with a sick mother, even though it was hard with nobody to help or encourage me. I learned from 

mom’s sickness that I can do the impossible things, because I accepted my mom’s sickness although it seemed 

insurmountable to me. 

 

My mom’s sickness was a lesson that I would never learn in school, a lesson that taught me to be responsible, 

hopeful, patient, loving, and strong. I had hope one day the dark would end and I would see the rays of the sun. 

After six years, mom totally recovered. In order to know how the light is bright, you must face the dark first. 
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My mom’s sickness was the dark and my mom’s health was the bright for me. Therefore as in a day there is 

lightness and darkness, even in life there is sadness and happiness.  I have learned to accept both. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
High School: Franklin 
Graduation year: 2015 
 
In 3.2..1.! The camera started rolling, I stood in the middle of the Boston common area recording my first live 
shot about a fire. I stared into the camera; "My name is Amina and I am reporting to you live from Boston." I 
was attending the Asian American Journalism Association JCamp, an elite one week journalism program for 
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high school students, making me one step closer to my dream of becoming a broadcast journalist. As I stood 
there reporting, I could not help but think about my grandfather. I silently thanked him for giving me the 
motivation to follow my passion. 
Growing up, my grandfather and I were close. I spent plenty of time with my grandparents and often spent my 
weekends at their house. Although a man of few words, my grandfather always reminded me to "dadaal," which 
essentially means to "work hard" in Somali. He encouraged me to seize every opportunity I was presented with 
and motivated me to excel in school. When I wanted to take on a new challenge, I knew that he would be the 
number one person by my side. We had many conversations about my desire to pursue a career in broadcast 
journalism, and what it would mean to be a Muslim journalist. He reminded me that even though I did not see 
anyone who looked like me on television, I should continue to aspire to be one, while always remembering to 
remain true to myself. His constant support and teachings empowered me to take risks and step outside of my 
comfort zone. 
The beginning of my junior year my grandfather fell ill, each day getting weaker and weaker. During finals 
week, I learned that my grandfather had two weeks or less to live. Instead of going straight home to study, I 
spent my time by my grandfather's bedside savoring every minute I had with him. I would then go home and 
stay up late into the night to study. Two days after my last final marked the tragic day I lost my grandfather. I 
will never forget rushing into his room - my mother's warning words becoming a distant noise in the 
background - only to see a white sheet covering his body. 
My grandfather's death took a toll on me and I experienced an academic dip. Even though it was hard, I took his 
words of wisdom and "waa dadaali." At first "working hard" meant completing the task at hand so I poured 
myself into the upcoming mock trail competitions. After some time, however, I realized that completing the 
task at hand was just not good enough. I needed to start taking advantage of the opportunities I was presented 
with and one of those was JCamp. 
By attending JCamp, I got a feel for the career that I hope to pursue. It gave me resources and skills that I will 
be able to use as I continue my path in life. I explored my passion and I worked hard at it, learning from some 
of the best professionals in the field of broadcast journalism. Even though I have faced trials and tribulations I 
know that I am capable of getting through it. I know that pursuing this passion will present many of its own 
challenges, but the difficulty of my grandfather's death taught me that I have the resiliency to push through and 
thrive like I was able to at JCamp in Boston last summer. 
As I stared into the camera finishing my report, I felt grateful for the opportunity to experience what it was like 
to be a broadcast journalist. I am excited to discover and learn more about this career path and I am glad that I 
have my grandfather's teachings to help me continue. I take a deep breath as I prepare to close the story, 
"Reporting to you live from Boston, this is Amina.” 
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High School: Chief Sealth 
Graduation year: 2015 
It was a hot sunny day in Mexico as my mother yelled across the truck at my brother and I, “Kids - it’s too hot, apply                          
some sunblock so you don’t get sun burnt.” She then turned to me and said, “Here are the sunblock and a sheet to cover                        
yourself.” As I lie down, leaning on my brother almost falling asleep, I covered myself with the white sheet. It was then,                      
in a second, that my life changed forever. My world had shut down. 
 
It was pitch-black and I was unconscious. All I could hear was the ambulance, police sirens, and voices. Where was I?                     
Where was my family? For a moment, I thought I was dreaming. When I woke up, I was at a hospital and couldn’t move                        
my body; I couldn’t feel my hand or half of my face. All I felt was pain. I called out for anybody, and my sister replied,                          
“I’m glad you finally opened your eyes, but you have to be strong now.” With a shaking voice she continued,                    
“Unfortunately, we were all involved in a fatal car accident and two didn’t make it to the hospital”. I cried uncontrollably.                     
All I wanted to do was to get up from that bed, but I couldn’t move my body. I wanted to go look for my family. Sadly,                           
my beloved brother had died in an instant. How was it possible that life could change in a heartbeat? 
 
