Washington Program Essays
I ran from Port Authority to 6th Avenue in the pouring rain, as I clutched my purse with nervousness. Water cascaded from my jacket as the spinning doors threw my body into the lobby. I dumped my things to the ground and quickly positioned my feet into my pastel pink heels. By some miracle I had just made it in time. I was greeted by happy faces of other interns just like me, eager to start a new experience. I quickly noticed I was the youngest among them. Everyone was either a junior or a senior and here I was, a Penn State student who had just finished freshmen year. Had they made a mistake? Sweat dripped from my forehead as my heart started to pump a mile a minute. I was more than anxious. I was scared. What if they found out? A liberal working at Fox News sounded like the start to a bad joke. I tried to remain optimistic as my group and I traveled to the orientation room, to begin an adventure I would never forget. 
Interning for Fox News was one of the most amazing things I have ever done. It taught me a lot about working in the real world. As a television production intern, I wrote scripts, produced my own segments and pitched ideas that all made it to air. The experience lit a fire under my belly, making me hungry for more. I practiced being unbiased and neutral as a journalist, despite my own political views. I think in our society today; political polarization has been one of our greatest downfalls. It only succeeds in limiting the possibilities for an open marketplace of ideas and opinions. Amid political chaos erupting on Capitol Hill and talks of impeachment, I could think of no better place to be then Washington D.C., in the fall of 2020. 
As a self-proclaimed history and journalism nerd, I would love to expand my understanding of our country’s past, present and future. Living, learning and working in Washington D.C. would be the opportunity of a lifetime, especially being there during election season. I have a deep desire for adventure and experiencing new and challenging things. My ambition has driven me to this point where I desire one objective, which is to work as hard as I can to be successful. I am a sponge; I take in all the information I possibly can, allowing its impact to takeover my being. From this experience I hope to gain a better understanding of our government, political system and the media’s role as a watchdog for the American public. This opportunity can really make or break whether or not this profession is what I really want to get into. I’m also very interested in pursuing law school after I graduate and think Washington D.C. could be the place I potentially study and work for the rest of my life. There are two specific event that really inspired me to purse my dreams and got me where I am today: 
The town council of Westwood, New Jersey began their meeting with heated talks of whether to let the LGBTQ flag fly in front of town hall. The mayor laid back in his chair with confidence. He had no intention of allowing the republicans on his council to win this fight. He was counting on me and my peers to help him and when it was finally time for a public forum, I stood up. I experienced one of the most beautiful liberties we have as Americans; our right to speak our truths and debate. My peers and I carefully crafted our speeches, each of us taking turns to share our views. And by the time the meeting was over, there was no stalemate. The council was in agreement. The flag would fly, and it was all because of us. I tell this story because it is one of the proudest moments of my life and became my motivation to study political science. I hope to experience what it really means to protect these liberties in D.C.
One of our most important rights as Americans is the freedom of protest. I exercised this liberty with about 50,000 other women in the 2018 Women’s March on New York. A couple friends and I made the hour-long bus ride to be there and support. We made posters and sported feminism pins. I refused to leave the house without my American flag and to my surprise not a lot of protesters brought any. We marched in the freezing cold, but I didn’t care. I was just so happy to be there and make history for a cause that I believed in. I take pride in knowing I can tell my children who can tell their children that I fought for my rights as a woman that day. 
I have a strong background in print journalism and have multiple pieces published across various online newspapers and magazines. Storytelling has always been my passion. I like to think of myself as an artist, telling tales through many methods. I am an overall strong writer with experience creating essays, articles and scripts for television or film. I have experienced working with video and television production at Fox News and CommAgency specifically. CommAgency is a student organization that creates videos and other content for real-world clients; we pride ourselves on our professionalism and our sublime final products. 
I use my creativity and out of the box thinking to produce the best work possible. I have an obsession with learning new things and researching into deeper concepts to stay well informed. I also have great communication skills and am well-versed in the fast-paced world of current events. With my experience as a manager at my local movie theatre, I understand what it means to be a leader as well as work on a team. Collaboration is always key, to get the most done in the quickest way possible. In the rapidly changing world of news, I like to stay on my toes and can easily adapt to change. 
If I am given the opportunity to work in Washington D.C. I would very much enjoy working for a broadcast media company as a production intern. I would prefer an experience where politics or law are involved somehow as well. Any internship I get will be an opportunity for me to expand my understanding and I would be thankful for anything. The reason I want production specifically is I wish to improve and keep building off what I have learned in my past internship and in classes. 
Washington D.C is the literal epicenter for journalism and politics. I don’t know for sure what direction my career will take me. My future is in my hands and I know an opportunity like the Washington Program can help me find what I’m looking for you. 
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Oportunidad de Libertad
