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Essay 1
In 1943, America was at war. My grandmother was working in a warehouse in the Philadelphia Naval Ship yard, helping to gather aircraft parts. The “warehouse women” as my nanna used to call the group did everything together, and they all went to her with their problems. There was one instance where the warehouse women came to my Grandmother with a problem regarding their boss. It had become an ongoing occurrence that whenever the boss passed his employees, whom were bending down to collect various parts, he would pat them on their behinds. The women were terrified of reporting him because he was a powerful man with the authority to fire them, and they couldn’t afford to lose their job. My Grandmother said the key words of “I’ll take care of it” and went out into the warehouse looking for her boss. Taking notice of which aisle he was in, she positioned herself in the next aisle over and as he approached, she readied herself to make her move. She felt his hand on her behind, snapped up, faked a punch with her left and hit him square in the gut with her right! After that, he never groped another employee. 
There are many more like it my father loves to retell. Growing up was full of them! My mother just sits back when he goes into these long winded storytelling phases, and when she’s not listening, he tells stories from the early stages of their dating life. He fell in love with her strength and confidence. While she was pregnant with me, she was working as an operating room nurse in Center City, Philadelphia. Working on her feet for ten to twelve hours on end in high pressure cases showed not only how dedicated to her job she was, but how she wouldn’t let anything stop her from doing what she loves! The importance of helping people is something she has instilled in me ever since I can remember. It has always been, in our household at least, the three of us. I grew up learning the importance of putting others before yourself and how without your family, you’re nothing. My cousins were like my older siblings and always there to support me in everything I did or wanted to do. 
I would wake up to the sound of my cousin Kristy’s high heels on the wooden floor when I was little and associate that as her superpower. My mom was a nurse who helped sick people feel better, and Kristy was the superhero teacher that all the kids loved. I looked up to her, it was if she could do no wrong, and I wanted to be her when I grew up. If you ask me today, a teacher is the furthest thing from what I want to be! But coming from that family background, and an all girls high school, has made me sure of at least one thing: my self worth. Coming from a long line of strong females has empowered me in ways I can’t begin to describe. It has made me confident in my voice, not only outer but inner, and has made me so much more invested and hopeful in the future generations. I see my younger cousins struggling with similar difficulties I faced in middle school and all I want to do is help them solve their problems. I want to be the role model to them, that my older cousins were to me. 
That’s honestly why I was so upset when I saw only four females on stage for the democratic debates. I assumed, especially because it’s 2019, that there would be more women with their names in the hat, jockeying for the position! But the fact that there were only four is disappointing. That was my original motivation for going to Washington DC. I feared the lack of female representation was because they didn’t have big enough numbers behind them. I originally wanted this internship position to be a supporter and join a campaign trail for a woman I believe in. But now, I think my objective to apply for the program runs a little deeper than just wanting to be a supporter; my desire to go to Washington is to help spread the hope and be on the communication front lines. My advertising major will prove important because I understand how to best promote the message and how to craft it to appeal to all senses and focus groups. I’ll know persuasion tactics for social media and blog sites, and I’ll know how to talk transparently with the publics. With my women’s studies minor, I’m able to understand and connect with different groups of people. Whether it be males or females, I can get to a level of understanding and theoretically put myself in their shoes to learn more about their struggles and needs. With my political science minor, I’ll be able to talk the talk as I walk the walk. Life is always moving forward and I plan to learn as much as I can as we go along. I don’t pretend to know everything about politics or what I’ll be talking about- especially because talking politics is a nerve wracking undertaking! There are so many viewpoints and everyone is so against a second opinion. My hope going into this program and from my experience in Washington is to come out of it as a more politically active woman, unafraid to converse with people who yell rather than reason. 
I hope to have an internship with a female run company or with an organization that puts female empowerment on the forefront. Lobbying for veteran’s affairs and human rights are an interest of mine as well. Anything on the communications end would be ideal! I would of course love to be involved as a communications intern for a campaign trail for any female candidate of any caliber, it doesn’t have to be for president, but I recognize the specificity involved in that dream. I know how to write press releases, blog sites, and I have experience in event planning as well. I’m a fast learner and never let a “no” stop me from achieving my goals. I’m never scared to ask for help, so it would be fantastic if the company I interned for allowed me to constantly try things I never would have seen myself doing before! This program is a fantastic opportunity, and far out of my comfort zone. But it’s a risk and it’s an opportunity I’m excited to throw my name in the hat for. 



Essay 2
Thank You, Admiral
As my COMM 370 professor, Steve Manuel, says “It’s important to laugh. There’s so much negativity in the world, you have to find something to laugh about.” He says this consistently before showing us recordings from late night political talk shows in which we laugh at the current administration. Because of this advice, I have chosen to present you with a story I wrote from one of my Father’s memories of the Navy days. I hope I can talk with you about the immigration issue one day, but until then, I hope you laugh! 
 “Sixth Fleet arriving!” 
Once I heard those words, I knew I was in for it. I was shaken to my core. The admiral’s barge was neither something to screw around with, nor was taking it out for a joy ride when the admiral wasn’t even on board. The year was 1976 but I remember it as clear as day.  We were anchored off the coast of Naples, Italy and it had been six weeks since we were last on land. The USS Independence had been our home for the past five months, not that anyone dared to complain.  Being a part of the United States military was an honor and always will be, but is was way too strict.  I was a teenager back then, just a nineteen-year-old boy from nowhere North Dakota.  I had buddies, sure, in fact, I made some good ones. We had all kinds of fun onboard our ship, but this day would go down in history as one of the best.