I had lost the most important person in my life, my big brother and my best friend. I couldn’t move for weeks, my mind                        
was always blank. I was in shock, and I was in physical and emotional pain. Being in critical condition prevented us from                      
traveling back home to Seattle. Our family’s spring vacation turned into a family tragedy. 
However, a week after returning home, I managed to go back to school. I wasn’t fully functioning and I was wearing a                      
neck brace. After missing three months of school during my recovery, it wasn’t guaranteed that I would graduate on time;                    
as I had fallen so far behind in school work and other assignments. Not only was I grieving, but I had to deal with school,                         
work, my physical health, and supporting my mom. 
 
What motivated me to move forward were my brother’s words of wisdom and examples. He had dreams and goals, but he                     
couldn’t pursue them, because he wasn’t a U.S citizen. His goals were to become a professional dancer after he achieved                    
that, he wanted to further his goal of being a prominent performer and study international business. However being                  
undocumented he was ineligible for financial aid and he couldn’t afford to pay for school. He had worked hard and to                     
used his money to help out the family. His life is what inspired me to catch up in school. My doctor suggested I rest and                         
recover at home, as he felt that I should not attend school in my weak condition. But I couldn’t afford to miss any more                        
school days. So I decided to do all my work in the nurse’s office. I kept to this routine for about two weeks until I was                          
fully caught up and recovered. Even though my grades are not the best, I am extremely proud that I persevered to pass all                       
my classes, and that I will graduate on time. 
 
It was the worst experience ever I felt destroyed. Though I still have nightmares reminding me of our tragedy, it shaped                     
me into a stronger and braver young woman. It is true when they say, “what doesn’t kill you makes you stronger”, because                      
that is exactly what I’ve become. I am extremely blessed to be here today. I know that being vigorous and courageous are                      
traits that will benefit my future because, I can now face any life obstacles that I need to overcome.  
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High School: Chief Sealth 
Graduation year: 2015 
The bus roared. That low growl from the engine took me from the warmth of everything that I knew. It was the first time I                         
would be away from the place I called home, for more than a night. I left home for the next three weeks. I felt alone, even                          
though I was surrounded by a great amount of fun people, I wasn't really good at talking to random people. The bus                      
seemed to be filled with an awkward, infectious silence that corrupted the air around us. 
 
At camp, everything felt different, I was surrounded by strangers. We had to get to know each other; connect and work                     
together through a week-long trip. Kayaking, group activities, and facilitating games for younger campers were some of                 
the activities we had to come together as a group to accomplish. Being an introvert, I struggled. Creating connections with                    
my peers was difficult. I constantly found myself alone during meals and down-time between activities. I was a very                   
guarded person and rarely shared anything about myself. At the end of each day there was a simple tradition, each camper                     
was asked a question. The questions ranged from something skin-deep, to a very personal inquiry. These non-judgmental                 
sessions allowed me to speak the truth. 
 
My life slowly changed each night. By the end of the week, I created everlasting bonds with my peers. I found my comical                       
nature fit really well within the group. I had previously believed that a leader needed to be serious and use a professional                      
demeanor. Looking back, I found that being comical helped others connect with you. When leading games I would hype                   
up the whole group with improvised speeches and excitement. I didn't care what people thought and just had fun. 
 
Before Camp Orkila, my relationships never went past the classroom, or off the field. This created inner conflict as my life                     
didn’t mirror the movies and shows that I watched. After the camp, I felt a resolution and resolve to change things. I went                       
from trying to hide who I am, to just being myself. This realization came from not being judged by those who listened and                       
accepted me. After all this time of working to hide who I was, answering simple questions slowly made all of the weight                      
that I didn't know I had float away. 
 
The ride back was filled with laughter and conversations. When the screech of the brakes came around, I stepped off the                     
bus knowing who I was and what I was to become. I came out from that experience more confident and ready to take on                        
new challenges. I learned to be honest with myself and others. I used to have major problems speaking in front of groups                      
and rarely shared ideas during group work. At camp, I found that stating your opinion did change things for the better, and                      
I changed myself accordingly. Most importantly I stopped being a wallflower, I started meeting new people. I worked to                   
become a better student and community member. I joined Key Club and started working at the local food bank. I strived to                      
challenge myself academically by becoming a full-diploma candidate for the International Baccalaureate Program at              
school. 
 
This has prepared me for a higher education both socially and academically at the University of Washington. I know it is a                      
great school to further improve myself as a person. The school has a diverse and huge campus with an advanced                    
curriculum which I hope will help me thrive as not only a person, but a student. 
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High School: Chief Sealth 
Graduation year: 2015 
On the morning of April 22, 2014 I got a call that changed my life forever. I was told that my grandpa had passed away. I                          
was the one that had to tell my mom. I was a cheerful person with many friends, but I never confided my problems or                        
feelings to anyone. Whenever someone came to me crying, I would sit quietly, trying to figure out what to say, but I never                       
could. I never thought I could be of any help to anyone. I tried to avoid those situations. When my grandfather passed                      
away, I mentally pushed everyone away. I hid my feelings behind a mask. If I felt any sign of sadness I would instantly                       
change my attitude. 
  
