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I remember when I was in second grade; I wanted to become a painter or a pianist. When third grade came, I told my parents that I had a strong desire to become an anthropologist because of my love to collect rock and shells. Fourth grade came, and it was the year 1996 when the Seattle Supersonics won the Western Conference Championship. My love for basketball began to rise as I told my parents I wanted to play in the NBA. Despite being a girl, my innocence made me believe that by the time I grew up, women would be allowed to play in the same league. Fifth grade came, and I told my homeroom teacher that I wanted to work in a lab. At this time, I didn’t even know which type of lab, but I knew I wanted to work in a laboratory area that would conduct research and experiments. I entered middle school in 1999 and I got involved in a local Chinese community girl’s drill team. The impact of this drill team made me want to be a dancer because I was amazed by the beautiful costumes of Chinese cultural dances. By the time millennium came, I was ending my eighth grade year. I told my teachers in middle school that I would want to pursue a career in interior design due to my dad’s remodeling of our house and yard. Then I began high school. High school became my reality, and I embraced every hardship and challenge I had to endure. And it was in high school that I realized and understood my real dream, my real passion, and my real purpose…

Growing up on Beacon Hill in the south end of Seattle, I felt comfortable. I was proud of my Chinese culture and language. I loved my neighborhood which embraced different ethnicities, values, and lifestyles. To the right of my house lives a Mexican family of seven who work hard day and night to provide for the family. To the left of my house is a Cambodian family of four struggling to live together despite the problems stemming from the pregnancy of their teenage daughter. Down the block, a family of African Americans own and operate an auto body shop inside their garage. As I go down the hill into Rainier Valley, I see small barber shops, nail salons, tattoo parlors, and Asian snack shops that are tightly lined together in crumbling vandalized buildings. My humble family and close-knit neighbors made me believe that the American Dream is actually not that hard to achieve. I enjoyed being around people of various cultures and we grew up with similar family backgrounds facing the same social and economic struggles. I was comfortable living in our friendly environment and I embraced the good feelings of belonging to our community. 

When high school came, I took the bold step to experience another environment outside my comfort zone. I decided to attend a school in the north end of Seattle with a predominately Caucasian population. I felt I needed a change so I could prepare for college, focus on my schoolwork, and seek an education away from the distractions of all my friends. However, my days in high school became miserable. I had underestimated the power of cultural differences and the disapproval I felt by the white students who dominated the school. I was frustrated at the ignorance I saw and experienced. Many students treated the Asian students as if we were invisible. My days at school were dreadful because alienation and ignorance caused me to become depressed. I felt isolated during group discussions and feared sharing my opinions because they would not be respected. Coming from a south end school where my Caucasian teachers displayed respect and understanding of my culture, created a safe and positive learning experience. But at high school, I felt like I couldn’t share and my self confidence died. 

The word “discrimination” dawned on me. No longer was this word just a definition, I felt the word engulfing me in everyday experiences. I was placed in a new culture that I did not felt comfortable engaging despite being an American. On the first day of school, a student came up and asked if I knew how to speak English. Never in my life had I felt so insulted, this student looked at my physical appearance and assumed that I did not know how to communicate in English. In class, my mind would question each teacher’s motives because I felt that every decision he or she made was based on my ethnicity rather my capabilities and understanding of the material. When I was walking in the hallway with my friends who are also Asian Americans, I heard whispers around the corner about the way we looked. In an advanced placement course for English, my Asian American friends were visibly secluded as we were situated on the back corner. One time, we were to disperse ourselves among groups, and a student loudly proclaimed that he just transported to the Asian territory. 

I wanted to be more involved in high school so I joined clubs and created organizations to open up the lines of communication at my school so that ethnic minority students would feel comfortable. I realized that in order to be recognized, Asian students needed to strive to be heard.  However, I often felt that students who represented these groups weren’t dedicated. Their motives were to have something written on their resume, rather to raise awareness and learn to be sensitive toward ethnic groups. When I saw their actions outside the activities of the clubs, I witnessed their hypocrisy when they were faced with real-life contemporary issues of our society. 

My anger and frustration increased. I felt that I couldn’t share my pain with anyone, and that my friends and family at home wouldn’t understand the dilemmas I faced. But amid all the fears and insecurities, I found my power in writing. I remembered growing up with all the dreams I had as a child. I remember how every year, I found a new interest. For once in my life, I knew that I discovered my passion. I knew this time. My passion for writing would not change overnight. 

My dedication for writing grew into love. I joined my school’s newspaper team and I took many assignments relating to school and student life, as well as stories dealing with civil rights issues. I found a place at school where I could have the power to educate students about unfair treatment. I found a place for my passion to burn- a place where I could influence on people’s thoughts, even if it were one person. More importantly, writing allowed me to express my feelings and battle those who made me feel inferior. 

This time, I’m not going to change. No longer do I want to be a painter, a basketball player, an anthropologist, a laboratory technician, or a dancer. I just want to write. Entering the University of Washington, I have the opportunity to write for the newspaper. I dream that I can take my words to the campus community and eventually to the world. On campus, I want to learn how to specifically write for a daily newspaper; I want to have real-life interviews; and I want to witness scenes first hand. Once I graduate, I want to tell the stories of people dealing with socio-economic problems, and lives that are disrupted due to limited liberty. I want to write about politics, about different government systems, and about the true history that has affected people today.  

Through dealing with stereotypes and the anger I felt in high school, I realized the power of writing. I realized that writing can truly make me happy because the words on each page are my soul. 
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