Parker Stebeck was his name - the ringleader of our group.  He was from a big family and grew up a typical country boy born and raised in Yamasee, South Carolina.  The gentleman ways of the South were lost on Parker; I don’t think he had a good bone in his body.  He talked back to his officers saying things like “I’ve flushed more salt water down the toilet than you’ve sailed over.” He broke all the rules and always responded to criticisms with “Are you sure you told me I wasn’t allowed to do that? I don’t remember that at all.” He even fell asleep on watch, protesting people’s accusations, saying, “I wasn’t sleeping! I was saying the rosary!” He drank too much whenever he got the chance, and was often times sent to the brig. 
“Yessir” was his response to everyone’s orders as he flashed a wicked grin.  Parker was lower on the chain of command, and as a new electrician, there was only so much he could control.  The wheels were turning in his head as soon as the sight of Naples came into view - the first view of freedom he had in six weeks. The boys and I took the first liberty boat we could off the Independence and enjoyed our few hours of freedom left in the daylight just walking on the beach.  That night we went into town, found a bar and women to entertain, and spent too much money on whiskey and gin. We didn’t realize until later that even together we didn't have enough money leftover for a night in the nearby hotel.  I remember sprinting back to the cool water’s edge and watching the last liberty boat sail away for the night.  We were beached. 
I don’t remember much of what happened next.  I remember fighting with the other boys, throwing myself down into the sand in frustration, and seeing the faint lights of the admiral's barge a few miles down the beach. Parker looked around, refusing to accept the fact that he would have to sleep on the beach for the night. Then our heads snapped, turning to face each other as we got the same idea: Jim.
Jim had been my buddy for as long as I was onboard.  He was small-town Ohio boy, quiet as a clam with a wiry figure.  He kept to himself but managed to get a position being the admiral’s driver.  It was a cushy job – random work hours and days off but all the man had to do was drive a boat. Under his breath, Parker grumbled, “We do all the work while that pea - picker gets to lounge all day? I’m just sayin’, it's not fair. He owes us.” We were tired, beginning to sober up a little, and desperate. I was nominated to talk to Jim.
“Please?”
“No, Claude. I’m not risking my neck like this.”
“But Ji-”
“How many times do I have to say no?”
Parker, seeing Jim’s apparent frustration, decided to get involved.  He offered the rest of his whiskey bottle, something he knew Jim wouldn’t say no to.  Before we knew it, we were clamoring on board the admiral’s barge.
The admiral’s barge was for travel purposes only.  It was at the admiral’s beck and call, but we figured we were safe because the admiral wouldn’t be returning until much later.  Jim acted like a nervous bird driving us back to the ship: he had a light cover of sweat on his brow, he kept biting the inside of his bottom lip, his eyes darted back and forth, and he was constantly glancing around as if the admiral was a shark about to leap out of the water and kill us all for taking the boat.  While he may not have been a shark, the admiral was our god. He was a three-star admiral; the white stars on the dark blue flag waving proudly on the back of his barge proved it. Shit… I thought to myself THE FLAG! 
The upright flag symbolized more than the authority figure who was onboard.  It told those who could see it to move.  Move with urgency, get the trumpets ready, wake the sailors, notify the officers, swab the deck, stand at attention, and prepare to greet your fleet leader. We should have noticed the flag earlier and taken it down, but we were already too late.  From the Independence I could hear “Sixth Fleet Arriving!” and the sound of trumpets and orders being barked at the lower sailors.  My mind went blank, my vision started to falter, and I felt like I was going to vomit everywhere. Parker didn’t look much better, and Jim looked like he was going to faint.  
“They’re gonna kill me” Jim breathed. 
“No, they won’t. They might put you in brig and then land jail for stealing the admiral’s barge, but they won’t kill ya” Parker firmly stated
We all knew our impending fate: we were screwed. 
Five drunk sailors coming off an admiral’s barge.  How could we make that seem normal? I wracked my brain for answers and glanced around at my friends. Patrick and Tom were still visibly drunk, looking around in bewilderment as to how they got on the boat and laughing at us “loonies.” Colin was curled up in a tight ball, slumped on the floor, praying for mercy. I sat down in defeat and put my head in my hands. But Parker?  Parker sprung into leader mode and started barking orders of his own. We were to act as if we were normal. It didn’t matter that we were drunk; no one would ask questions. We were to climb leisurely up the ladder to the deck of the Independence and wait for Parker at the very top.  Salute the officers, give curt nods of greeting to the trumpeters, obey our orders. If we did this, we would make it out alive, we would live another day, and we wouldn’t face the wrath of god or the brig. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]So that’s what we did.  Tom stumbled up first, followed by Colin who was still murmuring Hail Mary’s under his breath.  Patrick after Colin, and then me to catch him if he started to fall. Last up the ladder was Parker.  When he reached about halfway up I saw him start to turn away. That snake I thought to myself He’s going to leave us to fend for ourselves!  But our friend did not betray us.  Instead he very loudly shouted down the ladder “Thank you, Admiral! Thank you, sir! That was the best ride of our lives!” and scurried up the rest of the way.  Upon arriving at deck level, he stood erect, faced the officer, and saluted both him and our flag. With his trademark wicked grin he innocently asked, “Permission to come aboard, sir?”