Drip. Drip. Drip. The sound of rain hitting the tin roof of my father’s tiny house soothed him to sleep, amongst the sound of bustling cars and shouts in the capital of Colombia. The walls were made from scrap metal and paper while dirt from the house floor found its way in between his little toes. His mother had only just given birth to a little girl a couple months before, delivering the breach, premature baby by herself on the ground of the shack. My father, Hugo Palacios was only 7 years old when he left home for the first time. He never went back. 
When Hugo’s father left for the United States, he wasn’t sure if he would ever see him again. My grandfather was a mechanic, bus driver, carpenter; you name it and he could do it. My father remembers what it felt like to feel abandoned for a year of his life, waiting day after day to see his father again. They just wanted a chance. Just one chance is all they needed. And after a year of working day and night, my grandfather sent them that chance in the form of three plane tickets to the promised land. 
They got out before Pablo Escobar, cocaine dealers and tyrannical cartels polluted the streets of their city and others in Colombia. They heard news of terror attacks and riots on the capital unfolding in a tiny attic in Teaneck, New Jersey, where the family resided for the few first years of being in the United States. My father recalls the heat and stuffy air that made it hard to breath as he slept in that attic. He also remembers missing his family dog they were forced to leave in Colombia; a German Shepard named Tony, my father’s best friend. 
When Hugo first went to public school, he was in 1st grade. Day after day he would get beat up, spat at, and cursed out for being different. The whole time not understanding a word his peers were saying, my father took the hardest hits. Bullies tormented him, leaving him with bruises and lots of tears. My father recalls every moment, even some of their names. He also remembers never wanting to feel that way ever again, as he worked tirelessly to learn perfect English. He always got up. 
My grandparents had many jobs. My grandfather worked in a cheese factory as a mechanic and my grandmother worked as a maid during the day. In the late hours of the night, the young couple would take their children from bank to bank, cleaning multiple offices in the area. My father recalls doing homework, cleaning and sleeping at banks some nights while helping his parents make ends meet.  
	My father knew perfect English by the time he went to high school. He dedicated himself on doing well in his AP courses and following his dreams. Hugo played soccer and founded his own club to celebrate Hispanic culture and heritage called SOLA; the club still lives on at Teaneck high school to this day. And after hair-wrenching applications and a couple scholarships, he became the first in his family to ever go to college. 
During his time at Fairleigh Dickenson University, he gained his citizenship, met the love of his life and graduated with a degree in psychology. He’s not sure how he ended up in the business world, but he says he wouldn’t change it for anything in the world. He wouldn’t change any of it he likes to say. 
	When I see videos online of people yelling at Hispanics to stop speaking Spanish because they are in America now, I can’t help but wince. When I watched the news about the El Paso shooting, I cried trying not to think about what it would be like if me and my family were there that day. And when I watch the president talk about building walls, inciting violence and encouraging the public to see Hispanics as the enemy, I just sit back and wonder what America has become. 
	It was August 3rd. My mother, my boyfriend and I were on our way to a family barbeque in Long Island when suddenly my phone became riddled with texts, emails and calls. Something was happening in El Paso. We raised the volume on our radio to hear the breaking news…my phone kept buzzing. My producer from Fox News was urgently calling me into work to help with the chaos. I was too far out to turn around and not going into work that day has become the biggest regret of my life. 
I grew up believing that the United States was a land of opportunity and that if you worked harder than the guy in front of you, you could have the potential to be better than those who came before you. All my life I have prided myself on working diligently for what I want. After every set back, I always get back up and hit twice as hard, so I can make my family proud. Today, I don’t know what to think about our society. Our country has turned into a thresh hole for racists, white supremist and bigots to abuse minorities with a stamp of approval from the White House.  
	In our political climate today, Hispanics are being harassed and labeled as “the other.” Ignorant people don’t see us as Americans and sometimes even humans. We have been separating children from their families, putting them in cages, with barely enough resources to give them the essentials they need. Why? Because they put one foot over one border and into another? No one wants to leave their homes or their families. They do it because they want and need a better life for themselves and their children. They just need a chance. 
	People have died. Children have died for this chance at freedom and liberty and opportunity. Their blood is on the hands of the American people who sit back and do nothing to help. It makes me sick to my stomach. I even looked into donating supplies to help migrants and found out the government refuses to accept any. Why? I will never understand. They are people, being treated like second class citizens because of our president. They get nothing but accusations and threats before they are finally sent back to face the fire of gangs and cartels. 
There needs to be change. This country needs to turn itself around. Immigrants broke their backs building up America into what it is today. The United States is supposed to be a melting pot of different languages, religions and cultures honored by the Bill of Rights and the Constitution. The government has abridged the rights of the American people and dishonored the inherent human rights of migrants. I know one thing for sure… one day the United States will pay for all of their treachery. Karama.  

