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Through a child's eyes, my grandfather was not unlike other grandparents: benevolent, 

affable and indulgent to his grandchild. I remember when I first saw the shelf in the corner lined 

with dozens of red-covered books, each emblazoned with the names Mao and Karl Marx. Back 

then, I didn't actually know what they represented. When I was old enough to comprehend the 

implication of this shelf, I found my grandfather himself didn't have any clue what the books 

contained. He hadn't even read them; they were merely symbols of blind allegiance. 

Though born in the United States, I came of age in the same place my grandfather comes 

from. I went to school for six years in Foshan, a sub-metropolitan city in Southern China, where 

I was infused with rigorous mathematical knowledge, squeezed into a box-sized classroom to 

finish countless exams, and then forced to face public postings of my scores. I was also required 

to commit Chinese history to memory, a large portion of it being praise of the undisputed 

greatness of Mao Zedong. So, along with some idealistic classmates, I staged youth-fuelled 

rebellions. I laugh when I think of our indignation, full of logical fallacies and emotional rage, 

but we would shout and frown, our hands anxiously gesturing in the air, as if we were going to 

overthrow the system within seconds. When the bell rang, we awoke from embodying Don 

Quixote and yielded to equation and formulas. 

Then I shuttled from propaganda lectures with treasonable whispers in the back row on 

one side of the Pacific, to meaningless assemblies filled with students playing their iPhones on 

the other. In contrast to the pressure I had in China, I endured a lack of educational resources, a 

restriction on taking more than three AP classes, and a pervasive nonchalance towards school 

improvements. I soon realized that I was a square peg in a round hole in a neglected public high 

school, so I decided to run for the San Francisco Youth Commission. After five rounds of 
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interviews with staffs, Supervisors and the Mayor, I was appointed to represent the Sunset 

District, where I live. Youth Commission has become my stage to be an active agent of change. 

The experience has exceeded all expectations: I fill any possible blank spaces on the meeting 

agendas, shake hands with previously unreachable officials and research on facilitating 

legislations. I have been part of major motions that not only affect my school, but my entire city, 

such as free public transportation for youth and increasing the wages for youth participating in 

employment programs. Every time I walk through the solemn arch leading out to the meeting 

room at the City Hall, I feel an unbelievable responsibility on my shoulder, of the things we are 

doing, things that can impact on countless people’s lives. One recent example would be the 

Community Benefit Agreement with leading technology companies, such as Twitter, Zendesk 

and Yammer to enrich youth with invaluable experience and revitalize the South of Market and 

Tenderloin areas of the city.  Statesman Edmund Burke once said, "All that is needed for the 

force of evil to triumph is for good men and women to do nothing." When dissatisfied with a 

situation, instead of simply accepting it with apathy or complaint, take action and help fix 

existing problems--be the change instead of waiting for it to happen. 

Emerging from these two distinct worlds, I have seen how the Chinese media system is 

controlled by an invisible hand: every report and article needs to be vetted by government 

officials before a broadcast; those deemed controversial will either be polished into a distorted 

piece or smashed. I also see how many American teenagers are unable to correctly identify the 

century in which the Civil War was fought and would not be able to name a right they just lost if 

the Bill of Rights were abolished. This ignorance does not belong only to my grandfather, but 

still exists and has passed over the world through decades. I deeply believe that this lack of 

information is devastating and destructive in all circumstances. Interning at a Chinese TV station 
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and witnessing the distortion of news first-hand elevated my interest in journalism. When there is 

no information, or much worse, incorrect information, it can clobber any attempt at vigorous 

debate. Journalism combats this plight, and it is my aspiration to be part of something that seeks 

to penetrate indifference, apathy and obtuseness in the pursuit of truth. College, for me, is the 

pathway leading to the intriguing media world, the starting point of this noble profession. 

However, the pursuit of an elite college education is a journey full of obstacles, both spiritually 

and financially. I live alone in San Francisco for most of the time while my family lives so far 

away and my mother tries not to intervene in my life. She is sorry that she cannot help me more, 

but as an outlier in the society—unable to speak English, a low-level education and low 

income—she turns her back on my life in the US in her powerlessness. Consequently, living 

alone since the age of fifteen means more than cooking for myself, cleaning up my room, and 

dealing with letters and bills—my early independence demanded that I develop a strong sense of 

self. 

I’m so ambitious. Unyielding ambitions, ambitions of seeking for the truth and telling it 

to people. But sometimes I’ll glimpse my reflection in a window and feel disappointed by what I 

see. Jet-black hair. Slanted eyes. A flat surface of yellow-toned skin. Yes, another Asian you can 

see all over California. Yet people must feel unique from their own traits, being distinguished by 

their own ways. And I, proudly aware, am unique for my dream and goal. Keeping this in mind, I 

stumble home from internships, meetings and activities on those loneliest nights with the 

Pacific's frigid winds, partnerless, tired, yet awake. I sometime treasure this loneliness—the 

enduring independence keeps my goal in sight like medals on the wall. Every step I take is one 

step closer to the opposite of blindness, experiencing a whole new world, confident it will be 

even a little bit different because of me. 