I am a part of a mentorship program, Link Crew, where upperclassmen support freshmen in the transition to high school.                    
Soon after my grandfather’s death, I had to refocus in preparation for the next Link Crew event; a capture the flag                     
competition. I put all of my attention on the event to help me forget about everything. I didn’t notice the concerned looks                      
of my peers around me. 
  
Finally the day had come - the long awaited capture the flag event. There were some laughs, many smiles, a few frowns,                      
and an injury; overall it was a memorable day. Everyone put in all their efforts to become victorious; doing all they could                      
even when they were exhausted. Although there was some arguing and miscommunication with the rules, I saw the teams                   
congratulating one another. Walking back to school to discuss the event, I suddenly felt exhausted and tired. All I could                    
think about was the negative moments- the rule breaking and arguing. Slowly my mask slipped off. And before I could fix                     
it, the tears rapidly fell from my eyes. The frustration of feeling inadequate in the game was my tipping point. Walking                     
behind everyone else, I hid the tears; hoping no one noticed. They did. 
  
Reaching our destination we sat in a circle. The discussion began with some observations. Someone stated, “I noticed that                   
when someone was upset about the game; although the group couldn’t fix their problems, they felt better when we listened                    
to what they had to say.” That was when I noticed everyone smiling at me. Silently telling me they were there for me;                       
even from those I didn’t talk to as often. I finally understood that everyone cares for those around them. 
  
Now I always try to be more observant and make sure the people around me know that I’m always here for them when                       
they need me. I started looking for people who were in need of someone to talk to because I wanted to be there for them. 
  
At the end of my junior year I knew that Link Crew meant a lot to me. I loved everyone in it; the teachers, the other Link                           
Leaders, and the sophomores of the next year. Link Crew had helped me take off my mask, reach out to those around me,                       
and had taught me that just listening can be more than enough. With this knowledge I’ve become a person who will seek                      
the resources, professors, peers, and tutors I need because I’m not afraid of asking for help or getting it. I can also be the                        
support that my friends need; just as they were when I was in my shell. Through this experience I am confident that I will                        
start college ready and open to meeting new people, helping those around me, and contributing my positive outlook to the                    
Western community. 
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High School: Chief Sealth 
Graduation year: 2015 
It is my mother’s experiences that have shaped me and my educational goals. I have learned to take responsibility, develop                    
bold leadership skills, and challenge myself through rigorous courses to prepare for higher education. 
  
Being the oldest of seven siblings isn't simple; I had to grow up quickly and learn how to complete tasks according to my                       
mother’s orders. My mother never had the chance to attend school; she was the oldest of nine and responsible for caring                     
for her siblings at an early age. She always put other people’s futures ahead of hers. She had to help raise the children; she                        
never had the chance to explore opportunities for herself. Following her mother’s footsteps, she had me at a young age;                    
this taught her to think differently about the lifestyles for herself and her children. She worked extremely hard to raise us,                     
working in two different warehouses to be able to provide what she could for us. Everything she did was to enrich our                      
futures. She wanted the best for us, because she didn’t have the educational options we do. She provided us with                    
opportunities she never had, so my siblings and I could pursue our educational goals. I didn’t understand what she was                    
doing until we moved. 
  
Moving from Tennessee to Washington was an experience that changed my perceptions about my mother and my future.                  
In Tennessee I was around many family members who cared for me. Yes, I was the child who got her way, the spoiled                       
one, but all that changed when my mother decided to move to Washington. My mother moved by herself with me and my                      
siblings, I had to take initiative and the responsibility to be an example for the little ones. We didn’t have the support we                       
had in Tennessee; therefore it was up to me to be the helper. I had to take on many responsibilities: feeding, and taking my                        
siblings to the park. I hated these chores but after a while I noticed that my resistance only brought tension between my                      
mother and me. I finally decided to simply listen to what she said and follow her directions. I was eleven when I finally                       
understood what she wanted for me and my siblings. 
One night after we got settled to go to bed, she came into my room, and she looked tired. She had worked two shifts that                         
night. Slowly, as she walked into my room, she said, “Honey, promise me you will reach for your dreams and take                     
advantages of opportunities to pursue your goals”. I made that promise to her that night, finally understanding that she                   
wanted me to have the life she never had. 
  
Because of my promise I knew my first priority was to fulfill my educational goals. In order to reach them I started to                       
challenge myself. In middle school I started taking difficult classes, and got into the honors program in sixth grade. In                    
eighth grade I received the opportunity to take some rigorous summer courses at a private school in order to do well in                      
high school. Once I entered high school I took honor classes my first two years. By my junior and senior year I took                       
International Baccalaureate courses and was chosen to participate in the University of Washington Math Science Upward                
Bound Program to enhance my knowledge and preparation for college. Seeing my mother struggle to survive without an                  
education, I want to be the first person in my family to enter college. Once I enter college I will have the chance to be an                          
example for my younger siblings. 
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