Writing Sample: Man on the Street article for COMM 260W
While some Penn State students think Barstool Sports is funny, others can’t ignore the company’s conservative portrayal of gender roles. 

Penn State Barstool’s Instagram account specifically depicts content related to students, football and drinking. Although Barstool is centered around comedic relief, the company has received criticism for their encouragement of hyper-sexualized women and hyper-masculine men. While some Penn State students have a lot to say about the account’s representation of men and women, others tend to not notice any implementing of stereotypes on gender roles until it is pointed out to them. 

Sophomore geography major, Hannah Perrelli who follows Barstool on Instagram, finds their posts to be very funny but thinks out of context can be a serious and toxic problem. 
“There is definitely more gear towards men. It definitely is, especially with the whole “Saturdays are for the Boys” thing, it’s kind of focused on men,” Perrelli said. 

“Saturdays are for the Boys” is a catchphrase introduced by Barstool Sports in 2016, designed specifically for men. The slogan represents brotherhood and is usually associated with male drunken acts posted on Instagram and Twitter. The saying has also been interpreted by critics as fueling prejudice against women. 

According to junior chemical engineering major, Nico Popovici, PSU Barstool is mostly about college pride and although he doesn’t follow the account, he has watched a lot of Barstool’s content through friends. 

“I have seen a lot of super masculine guys busting through tables or just drinking a ton. So, I would say that while I haven’t seen a lot of sexualization of women, from my narrow point of view, I have seen a lot of hyper-masculinization of men,” said Popovici. 

Gatum Vemury, a sophomore chemical engineering major who is not a big fan of Barstool, enjoys playing devil’s advocate about the company’s content. 

“From what I have seen on, ‘Girls on Gameday’ or ‘Call Her Daddy’ and ‘Chicks in the Office,’ clearly there is some kind of direction they’re pushing the women in Barstool. But the other thing I wanted to say on the opposite side, is they’re not forcing it. They’re not telling them, you’re going to act like this to push this narrative,” Vemury said. 

“Girls on Gameday” is a series of posts on PSU Barstool hosted by three female students that showcase generalizations of female students going to football games. They usually critique clothing women wear to games, how they act and a lack of sports knowledge. 
“Call Her Daddy” is a show on Barstool Sport’s website about two women living in New York who share personal stories specifically about sexual experiences. Another show hosted by two separate women, “Chicks in the Office” is about pop culture news and trends. 

Junior forensics major, Jamie Skreptach understands how some students could be offended by postings on Barstool but believes there is more to their accounts then stereotypes. 

“I think it’s an interesting thing to follow as a college student. I relate to a lot of the things they do and it is funny, especially when you go to the school. Specifically, Penn State Barstool I do think is funny. I notice they post stuff about alcohol, girls, stuff like that, just normal college stuff,” Skreptach said.  

Penn State Barstool currently has 122,000 followers on Instagram and growing, as well as 63,300 followers on Twitter. 






